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Boston was in full winter. Snow fell on and off all day, but did not accumulate more than an inch. The temperature had not climbed above 30 all week and the wind made the windows rattle and the walls of the old house groan.
I had a steady fire burning in the apartment's fireplace and was uncorking a nice red wine to accompany the cheese and pate dish I had laid out on the coffee table in front of the hearth.
Anne Marie would be home soon from her first night of photography class. She would be cold and hungry, so I wanted to be ready to meet all her needs when she arrived.
I had already tidied up the living room, tossing old newspapers, folding the quilts on the couch, top dusting and arranging the pillows around the room. I surveyed my work and admitted it looked good. I had picked up a bouquet at the market and arranged the cut flowers in a pottery vase, placing it in the middle of the coffee table. Wanting to set a romantic mood for Anne Marie, I dimmed the lights creating a soft and warm atmosphere.
I set the opened wine and two glasses next to the cheese plate and went to the kitchen to slice a baguette picked up on the way home. As I dumped the bread into a basket, I heard the front door open along with multiple voices.
Anne Marie called out and announced that Bridget and Becky were with her. Inwardly I groaned, bemoaning the opportunity to be alone with Anne Marie in the intimate space I prepared. I quickly recovered and entered the living room carrying the bread to see the three women doffing their heavy overcoats and pulling off their boots.
Anne Marie crossed to me and hugged me, finishing with a kiss.
"The room looks beautiful," she whispered in my ear. "Sorry about the girls. I should have called."
"No problem," I assured her and kissed her back.
I turned and said hell-o to Anne Marie's friends and they each gave me a friendly hug.
I excused myself and returned with two more glasses and poured wine for all of them.
"So, how was class?" I asked.
"Totally sucked," replied Becky.
"Why?"
"Our model bailed," said Anne Marie. "Got a real job tending bar and now she doesn't have time to pose for our class. Can't blame her, but our teacher doesn't know if she can find someone at this point. So, we are using each other—fully clothed--and the mannequin."
I knew Anne Marie was looking forward to this class that was to focus on the nude figure. I appreciated using a dummy or another classmate, who would be clothed, was not what she was expecting.
Her friends agreed and said they didn't know if they would stay in the class.
The women chatted about work and let me refill their glasses. As I went to the fireplace to throw on another log, Becky watched as my figure, outlined by the bright flame.
"Hey, Owen, you have a good bod, why don't you model for the class?"
Anne Marie and Bridget laughed along with Becky. I blushed and said nothing.
"Yeah," piped in Bridget, "you look great in those jeans and sweater, I'd bet you'd look even better without them."
I laughed along and said they better stop drinking now because they were getting way too silly.
"Actually," purred Anne Marie, "he looks way better without clothes."
The other women squealed and I blushed deeper. I just shook my head and plopped down on a pillow next to the couch where the three women sat.
Anne Marie tussled my hair and changed the topic to the play the three women were planning to attend on the weekend. After the bottle was empty, Becky and Bridget said they had to be going and began to bundle back up.
An exchange of hugs with me and Anne Marie preceded their departure. Becky turned at the door and looked at me. "Seriously, think about it. We really need a model."
They disappeared down the steps and Anne Marie locked the door after them. I said I'd clean up and encouraged Anne Marie to get ready for bed. When I finished, she had completed her nightly routine and was under the covers with the reading light on and engrossed in the latest copy of CFO magazine that had arrived today.
I finished in the bath, stripped and crawled in next to her.
"You know it's true,' said Anne Marie as I pressed up against her.
"What's true?" I asked slipping a hand on her naked breast.
"You look much better naked."
"Should I take that as a compliment on my body or a comment on how poorly I dress," I responded feeling the nipple stiffen under my touch.
Anne Marie dropped her magazine and turned to face me.
"Let's just say, I think you are a very smart dresser." She pulled my face to hers and we began a ritual that I knew I would never tire of.
Later as she nestled in my arms, Anne Marie spoke softly.
"So, would you consider it?"
I took a moment to focus on what she was saying.
"Seriously?" I asked. "You want me to pose nude for your class?"
I felt her shrug in my arms.
"It's a thought. How do you feel about it?" she asked.
I remained silent for a little while.
"Well, I certainly am comfortable being nude with you. But, I would be nude in front of a whole class, including two of your friends, and, I guess by now, my friends as well. That's a bit weird."
Anne Marie laughed softly. "Well, I know you have an exhibitionist streak in you."
I admitted as much, but went on to say. "But, how would you feel with me being naked in front of your friends? Then, when we'd all be together, would that be strange?"
Now it was Anne Marie's turn to pause. Finally, she said, "No, I don't think so. We all are old enough to handle it." I sensed a little dig at the 14 year age gap between us.
"Yeah, I know. You are all so sophisticated and worldly compared to me. After all, I am just a kid learning about life."
Anne Marie jabbed my ribs and said, "That's not what I meant, and you know it. I did mean that Becky and Bridget are mature and could see you as a model."
"They'd also see what I reserve only for you," I retorted as I pressed my erection against her stomach.
"Well, I hope they wouldn't see it in this state," said Anne Marie with a grin as she lightly stroked me. "Of course, if it were the drawing class I hear the final night is an 'erotic pose' evening. But, we don't do that in the photography class. Too bad!"
I laughed and pulled her tight. "Well, I am open to getting into some serious erotic poses with you right now."
We both enjoyed the poses and the aftermath, and slept soundly until the morning alarm.
As we rushed through our morning routine and finally took a second to enjoy the freshly ground and brewed coffee I made, Anne Marie asked, "So, are you considering it?"
I looked at her over the rim of my mug. "You seriously want me to do it?"
"I seriously want to take this class on photographing the nude figure. Helen, our teacher, is one of the best. I've seen her work and know she can teach us so much. But, without a model, I bet she will just cancel the class. So, the answer is 'yes', I want you to do it."
I looked in her eyes for any sign of hesitation, or if this might be some sort of secret test. Finding neither, I agreed.
Later that day Anne Marie called Helen, who was thrilled. She said they hadn't had a male model in a while and it would make the class extremely interesting.
The next night I answered the phone to hear Becky's voice.
"Hey, Owen, you're really going to show it all in class? Cool. Can't wait. And, don't worry, we'll make allowances for any shrinkage caused by your shyness."
I told her that was not my worry and handed the phone to Anne Marie. I began to doubt the wisdom of this decision. Anne Marie and Becky spoke and laughed a lot. Anne Marie handed the phone back to me.
"Owen", she said in a quiet voice, "I'm really looking forward to seeing you. I think you have a fantastic bod."
The night of the class Anne Marie arranged to meet Becky and Bridget at the institute so she and I could go in early and meet Helen.
Helen was a small, thin woman who looked to be around 50. Her salt and pepper hair was pulled back into a tight pony tail. She wore little make-up, but her skin was that of a 20 year old and her blue eyes shone with intelligence, humor and enthusiasm.
She warmly greeted us and thanked me for my willingness to help.
I told her I never did anything like this before, and wasn't sure I'd be good at it. Helen assured me that I would be fine and that I appeared to have a nice figure. She then showed me around the studio and told me that I would change in a room down the hall and wear a robe into the studio. She would ask me to take different poses. Helen assured me that after a few minutes I would forget I was nude.
I doubted that since I had learned that there were no men in the class of nine. Helen said some of the poses may feel awkward at first and because this was my first time posing, she would give me some help by being more explicit in her directions.
After the tour and instructions, Helen asked Anne Marie to stay in the studio and she took me down to the changing room.
She knocked and a woman's voice answered. Helen cracked the door and said she had a new male model she wanted to bring in.
The voice inside said "Fine" and Helen pushed the door open to admit the two of us.
A beautiful young woman was standing naked in the room brushing her hair. She crossed and hugged Helen and extended her hand to me.
"Hi, I'm Linda, another nude model," she said with a bright smile.
I took the proffered hand and said, "So it would seem."
We laughed and Helen asked Linda if she would acquaint me with the room.
As Helen left, Linda pointed out the lockers on the right.
"Usually, you get here a little early to strip and put your clothes in the locker. I suggest you get a combo lock. It's pretty safe here, but sometimes things go missing. For tonight, you can put your wallet, cell phone and valuables in my locker. Our classes are at the same time. I'm in the drawing class."
I nodded and looked around at the rest of the room. It was long and narrow with the lockers along the left side and a shower stall at the end of them in the corner. Along the other side was a long bench. A small sink and toilet stood open in the corner opposite the shower.
"So, your name is Owen?"
"Yeah."
Linda nodded as she finished brushing her hair. "Uh, not to push it, Owen, but you'd better strip. Otherwise, you are going to have all these funny marks from your underwear and socks. Actually, I don't wear anything under my clothes on posing nights. It just makes it easier. Also, bring a pair of flip-flops. The floors are kinda gross."
I slowly began to pull off my clothes and hang them in an empty locker. When I was down to my boxers, I discretely turned my back to Linda and pulled them off.
Standing naked in front of my locker, I didn't know what to do.
Linda's voice from behind me said, "Here, put this on."
I looked over my shoulder to see her offering a long white robe, similar to the one she was now wearing.
I reached behind me and Linda shook her head.
"Owen, I know you are new to this, but in five minutes you are going to walk out of here and stand naked in front of an entire class for one and a half hours. So, letting me see you nude is no big deal. Believe me, I've seen naked men before, and, quite frankly, I have no interest in them—if you catch my meaning."
I guessed she meant she was gay and not into guys. I slowly turned toward her. She looked me up and down and smiled. "Great body, Owen. They are going to love you." She then tossed me the robe.
After I pulled it on and tied the sash, Linda said it was time to go. She went to her studio across the hall and I headed back to the photography studio. I passed two young women in the hall and we all smiled at each other.
I entered the room and felt my scrotum tighten. There were nine women sitting on stools against the back wall, each holding a camera. On a long counter running behind them were bags of additional equipment.
Helen came to greet me and then introduced me to the class. They all said hell-o and I gave a little wave.
"I want to thank Owen for joining us. I also appreciate that Anne Marie is willing to share this handsome young man with us." Everyone applauded politely.
Helen led me to a stool on a small riser, about six inches high. She asked me to sit.
"Ladies, tonight we will just work on a variety of poses. I will have the lights on full. I will ask you to concentrate on head shots or various parts of the body. In the weeks ahead, we will work on lighting and more evocative poses. Since this is Owen's first time as a model and our first night with a model, I thought we should take it easy and all get to know each other. OK?"
There was a general bobbing of heads and low murmurs. Helen turned to me and told me to drop my robe.
I stood with my back to the class and loosened the sash and slid the robe off. Helen took it and hung it on a hook in the far corner. She then asked me to sit back down, facing the class.
I turned. He saw Anne Marie smiling encouragement and felt better immediately. On either side of her were Becky and Bridget. Becky looked at me from head to toe and gave a discrete thumbs up sign, while licking her lips in an exaggerated fashion. Bridget averted her gaze at first, but then brought her eyes back to me and smiled shyly.
I had known Anne Marie's friends for over a year. They often would hang out, have dinner at our apartment or at Becky and Bridget's place. Becky was around AM's age, late thirties or early 40's. She had been married for about six years and divorced for eight. She was tall and slender with a pretty face and decent figure. She was drawn to bright colors and flamboyant accessories. Her red hair normally looked like she just exited a wind tunnel, but it gave her a wild and adventurous look. She worked in another department at Anne Marie's bank.
Bridget was probably late 30's. She was a bit overweight and short. Her face was round, but attractive. Dark eyes under a heavy brow gave her an intense look that was balanced by a wide, bright smile. He dark hair was cut short in a style that made her face appear much larger than it was. She was always a bit shy and seemed embarrassed about her size. She wore large, oversized tops and long skirts. I felt these made her look even heavier. Once you got to know her, you appreciated her wit and intelligence. She could be counted on to crack them up on a regular basis. She, too, worked at the bank in human resources.
Helen then began directing my poses. She was right, in a few minutes I was concentrating so intently on doing what she asked that I lost the sense of my nakedness.
After forty minutes, we took a break. I stood and stretched. Anne Marie, Becky and Bridget came up to me.
"You're doing great, Sweetheart," said Anne Marie.
"Fabulous," agreed Bridget, blushing a bit at addressing me in my naked state.
"God, Owen, you are a hunk," said Becky, looking me up and down. "I am so jealous of Anne Marie."
They all laughed. I felt a touch on my shoulder and turned. Helen was standing there with my robe. "Why don't you slip this on during the break, Owen?"
Feeling sheepish, I donned the terry cloth robe. I figured I had just broken some protocol about nude modeling.
The rest of the evening went quickly. At the end of class I went back to the changing room, which I learned was called the model's lounge. Entering, I heard water running.
I called out, and Linda yelled back she would be through in a sec.
I had to pee, but was concerned that she might come out in the middle.
"Why don't you take your time? I have to pee."
I heard her laugh as I approached the toilet directly opposite the shower. I had not taken a close look at the shower before and now understood her laughter. The shower had no curtain.
"Yeah, no surprises here. But, I'll turn my back," said Linda. "But, believe me, pretty soon we'll be doing everything without even thinking about it."
I watched as she turned her back, marveling at the shape of her butt. I relieved myself and flushed.
"Shit!" screamed Linda. She hopped out of the shower.
"I forgot to tell you not to flush while the shower's running," she said. "Turns the water to scalding."
"Sorry," I offered.
"It's Ok, but remember next time."
She reached back in and felt the temperature with her hand. Finding it satisfactory, she jumped back in.
"Do you want to shower?" she asked.
"I guess so," I said. "For being naked, I did sweat a lot."
"I know. Happens to me, too."
I watched as Linda ran her soapy hands over her breasts and down her front, ending between her legs, where she spent some time. Catching my eye, she shrugged and said, "I don't mean to flaunt anything. It's just I am used to this. Can you toss me my towel and then you can get in."
I handed her the towel as she stepped out and I stepped in. I rinsed and washed with soap, but turned my back as I rubbed my genitals.
When I got out, Linda was pulling on jeans over her naked bottom, then added a t-shirt and hooded sweatshirt. She pushed her feet into UGG boots, wrapped a scarf around her neck and tugged a knit cap onto her still damp hair.
"Gotta run, Owen. Melissa is waiting for me. Don't forget your stuff in my locker. Just close it and snap the lock. Remember to bring your own lock next week. Great meeting you. See you next week."
In a second, Linda was out the door. I finished drying with my terry robe, since I didn't bring a towel. I dressed and took my valuables. In a minute I was in the hallway where Anne Marie and her two girl friends waited.
They burst into a little round of applause. I made a mock bow and Anne Marie came up to embrace me.
"We're all very proud of you, Dear," proclaimed Anne Marie.
"And, impressed," added Becky. "I think I like the uncircumcised look." As she said the last part, she gazed at my crotch.
I blushed as Bridget nodded in silent agreement.
Anne Marie slipped her arm into mine and said, "Well, girls, I'm so pleased you approved. Now, I'm taking me home to see if it still works as good as it looks."
The next weeks went by quickly and I really got into the posing. Helen was great. She gave easy to follow directions. From time to time, she would reposition an arm, leg, hand, and once showed me how to cover my penis with my hand. Her touch on my private area was sensual and exciting and I had to fight the erection that wanted to demonstrate my reaction.
It was the second last week of class and I had just entered back into the lounge after class. Linda and I were relaxing after getting back to the dressing room. As was the custom, we each dropped our robes as soon as we came in. Linda was telling me about the two high school girls in her class and how they loved asking her about what it was like to pose nude, and if she thought that I would be a good model when I posed for them.
"Those two have sex on the brain," asserted Linda. "Just be careful when you pose next week."
Before I could answer there was a knock at the door and a voice calling out if she could come in. Linda told me it was her partner, Melissa, and asked if it was Ok. I shrugged a yes, and quietly asked if I should cover up. Linda shook her head and called her in.
Linda had told me all about Melissa. I felt I already knew, and even liked her.
Melissa came in to what must be a slightly bazaar scene to most people--a man and a woman completely nude standing around chatting. Linda introduced us and Melissa shook my hand. She then looked me up and down and said that Linda wasn't lying about how attractive my body was.
My arched eyebrow must have prompted an explanation from her. "You know I am bi, and still appreciate a good looking man."
Linda rolled her eyes and said it was shower time for her. I pulled on my robe and we talked while Linda was in the shower. I found myself immediately warming up to her. She is attractive with long dark hair that frames an oval face with hazel eyes accented with dark brows. She is about 5'6" and appears to have a trim figure. With a warm smile showing white teeth that obviously benefited from orthodontia, she would easily be described as very pretty, maybe beautiful. She had a more sophisticated demeanor than Linda that hinted at a background with money and breeding.



Linda came out and I dropped my robe and hopped in the shower. I heard other voices and peeked out to see Becky and Anne Marie chatting with Linda and Melissa. Anne Marie came over and said they were off to the bar now and I could join them when I was finished. I said in mock disappointment that I would have to go alone and walk over in the cold. Becky stuck her head around the corner of the shower and said she'd be happy to wait. She even offered to help me wash up.
I knew she was teasing and to tease back began soaping my penis with long strokes. Becky's mouth opened in real shock, and, what looked to be a bit of lust. Anne Marie shook her head in mock disgust. She knew Becky and I had a little flirting game going, but was not bothered or worried about it.
"I think Becky should come with us," asserted Anne Marie.
Since Anne Marie, I and the girls all came in one car, I would have to walk the five blocks over to the bar. Melissa said Linda could go with them and she'd wait and could drive me over. All agreed and the other three left to pick up Bridget from the drawing studio.
I came out and dried. I added a touch of exhibitionism by almost forcing a conversation with Melissa and thus encouraging her to look at my naked body as we spoke.
Pulling on jeans, no underwear, a t-shirt and sweater, and stuffing my feet into Timberland boots and tossing on an old bomber jacket, I announced myself ready.
We rode in Melissa's BMW over to the Rover. She parked and then turned to me. "You liked me looking at you when we were alone and you were drying yourself."
I began to come up with a denial, but for some reason decided to be honest. "Yes."
"I thought so. Just so you know, I enjoyed looking at you. I like your body, your dick and how tight your ass is when you walk. Do I shock you?"
Melissa had a way of stringing her thoughts together that kept me a little off balance. "I wouldn't say shock, but, maybe, surprise."
"That's not quite as good, but it will do for now. Maybe I can shock you later." She leaned over and kissed me. It was not necessarily a sexy kiss, but we had just met, so it was not a "friend-kiss". I was not sure what kind of kiss it was, but it was sweet.
We met up with the crew in the bar and soon all had pints in front and sitting at a large round table. I was sitting between Becky and Melissa. Linda was next to Becky. Across the table from me was Anne Marie and Bridget was opposite Becky. Rose, another student in the class, was next to Bridget. Soon Anne Marie, Bridget, Becky, Rose and Linda were involved in some rant on whether photography or drawing was the more honest art form. I sipped my Guinness, tuned out and then back in when I smelled Melissa's faint perfume and felt her hair on my cheek. She was leaning into me and whispered in my ear, "Want to hear a story?"
I nodded and she said, "Not tonight, tomorrow at our house." I remembered that Melissa and Linda were having a little party the next evening. I nodded again, and Melissa ran her hand up the inside of my thigh and lightly caressed my crotch. She kept her hand on my penis and leaned in front of me to get Linda's ear. As she stretched out, her breast rested on my forearm. I could feel the nipple under the cotton turtleneck. I became erect and Melissa squeezed my hard-on. She told Linda she wanted to leave. As she spoke, she rubbed her breast on my arm and stroked me through my jeans. She again whispered in my ear, "Just the reaction I was hoping for."
Linda agreed to leave and began making her good-byes. Melissa sat up, keeping her hand in my crotch, and said into my ear, "The unexpected is such a wonderful aphrodisiac. I am sure that Anne Marie will be the beneficiary of this evening."
Breaking off contact, she stood and put on her pea coat and pulled on her navy watch cap. Linda and she linked arms and quickly left the bar with waves and promises to see everyone tomorrow. Melissa was prophetic as Anne Marie experienced aggressive love-making long into the night.
The next evening we arrived at Linda and Melissa's apartment in Cambridge around eight to find most of the others guests already there. We grabbed glasses of wine and joined the conversations sprinkled about the living room and kitchen.
Linda came around with a bottle for refills. She reached up and kissed my cheek and said I made a great impression on Melissa last night. I said they hardly talked, but that she seemed very nice. Linda laughed and said Melissa told her about the experience at the table. I blushed and Linda laughed again. "Not to worry. It's Ok."
She moved off to refill other glasses, but certainly not to reassure the other guests that hidden hard-ons were Ok.
Anne Marie moved into the living room and became part of a group playing Pictionary. I wandered about the large apartment, which occupied the second floor of a Victorian house. Opening a door off the central hallway, I found myself in a small bedroom that was converted to a library. The walls were lined with bookshelves and there was an old library table in the middle of the room with two chairs pushed up to it. Along one wall was an old, overstuffed couch that was bracketed with floor lamps.
I smelled the delicious aroma of Melissa and turned to find her behind me. "Want a story?"
"Sure."
"Come, we'll sit on the couch."
She carried a wine bottle and topped both glasses. She adjusted the lights so that only a small, soft glow bathed the couch. We sat in relative darkness, each at opposite ends of the comfortable couch and facing each other.
"What's the story?" I asked.
"What's the question?" Melissa replied.
I paused and then said, "Tell me about your first time."
"With a man or a woman?"
"You know which I want."
"Ah, yes!"
Melissa sipped her wine and then undid her hair that was in a loose bun atop of her head. She shook it loose, took another sip, then started.
I was a real heterosexual for a long time, beginning with my first attraction to Danny Hardy in the fifth grade. He was my first kiss, but not my first lover. That would be Sam in 11th grade. A little precocious you might say, but most of my friends had given it up by 17. I was 17 and one hundred and twenty days. Sam was a senior. I was not his first, but, as I found out, he had not really improved since his first thrust and shoot. As experiences go, it was unique, but unsatisfying.
Melissa played with her hair, sipped her white Bordeaux and continued.
A couple more followed in senior year and college. As a junior at Brown, my roommate and I opted for a semester in France, Marseille to be exact. We rented an apartment, sight unseen, that promised luxury accommodations for two for an extremely reasonable price. We quickly redefined luxury. Our apartment was on the fifth floor of a building dating from the 1700's and no elevator. It had a living room, small kitchen with a smaller table and two chairs, a bedroom and bath. The bedroom had a miniscule balcony that offered a minimal, but real, view of the Mediterranean. At first we thought it charming, and the landlord said the pull-out couch in the living room was as comfortable as a bed in a four star hotel. He lied, of course. The first week I took the couch, and between the odd spring poking my back, and the permanent sag in the middle, I slept but a wink. My roommate, Julie, offered to try and lasted one night before admitting defeat. We looked at the double bed in the bedroom, and decided it was plenty big enough. We settled into a sleeping accommodation that had each of us clinging steadfastly to our respective sides and achieving a modicum of a night's sleep. Let me insert here, that at that point neither one of us had ever been with a woman, nor had any desires on each other. But, stay tuned.
All was well until October broke upon us like an errant eruption from the sun. The south of France was experiencing a heat wave of historic proportions. Our apartment, without any air conditioning and little ventilation, could be described as an oven except the oven would complain of defamation. It was hot day and night.
We would come back from classes, strip naked, take a cold shower and have neither the energy nor desire to dress. We would try to nap, soaking our sheets, until the sun went down and then put on as little as minimal decency allowed and go out for dinner. Arriving back, we were always shocked to find that our hopes were once again dashed, and the apartment was prepared to bake pizzas if need be.
We'd strip, shower and then fall into bed and try to sleep. Being roommates, we had obviously seen each other naked before. This was, however, the first time we spent extended periods of time nude. I came to enjoy watching Julie walk around. She's a little taller than I am, with much fuller breasts, a flat tummy and a round and firm butt. As was the fashion, she kept her light brown bush trimmed to a wide landing strip. I don't know if she also took pleasure in observing me, but I think she did. I look very good nude.
Melissa smiled coyly at me and extended her legs out straight, affording me a good look at how long and shapely they were. She topped off our glasses and took up her narrative.
Anyway, we kept the French doors to the balcony open with the hope that a wayward breeze might find its way to us. After five nights without a respite from the heat, Julie tossed, turned and then turned to me.
"If this heat were not enough to drive me crazy, it is making me so fucking horny."
"Oh," was the best I could reply.
"Look, no offense Mel, but since we've been bunking together, I haven't been able to get myself off and I am about to explode."
"You mean masturbate?" I added so incisively.
Julie just looked at me with scorn.
"How about if I sleep back on the couch?" I offered.
"That room is hotter than this, there is no window, and the couch still sucks. No, I'm just bitching. Forget it." Julie tried putting on a happy face to her unhappy situation.
"How about if I just turn my back?"
"What and have me do it with you there? I don't know."
"Hey, it's cool with me, if anything can be cool in this fuckin' heat wave," I assured her.
Julie considered my suggestion while searching my face for some sign of mockery. Seeing none, she responded.
"I can't do it on my side. I have to be on my back."
I laughed. "OK, I'll turn on my side and you can be on your back and then you can do it."
"I make a lot of noise," offered Julie.
"I can deal with it."
"Sure?"
"Sure!"
I turned on my side and stared at the wall. After a long wait, I felt the bed begin to move. Julie said she felt really weird. I assured her I was perfectly fine and to let herself go.
"This is France, for chrissake," I offered.
The motion quickened and then Julie's voice moaned and sighed. Her breathing became heavy and the motion picked up. Her sighs yielded to loud panting and soon a series of somewhat restrained shrieks punctuated the spasms I felt through the mattress.
Stillness and sweat settled in. "Fuck, that was good."
Julie kissed my back and ran her hand up and down my arm. "You are a peach, I love you, Mel."
"Love you, too, Jules."
For three nights, I turned my back and Julie managed to let her orgasms build in intensity and volume, and with each one, more of her reserve slipped away, allowing her to let her orgasms explode. On the fourth night, I could stand it no more and turned toward Julie as she began the motions.
The moon shone into the room and illuminated her head arched back, the perspiration reflecting the golden glow from outside. One hand clamped her breast and pulled on the nipple. Her other hand nestled in the dark strip between her legs and her fingers danced between her clit and the obviously damp interior. Julie built her intensity, then sensing something, opened her eyes and locked onto mine. She opened her mouth, but then spoke nothing. She worked her hand between her legs harder, her breath became more ragged and finally the shrieks came as her pelvis thrust up to meet her fingers. She arched her back, shook from head to toe and collapsed back on the bed.
I had never seen another woman masturbate and I was mightily turned on. I knew I was damp and I ached to touch myself.
Julie finally opened her eyes and turned on her side to face me.
"So?"
"So, I guess I'm a perv for watching."
"And?"
"And, I found it really, really sexy. If I weren't such a dweeb, I'd be doing it myself."
Julie reached out and stroked my cheek. She smiled and told me it was going to be a long semester if I didn't find release. She would be happy to go take a shower and allow me some privacy, or, she could turn her back, or, she could enjoy herself by watching me.
I turned a deep red. Julie grinned and reminded me we were naked together almost all the time in the apartment, we had traded "getting laid" stories for years, and she thought we were probably both voyeurs and so she wanted to "voy" me.
I hesitated and then admitted I am a voyeur, but not sure I am an exhibitionist.
"Mel, just go for it."
By this time, I was not damp, but wet, Almost on its own my hand found its way to my crotch and started rubbing. Soon, sexual abandon overtook me and I was plunging away with one hand and pulling nipples with the other. I really like to twist my right nipple hard as I get ready to cum. I had my eyes closed for most of the time I was getting off, but opened them as I raced toward my climax. Julie was staring at me through half-opened eyes as she worked her own magic between her legs. She must have sensed I was close, and hoarsely whispered if I could hold back for about a minute.
I slowed my hand, although the ache to come was immense. Julie then began her panting and I picked up the pace. We both came within seconds of each other. Julie crying out louder than ever before, and me giving a series of soft grunts as the spasms rocked my body.
We both dissolved into a sweat-drenched heap. Julie reached out and took my hand in hers. She pressed it to her lips and said, "Thank you."
"For what?" was all I could manage.
"For one of the best erotic events in my life." She kissed my hand again and then lay on her back with her fingers intertwined in mine.
We slept for nearly an hour. I moved first and padded off to the shower. As I was finishing, I heard Julie's voice call out. She was sitting on the toilet and I poked my head out to see her wipe herself.
"Leave it running, and I'll jump in."
I stepped out onto the bath mat. Julie stood in front. We looked each other in the eye, then softly embraced. Her body was still hot, mine cooler from the shower. The touch of her breasts on mine and the sensation of our thighs brushing was both erotic and comforting. Julie kissed me lightly on the lips and slipped into the shower.
An hour later we were at our favorite cheap café splitting a decent bottle of St. Emilion and enjoying the afterglow.
In the soft glow of the room of the apartment with the noise of the party filtered by the heavy oak door, now closed, Melissa reached across the couch and refilled my glass. I sipped and said nice story, but I thought it was supposed to be about the first time she made love to a woman.
"Not disappointed, are you?" she asked smiling. She slipped her hand between my legs, feeling the erection. "No, I'd say definitely not disappointed."
Melissa stretched on the couch next to me. Like a cat extending all limbs, she raised her hands over her head and pushed her legs out straight. She was wearing a pink T-shirt and a short denim skirt. As she stretched, I could easily make out the shape of her small breasts, obviously not confined in a bra, and the points of her nipples. Her skirt rode up exposing the bottom of pink bikini underpants. She let out a sigh, then curled up on the couch. She turned to face me, affording a clear view of her pink covered crotch.
"OK, part deux."
Our mutual masturbation party became a regular night experience. No longer shy, we greedily watched each other. We sometimes would play with ourselves simultaneously, sometimes one watched as the other did herself.
After one particularly explosive session ending in simultaneous orgasms, I moved into Julie's embrace, resting my head on her chest.
"Are we gay?" I asked.
"Well, we haven't screwed each other, so maybe we are just curious voyeurs who are having fun getting off"
Julie then kissed the top of my head and continued. "Do you think you are gay?"
I turned my face up to her and said "I didn't think so, but masturbating together and then putting my head on your tits could be seen by an objective bystander as certainly leaning in a gay direction."
Julie got a wicked grin on her face, and asked if I wanted someone else to watch us as we did it. Looking at my puzzled expression, she said "You know, an objective bystander watching us."
We both laughed.
"What would a stranger think of this?" asked Julie.
She bent down and kissed me strong on the lips. I looked at her and kissed back. Julie explored my mouth with her tongue and I followed her lead. After about ten minutes of making out, Julie asked, "What do you think?"
"Mmm, good kissing. I want more."
We repositioned ourselves and with arms and legs intertwined kissed and let tongues excite each other. I moved my hand up and down Julie's back, marveling at her smooth skin and firm ass. I pulled her butt toward me, and our sexes pushed together. Julie did the same. The sensation of her hands on my ass was thrilling. Julie then slid one hand off my ass and put it on my left tit. Slowly she squeezed and played with the nipple.
My nipples get really erect and probably stick out more than a half inch. I don't have big tits, but my nipples are great. Julie moved her mouth down to my breast and took my nipple between her lips. Soon, licking, sucking and biting had me running like a faucet. I played with her breasts, and pulled her off me so I could bring my mouth to her tits. Julie was way more endowed than I. Where I have a small areola with a protruding nip, she had areolas that covered the better part of the front of her breasts. They were 36 D and the nipples never got too erect, but I licked them and the areolas. Julie loved having her tits licked and sucked and I equally loved paying attention to them. I never understood a guy's obsession with tits until I was playing with Julie's.
Just as I was really getting into using my teeth on her nipple, I felt her fingers at my opening.
I thought, "Well, this is the moment. Open your legs and in she goes and you are on the gay side. Keep your legs closed and you are just two girls having a little semi-innocent fun"
In a second my legs sprung open, and I felt Julie's finger slip inside me. To tell the truth it felt no different from all the guys' fingers that had been there. But knowing it was a woman, knowing it was my best friend, and, yes, knowing that I was sucking a tit while this was happening, made it incredibly sexy and intoxicating.
I felt obligated, just kidding, I felt desire to go inside Julie. I put my hand on her mound and felt the heat through the tight curls of her neatly trimmed strip. Moving slowly, I parted the outer lips and pushed my middle finger inside. Now, this was a new sensation. I was used to what I felt like, but this was many degrees of difference. I had to orient my finger to a different angle and explore the walls. My thumb rested on Julie's clit and soon I found a rhythm of fingering and rubbing that seemed to strike a chord. She began to make the sounds I had grown accustomed to hearing. In a second, her thighs closed on my hand and she pulled me by the wrist to free me from the warmth of her inner beauty. She quivered then pulled me to her for long, deep kisses.



As Melissa was telling the story, she had slipped one hand under her shirt and was obviously fondling her breast. At the same time, she pushed one foot forward between my legs and rubbed my erection with her toes.
She continued her narrative.
Abruptly she broke free and I thought she must be having regrets. Instead she quickly moved down my body until her face was nestled between my legs.
She looked up at me and said, "I am really scared, Mel, but I am also really turned on. I want to do this. Is it Ok?'
I let my knees fall apart, and she began kissing my upper thighs and outer lips. Pulling my hood back, she licked my clit. Soon two fingers were inside me as her tongue covered every inch of my pussy and dwelt on my clit. As I felt my self moving to the edge, Julie pulled her fingers out and slipped both hands under my ass. She lifted me and pushed her tongue as deep inside me as she could. I never felt anything like that. I came and came and came.
Afterwards we slept in each other's arms, woke made love, slept and rallied for a hat trick, with me doing the exploring between her legs with my tongue.
Let's say that the rest of the semester was one great fuck-fest. We tried everything. Toys, soft sadism with bondage, every position we could contort ourselves into. We loved going to a movie and playing with each other as we watched. Sometimes at a restaurant, one of us would eat with one hand while the other was exploring the sex of the other. We were wild and crazy dikes in love.
Melissa stopped her narrative to refill our glasses. This time she felt my erection with her hand.
"Show it to me!"
"I can't."
"Sure, you can. Just stand up, unbutton and let me see. I've already seen you naked, now I want to see you aroused. Here, let me help."
Instead of going for my buckle as expected, Melissa raised her butt and slid off her pink bikinis. She spread her legs as the mini skirt slid up to her waist. She had a brown, soft triangle that was neat, but not extreme. Her lips were large, and I thought swollen with excitement. She put her hands on her hood to expose her clit. She lightly rubbed it then slipped a finger inside.
"Come on, just show me."
Almost trance-like, I stood, undoing the buckle, unzipped my jeans and pulled them down. My erection popped out of the boxers and pointed to the ceiling. I couldn't remember when I was this aroused and thus this hard. My foreskin was completely retracted. Julie kept her eyes on the hard-on, then slipped one hand at the base and stroked it up to the tip and let her finger play with the super-sensitive spot underneath the head. Drops of pre-cum appeared. She then pulled the boxers down past my knees and ran her hands up and down my thighs and back onto my erection.
"God, I so miss a dick some days. This is one of those days. I'd love to suck it and fuck it, but we can't. Just allow me one kiss."
She leaned forward and licked the pre-cum off, then kissed the tip. With one hand on my balls and the other at the base, she covered the shaft with tiny kisses and soft licks. She finished by taking the head in her mouth and running her tongue around it, then took most of the shaft in her mouth.
I told her I was too close for comfort. She slowly released me and lay back on the couch. Her sex was still exposed and I had an overwhelming desire to bend down and enter her.
Instead, I told her to lift her shirt.
Without hesitation she complied, exposing two small mounds with pink areolas and darker stiff nipples. I asked her to touch her nipples, and she complied. I watched and then pulled Melissa up off the couch. Standing, I leaned down and kissed each hard bud. She moaned and reached to stroke the still exposed erection. Straightening, we embraced. Melissa lifted her skirt and my erection pushed against her naked sex. She pulled my butt, crushing the erection against her stomach. We kissed for a while, and I then turned to put myself back together. She did the same.
Facing each other, she smiled and said, "Pretty fucking good story, huh?"
"Oh, yeah. Pretty fucking good."
Melissa laughed and said she didn't even get into the week they spent in Greece. They met two young Greek studs and the four of them had a week of sexual permutations that boggled her mind. There were nights when each girl fucked each guy, when both guys fucked one girl, when all four were in bed together, when the boys watched the girls fuck each other, and when the girls watched the boys fuck each other. Melissa said that story would have to wait.
The wine bottle was empty, so we went to rejoin the party. As we stood at the door of the studio, I asked Mel what she was going to say about tonight.
She looped her arm in my and said she was going to give Linda a complete play back. She had a sheepish look and then admitted that Linda knew what Mel had in mind and told her to go for it, and that I was Ok and completely safe.
She gazed at me and asked what I was going to tell Anne Marie. I said the truth.
Mel nodded and kissed me. "Hmm, there may some real possibilities here."
I kissed back then we opened the door and ventured back into the mix of people in the rest of the apartment.
Later that night I relayed to Anne Marie the incident in the room. She listened without interrupting. When I finished, she remarked that it was a sexy story and asked if I wanted to fuck Melissa. I answered honestly that at that moment watching Melissa on the couch, I wanted to very badly.
She smiled and said she found Melissa very attractive, as well, and could understand my desire. Knowing that we each had made a commitment to be honest with each other and to allow any interesting sexual situation to take its course, Anne Marie said the future could be interesting. We then made love with a new passion.
The next week at the art institute was when we were to switch classes. I would model for the drawing class and Linda would be posing for the photography class.
As we stripped in the small changing room, Linda said that Mel really enjoyed herself at the party. I replied that she is adventurous.
"And, do you think she's pretty?"
I looked at the nude Linda with her large round breasts, full hips and neatly trimmed dark crotch. I smiled and said, "yes, and so are you. I imagined the two of you together, and it drove me wild."
Linda laughed and looked down at my slightly swollen member. "I'm looking forward to see you with a hard-on."
"Well, I don't think this would be the best time. I'm due to go out in a couple minutes. And, from what you told me about those teeny-boppers, I'd better not go sporting wood."
Linda stepped in and lightly placed her hand on my penis. "Ok, but I am beginning to appreciate the male member; even if it is vicariously from my lover. And, I can wait for later."
Smiling, she grabbed her robe and left for the studio.
I was dangerously close to getting an erection and stepped to the sink. Running the cold water, I splashed some onto my crotch, and cooled things a little. I was still a little swollen, but the danger had passed.
Entering the studio, I saw the instructor and waved. Coincidentally, she was a co-worker of mine at the financial planning office and taught nights at the institute. She had been kidding me for a couple weeks about when I was going to pose for her class.
Being an exhibitionist, I was not bothered at all stripping in front of her, but sensed she was extremely embarrassed. We chatted for a few minutes while the students wandered in.
There were nine in all. There were two women, probably in their late 40's early 50's, who seemed like friends. Four of the others were full time students at the institute, working on their fine arts degree. Of these, three were women, one a man. Another was a man, in his 20's, who seemed to be alone. He sat by himself. The other two were the high school girls. They giggled when I walked in and kept nudging each other. Linda had explained they were taking the course for credit, and, other than being teenagers, were pretty cool. They often talked with her during breaks, asking about modeling, how it felt to be naked in front of people, and what she thought about during class. It was during one of these chats that they admitted seeing me walking in my robe going to the photo class, and sometimes afterwards in clothes, and thought I was a hunk. They couldn't believe I was going to be nude in front of them.
Just to tease them, Linda said, "Oh my God, he is so beautiful. We hang out in the model's lounge totally naked, and he is like so hung." They girls pressed her on details, but Mel said "just wait."
Cathy, the instructor, asked if Linda had explained that since this was the last class, there was an optional part at the end. Although Linda had told me and I agreed to it, I could see how jittery Cathy was discussing it. So, I asked her to explain it.
She looked everywhere except in my eyes. It was a tradition for the last night of class to offer an extra half hour of studio time for erotic drawing. It was totally optional for the students and the models, and they had to agree in advance that they could be involved in witnessing erotic poses.
I nodded and asked what she would expect. Cathy turned crimson and looking at a spot on the wall behind me, explained that Linda and I would pose in various positions. Most poses would last no more than 30 seconds, and the object was to capture quick sketches.
"So, how erotic are these supposed to be?" I asked.
Cathy fidgeted, and stammered, "Well, no actual intercourse, of course" and then giggled at her own unintended pun.
"But, you can kiss and touch each other. Hold each other in your arms. Stuff like that."
"What if I get aroused," I asked.
If there was a hole in the floor, Cathy would have jumped in it.
"Owen, I feel so weird with this, you know, being co-workers and all. But, anyway, yes, if there is a male model he usually does become aroused, and we ask the students to take a series of quick impressions of the, well, you know, the, uh, arousal. The female model also exposes herself in graphic fashion so the students can work on that part of the anatomy. Actually, these poses last a little longer so the students can work on detail."
As she was explaining the last part, Cathy was looking down at the floor. I nodded and undid my robe and slipped it off, holding it in one hand. She was now staring at what she obviously had avoided thinking about.
"Sure, no problem. So where do you want me now?"
Cathy pointed to a stool and said I could begin with seated poses.
I threw my robe in the corner and walked to the stool and sat directly facing the two high school girls. I smiled and they covered their mouths with their hands.
Cathy instructed everyone to start drawing. Every few minutes, Cathy would call out a new pose and I would reposition myself. Eventually I faced everyone.
After 45 minutes, Cathy called for a break. I stretched, pulled on the robe and went to the table for a glass of ice water. Most of the students went out for a smoke or pee break.
I wandered around looking at the various sketches. The two middle-age ladies were not very good artists. They tried to cover it up by doing more of an abstract rendition of my body. The results were grotesque, but they smiled a lot, so I figured they just liked being out and doing something different.
The four art students showed some promise. The one guy only drew me in the front from the waist up or from the rear in full figure. I guessed he did not want the girls to think he was into "dick". The girls tried to capture the male essence, and one gave me a little more credit than deserved. The lone guy was all dark shades and angles. I thought maybe he was pissed that it was not a naked Linda sitting up there.
I was leafing through the high school girls' efforts when I heard a voice behind me. "Oh, don't look they're gross."
I turned and the two girls were standing there.
I looked at the blond's rendition of me sitting on the stool. She had some talent and did a fairly good job of capturing him, even down to the tip of my uncircumcised penis.
"Nice work. And you are?"
"Jessie," replied the blond.
"Hi, I'm Kelsey," offered the brunette, extending her hand. I reached out to take it and as I did my robe came open.
"Holy shit!" said Kelsey.
"Sorry," I said as I let go of her hand to clasp the robe closed.
"No, it's Ok. Funny, we just spent all this time drawing you nude and I get flipped out when I see your...well, like your..."
"Robe open?" I offered.
"Yeah," and they both laughed.
"Well, good work. And, now I have to get back to posing."
I could hear muffled giggles as I walked back to the dais and dropped the robe.
Cathy had the students work on drawing my back, pointing out the various muscles groups. She traced each part of my back with her hand, indicating the definitions of the muscles. When she got to my butt, she was touching my left cheek and explaining how the large thigh muscles moved through the buttocks. I flexed my cheek and she pulled her hand away. The girls and the two ladies were in view of this and broke out laughing. The others who were drawing my front looked puzzled at the outbreak. I then flexed each cheek and got a rhythm going back and forth. Cathy gave me a slight slap on the cheek and told me to behave.
I looked over my shoulder and mouthed the words, "Ooh, hurt me."
Cathy again turned scarlet and the four women laughed harder.
When it came time to concentrate on my front, Cathy mostly kept her hands away, but did point out and trace the vein running down my penis, skimming her finger lightly over it. She then had me stand with my legs apart so my testicles were free of my body. She did put her hand on my thigh to point out the line she wanted the students to follow and the back of her hand brushed one of my balls. I leaned into her ear and whispered, "Coffee breaks with you are just never going to be the same."
This time she laughed and walked away.
The class was wrapping up and Cathy handed me the robe. She thanked everyone for a great semester and they gave her a round of applause. She then thanked me and the students applauded. I got two thumbs up from the girls.
Cathy then announced we would take a short break followed by the optional class.
The lone guy, the middle aged ladies and one boy and girl from the full time students started packing their stuff. That left two girl students and, of course, the high schoolers.
I walked over to them. "Hey, I don't know if this is such a good idea for you guys to stay."
'Don't think we can handle it?" asked Jessie.
"It's not that, but this is going to be a little more adult stuff."
Kelsey answered, "Hey, we're both over 18 and paid for this session. Don't worry, we can handle it."
I shrugged and told Cathy I needed a short break.
Back in the dressing room, I was peeing when Linda knocked and came in. She had seen me pee many times before, and was unfazed.
"God, how can you stand all those lights and flashes? My eyes are still seeing stars."
I stepped away and Linda told me not to flush. I put down the seat and she squatted over the toilet and emptied her bladder.
"So," I asked," what exactly are we going to do in this session?"
"Be sexy and erotic," she answered as she wiped herself.
"Yeah, but what do we do?"
'Well, let's see. I guess we could hug and kiss."
I nodded.
"Then, I stand in front of you, but with my back to you. You put your hand on my tits, then one tit, then the other. Put your hand on my tummy, my crotch. But, no fingers, buster."
I laughed and nodded again.
"Then, I do the same to you. I get you hard, if you aren't already, and after that we improvise."
"Improvise?"
"Yeah, like I kneel in front and kiss your thigh while I hold your dick. Stuff like that. The only think we can't do is real sex. So, as I said, no fingers, no kissing down there, no fucking."
"Oh, and I so wanted to be your first male fuck."
"Well, maybe you will, but not here, sweetie."
"Promises, promises!"
"Anyway, I've done this before. Most times it's with another woman. There hasn't been a male nude model in two years. Anyway, it's no big deal once we get started, it just sort of flows. Cathy may call out a pose or two, but mostly we just wing it."
"What if I can't get hard?"
"I don't think that will be a problem, but if it fails to rise, we just go right on."
We pulled on our robes and headed back to the studio.
Cathy had adjusted the lighting, so that the posing area was softly lit, and the rest in darkness. We could not see the students.
We dropped our robes and entered the lighted area.
Cathy called from the darkness, "Whenever you're ready."
Linda snaked her arms around my middle and pulled me to her. Lifting her head she kissed me hard on the lips. I was shocked at the intensity, but kissed back. She opened her mouth and I eased in my tongue. She moved her sex against mine and I could feel the blood moving in that direction.
Breaking free, she backed into me. I put my hands on her tummy, and she moved them onto her breasts. I enjoyed the feel of our large mounds and felt her nipples pushing against my palms. We held that pose for awhile, then Cathy called next.
I slid my right hand down until it was resting on her soft pubic hair. I was surprised at the heat. I whispered that something hot was happening down below. She turned her face to me and kissed, slipping her tongue deep in my mouth.
For the next pose, Linda broke away. I was still only semi-erect. She took my penis in her hand and pulled it out. She then kissed my nipples and nipped at them with her tongue.
The effect was a semi immediately became a full erection.
For the next ten minutes, we shifted around in various poses, touching, kissing and fondling.
Cathy called out for Linda to take a break. I asked what I should do.
"Stand still with your legs apart," came the voice from the darkness.
"Ladies, ten sketches of the erect male member. Quickly."
Five minutes later, I was standing in the darkness as Linda sat on the stool with her legs wide apart. She used her fingers to spread her lips, exposing her full sex to the students.
I felt Cathy next to me. I had begun to go soft. She looked down at the limp member and then back at the dais. Next, her hand was then on my not so erect penis. As Linda posed, turning one way then the other to offer different views of her private parts, Cathy reworked me to full excitement.
She kissed my cheek and said softly, "Gonna' love those coffee breaks." She reached down and cupped my balls and then after one last long stroke, put her hand on my butt and guided me out to the light.
I heard a low gasp from the direction of Kelsey and Jessie. I knew my erection was harder than before and was bouncing as I walked.
Cathy's voice, "Ok, call out poses for the last five minutes."
At first there was silence, then I recognized Kelsey's voice, "I want Linda's face next to his penis."
Linda smiled and dropped to her knees. Turning so we were in profile, she brought her face in close to the tip of my erection. She pursed her lips barely an inch away.
She held it for the 30 seconds. Then she drew in a big breath and slowly exhaled the warm air over the tip. "Girls, that is a different example of a blow job."
There was a round of laughter from the darkness.
"Kiss her butt."
I didn't recognize the voice and so assumed it was one of the institute girls.
I knelt and Linda turned so her beautiful rear end was in my face. She bent from the waist and clasped her calves. I slipped my hand between her legs and placed my palm on her patch. I pulled her back and kissed her soft cheek. I began to feel moisture on my wrist as it nestled against her sex lips. While holding the kiss on her smooth bottom, I put pressure on her sex with my wrist and felt her push back in response. When Cathy called 30 seconds, I slowly pulled my hand down, letting a finger ride her slit, feeling the wetness along the way.



"Stroke him," came the barely audible command. This time I was shocked as I recognized Cathy's voice.
Standing behind, Linda reached around and slowly moved her hand up and down. Letting her fingers play with the tip, she slowly descended and played with my balls. With everyone standing in front of, none could see what Linda was doing with her other hand. She slipped it inside herself and brought a wet finger to the opening of my anus. Slowly, she probed and, still working the erection slid it in my butt up to her second knuckle. Moving it back and forth, she simultaneously rubbed her breasts on my back.
I swear if it went more than 30 seconds, I was going to pop right there.
Cathy called time and said the session was over. There were cheers and applause from the darkness. The lights flashed on and everyone squinted. After adjusting, they saw the four women students still clapping their approval.
Linda took my hand and we made an exaggerated stage bow.
Cathy came up and hugged both. I felt my erection push against her stomach.
"Thank you both, so much. That was the best erotic session we ever had."
Then in a lower voice she said, "God, I need a major fuck or a cold shower."
"And..." asked Linda?
"Unfortunately, Delta faucet here I come."
We laughed and hugged again.
"Hey, guys, can you come over here for a sec?"
It was Kelsey and Jessie calling them.
Not bothering with robes, we walked over.
Kelsey said, "We'd like you to autograph one of our sketches. Please!"
I said what the hell and Linda agreed. We were still both a little high on the rush of the performance, and standing fully aroused in front of two cute girls.
Jessie held out the sketch of Linda exposing herself. It was a close-up of her sex and it was remarkable for the fineness and the feeling of wanton abandonment she captured as Linda's finger played with her clit.
Linda signed it, placing the signature even with her aroused clit standing out from the dark curls.
Kelsey asked if I would sign two. The first was the one with Linda's lips almost touching my tip. She just captured part of Linda's face and the top part of my penis. I signed "To Kelsey, Keep it up, Owen"
They all laughed at that.
The other was from the last pose with Linda's hand on my erection. She had captured more of my torso this time and my erection seemed to jump off the page.
"This is very good, Kelsey. You have real talent," I said as I signed and handed the pen to Linda so she could do likewise.
"I was inspired," gushed Kelsey. "God, that was the sexiest thing I have ever seen. And, Owen, you have the most beautiful cock."
She looked down at the still hard member.
"Could I..."
"Kelsey, you and Jessie are great kids, but no you may not touch me."
"Yeah, look but don't touch," added Linda. "But, unfair as it is, girls, I can both look and touch." With that, she stroked me up and down.
"I love the way the skin goes back when it's hard," said Jessie. "I don't know any boys who aren't circumcised."
"Me neither," added Kelsey. "Are you sure we can't..."
"Absolutely. Now time for us to go," I said.
"Hugs?"
Before I could respond Jessie embraced me and Kelsey did the same with Linda. They broke and then switched. Kelsey was nearly as tall as I and pulled me into her. He could feel her breasts pushing against my chest and my erection against her jeans. She kissed my cheek and then cupped my ass.
"God, I wanted to feel those buns since I first saw them."
I broke away and took Linda's hand. We gathered our robes and knowing no one was probably left in the building ran across the hall naked and into the dressing room.
I was still fully engorged.
Before turning on the light, Linda hugged me in the darkness and thanked me for being a good sport. She said I probably could have had two young girls for the asking tonight.
I assured her that I felt the desire, but also knew it was not right. They are young and it just should not be like that.
I then confessed that I was so turned on that she better avert her eyes while I was in the shower.
She stretched up and kissed him. I kissed her back and we pulled our bodies together.
"You're a good kisser, Owen. For a guy, that is."
She laughed and turned on the light. We both yelped when we saw another person in the room.
Melissa sat on the bench. "Well, it certainly looks like the session was a success."
Linda ran to her and they kissed and hugged. "God, Mel, it was awesome. Everybody cheered us. We had to autograph some really hot sketches of us. And, even Cathy, said she was so turned on she wanted a fuck or a cold shower. Too bad, she said it was the shower for her."
We all laughed. Then Mel went on.
"Now I know what you mean about Owen's cock, Linda. It is quite handsome."
"And, you touched it?"
"God, yes. And, you know what else?"
"No, enlighten me, dear."
"I almost kissed it. I was like, what Owen, no more than an inch away."
"Yeah, no more than that."
"Linda, this sounds strange, but I really wanted to kiss it. Me, wanting to kiss a guy's dick. Whoa."
"No time like the present, Sweetheart. And from the looks of Owen, I think it's just what he needs."
"Oh, I couldn't. Really. I was just saying that at the moment, I think I might have been able."
"Come sit beside me, Lins." Melissa patted the space on the bench.
Linda sat next to her lover.
"Look at that," Mel gestured to the erection standing up from my groin. "It is a thing of beauty, and not something to be feared or hated. Besides, you like Owen and you heard me say he needs relief in the worst way."
"Owen, can you come here, please."
I crossed the room and stood before the two women, one clothed, one naked.
Melissa leaned forward and touched her tongue to the tip of my erection. I moaned.
"See, dear, it's easy. Make him feel better. Go on."
Linda slowly moved her face to my member and tentatively put her lips to the head of my penis. I pushed forward slightly, and Linda pulled back.
"Don't be afraid. Watch," said Mel.
She opened her lips and covered the tip. Holding one hand at the base, she began to lick up and down.
"Now, you."
Melissa held on to my erection as Linda gingerly licked me.
"More," encouraged Mel.
Linda used her lips and tongue, moving slowly up and down.
"Now, open and take him in your mouth. Owen, do not cum in her mouth."
I nodded in agreement.
Linda looked up into my eyes and smiled. She brought her lips to the tip of my penis, then opened her mouth. Slowly she let me slide inside, feeling the warmth and strength of me moving inside her mouth. She could only handle a little bit and drew back.
"Honey, it's not going to choke you. Watch."
Melissa took me in her mouth and began moving up and down on me. She took most of my shaft and used her tongue while sucking on my tip.
She pulled off and pointed it toward her lover. Linda opened and repeated what she just witnessed Mel doing. As she was working up and down, Mel slipped her hand between Linda's legs, and slipped two fingers inside the wet opening. Mel then joined her friend as they kissed the strange male member in front of them. Linda once again took me fully in her mouth and Mel bent to suck on Linda's breast.
"Oh, my God."
The voice came from the doorway, and I turned to see Cathy standing there. She had already stepped in and the door closed behind her.
"I am so sorry, I just came in to thank you guys again. Oh, shit, I am so sorry."
She turned to leave, fumbling with the knob, when Mel called out, "Wait."
Cathy froze. Melissa stood and crossed to her. She took her hand and turned her back to the room. Although Linda had removed her mouth, she still held the base of my erection.
"I have to leave. I'm sorry," stuttered Cathy.
"No, you don't have to leave, Cathy. I think you like to watch."
"No, I came in to say thanks. No, I don't want to watch. I have to go."
"No Cathy," continued Mel. "You do like to watch. That's why you teach this class. You like to watch the models, you like to watch the students watch the models, you like to see their drawings. Oh, Cathy, you do like to watch. Stay, watch us."
"I can't," Cathy said, but the fight had left her. There was a look of lust on her face.
Mel leaned in and kissed her. Cathy feebly tried to push her away.
"No, I'm not like that."
"Like what, Cathy. Not like a woman with wants and desires. Not like a woman who just minutes ago said she was so hot she needed to fuck someone, or go home and cool off in a shower. Not like a woman who wants to experience life by watching. Oh, Cathy, don't deny what you want. Stay, watch, enjoy."
Mel took a step back and in one motion lifted her shirt over her head. She had nothing on underneath. Her small breasts heaved and her nipples stood straight out. She undid her belt, unzipped her jeans and eased them down. Cathy could not avert her eyes. Mel hooked her thumbs into her underwear and slid them off. She took Cathy's hand and placed it on her breast.
"Feel how fast my heart is pounding, Cathy. That's normal. That's how you feel when you desire something. I bet you are desiring something, Cathy."
Mel slipped a hand under Cathy's sweatshirt and her bra. Resting her palm on the woman's breast, she massaged the soft tissue and felt the nipple harden under her fingers.
"See, Cathy, you do want something. And, you heart is pounding. Stay, watch, enjoy."
Mel kissed her again, then took her hand from her breast and walked back to us.
"Watch, Cathy."
Linda took me back in her mouth, while Mel stood behind me rubbing her naked body up and down my back.
I looked at Cathy. She had one hand under her sweatshirt, and the other had unsnapped her pants and was working down the zipper. She slipped her hand inside and began rubbing herself.
Mel was playing with my nipples and biting my ear.
"How close are you?"
"Pretty fucking close," I replied hoarsely.
Moving in front, Mel straddled the bench. She eased Linda off me. Seeing Mel's legs splayed open, Linda quickly got to her knees and began to kiss Mel on her soft brown fur.
I looked over at Cathy, who now had her jeans and panties at her knees and masturbating vigorously. He could make out the full brunette bush behind her hand. She had pulled off her sweatshirt, pushed her breast out of her bra and was playing with her nipple as her fingers moved faster and faster.
Mel looked up to see Cathy half naked. She eased away from Linda, stood and crossed to her, and in a minute had removed her clothes. Taking her hand she led her back to where Linda and I were.
Mel pulled Cathy hard to her and kissed her. Running her hands up and down the other woman's naked back, she held her tight.
After a few moments, Mel broke the embrace.
"Kiss him, Cathy. You know you want to."
"I can't. We work together. It would be too," she paused for the right word, "too awkward."
"Fuck that, Cathy. You know you want his cock in your mouth. Live in this moment."
Mel took Cathy's hand and led her to sit next to her. She guided me so my erection was in front of Cathy's mouth. Cathy looked up, with a lost but hungry look. She diverted her eyes from me, opened her mouth, and took me deep inside her.
She moved up and down, and used her hands on my balls.
After a while, Linda eased her off, and kissed her on the lips.
"Let me finish him," said Mel.
She knelt in front of me, took my penis by the base and said softly, "Ok, Cowboy, let 'er rip."
With a wide grin, Mel opened her mouth and took me inside. As Linda used her hand between the Mel's legs, Mel moved up and down. I was at the edge, when I felt her mouth leave me.
"Cathy, touch Owen. Make him cum."
Almost trancelike, Cathy reached out and took me, her co-worker, in her hand. She moved her hand up and down, slowly at first and then quickly.
I began to twitch, and Mel took my tip in her mouth. I exploded. She took the first shot, then pulled off. Cathy's hand kept moving and the second shot hit Mel in the chest, a large amount landing on her right breast. Cathy's hand was still moving, and was now covered with cum. She then put her mouth on my erection. I shot twice more deep inside Cathy's mouth.
Mel pulled Cathy toward her and guided her head to her breast. Cathy opened her mouth and licked the cum off then suckled the tiny tit.
Mel reached out and slid a finger inside Cathy. Moving quickly, she found the woman's g spot and began massaging it. With her other hand, she rubbed the clit, and within a minute Cathy was holding onto me for support as the orgasms convulsed her body
She leaned into me, her exposed breast pushing into my bare chest. Mel embraced Cathy from the back and softly kissed her neck.
Slipping her hands on the woman's breasts, she cooed into her ear, "Now wasn't that better than a cold shower?"
The four of us broke into peals of laughter.
Calming down, Mel led her into the tiny shower stall.
"How about you help me clean off the rest of that sweet man's juice?"
The two of them stayed in the shower until the hot water began to fade, taking turns exploring each other.
Linda and I had dressed by the time they came out. Mel tossed me a towel and asked me to dry Cathy, while Linda tended to her.
I dried Cathy, enjoying the sensations of her soft flesh under the thin fabric of the towel. She looked up and then kissed me. I let my hands explore her breasts and then slipped a finger inside her. She moaned and I kept gently stroking her. Finally, breaking away, she turned to get dressed.
In a few minutes the four of us left the institute into the cold winter night, still warm from the exotic experience.
The next time I saw Cathy at work, about a week later, she was not as awkward as I had anticipated. She stopped by my desk and said she was looking forward to coffee break. I joined her later at one of the tables in the café.
She was carrying a large manila envelope. They were at a table by themselves. Speaking softly, she began by thanking me for the most exciting sexual night of her life. She said Mel and Linda invited her to go on a ski trip with them and she was not sure what to expect, but she was alive with anticipation.
"You know," she said in a low tone so others could not overhear, "I never had any experience with women. I'm not sure if I want to go all the way down that road, but I am open to possibilities. And, Owen, you are so good to not try to exploit that night. You've been a real gentleman. Plus, you have an awesome body."
Dropping her voice to a whisper she said, "I loved sucking your cock."
I said she did a great job and I enjoyed touching her, and she blushed.
"You know Helen, the photography teacher, is a friend," stated Cathy.
I shrugged, wondering where this was going.
"Well, I asked her for two favors. One, she gave me a great print of you posing in the class. Of course, you're not aroused, but you are naked and beautiful. It has a place of honor in my apartment."
I grinned and said I hoped it gave her some pleasure.
Nodding, she then fingered the envelope.
"The other favor was I asked her to take a picture for me. I wanted to repay you for that night. The thing is the next day I got a call from Kelsey. She was raving about the erotic posing session. She then asked if I knew how to get in touch with you. I said sure, but why? She explained what she wanted and I got this idea. So, I asked Helen to take a special picture."
Sliding the envelope toward him, she said, "Thanks, from all of us."
Glancing around to be sure no one could see, I opened the envelope and eased out the contents. It was an 8 x 10 color photo, taken in the studio where I posed for the photography class. The blue backdrop helped to bring attention to the five naked figures standing in a combination of poses. Cathy was in the middle wearing a wreath and with her hands on her hips. Next to her was Mel, sitting at Cathy's feet, her legs open and one arm wrapped around Cathy's leg, her fingers lying against the untamed tangle of her dark bush. On the other side of Cathy, Linda sat on a stool, draping an arm over Cathy's shoulder, with her hand resting on her breast. Next to Linda and as well as on the other side of Mel was the shocker. Kelsey and Jessie posed in the nude. Kelsey wore a long sheer veil that floated behind her. Her dark hair, firm breasts with puffy nipples and completely shaven crotch made her appear like a Greek goddess. Jessie, blond and fit, had smaller breasts and equally puffy nipples and a full blond bush. She had her arm around Linda's waist.
The cumulative exotic nature of the nude women made me become fully aroused. Cathy smiled as I continued to stare at the photo.
"Thanks, Owen, enjoy."
I did.
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About two weeks after my nude modeling for the photography class the girls took, my girlfriend, Anne Marie, and her bffs, Becky and Bridget, and I got together over drinks at our favorite pub. We squeezed into one of the booths along the back wall and ordered pints from Trish, our favorite waitress.
When the drinks arrive, Becky lifts her glass for a toast.
"To Owen, who is a great sport, a fantastic model and a well-hung stud." The girls laugh and I grin good-naturedly.
Becky pulls out a large envelope and asks if I want to see her favorites. Bridget is embarrassed, as usual. I say sure, "but I've seen it all before."
Becky opens the envelope and slides out about ten color 8 x 10's. One by one she guides them over to me, spreading them out over the table.
About half-way through, Trish stops by to see if we want anything. She startles at the pictures of a naked man, then does a double take.
"Holy Shit, Owen, is that you?"
"You betcha'," affirms Becky.
"Sorry, I don't mean to stare. I didn't know you were a model. I thought you were in financial planning or something," says Trish.
I answer I work in finance and am not really a model, just helping out. I try to look Trish in the eyes, but her gaze is fixed on the pictures. Trish is tall and lean with spiked blond hair, blue eyes and a pale complexion. She appears to have a tight body and her butt always looks great in her form-fitting jeans.
"God, I wish my boyfriend looked like that. He's only 24 and has a beer gut and a wee willie wiener."
The other girls laugh at that description.
"Well, that's not one of Owen's shortcomings," offers the usually quiet Bridget.
"Hell, no," pipes in Becky. "I'd say there are no shortcomings at all." As she speaks she runs a finger down one of the full frontal pictures that was strongly lit and shows my penis in fine detail.
"Well, if we all are through evaluating my boyfriend's physique, how about a couple orders of wings, Trish," says Anne Marie.
"What?" asks the waitress as she keeps her eyes on the tabletop display. "Oh, uh, sure. Right away. Anything else?"
We all shake our heads, and she disappears back toward the kitchen.
In the silence that follows, they all look at the nude pictures.
"You really do look good, Owen," says Bridget. "I think you were a great sport to do it and I hope we are not humiliating you."
I sip my beer and then shake my head. "Actually, it is kinda' weird to see yourself naked. I mean we all look at ourselves in the mirror, but it's not the same as seeing a photo that's professionally lit and holding a pose. I like these, and I'm not embarrassed. Now, that doesn't mean I'd want them plastered on the women's—or men's—room walls or distributed in my office."
"No chance of that," assures Becky. "I want these for my own collection. And, Owen, I'd never to anything to embarrass you."
Becky gives me a wink. Her wild red hair is a mess of curls. My mom would say she has the map of Ireland on her face, peaches and cream complexion with a band of freckles across her nose. She is an inch or two taller than Anne Marie's 5'7''. She looks to have a good figure, but not as heavy in the chest as Anne Marie.
Many people have compared Anne Marie to a young Sophia Loren. She is dark complected with full lips, deep brown eyes and a body that looks like it belongs in a Renaissance painting. She is religious with her workouts and her narrow waist and tight abs only help to accent her extraordinary breasts.
Anne Marie rearranges the display, then asks the other two, "Which do you like best?"
Bridget turns even a deeper red, but manages to make a selection.
"I like this one." The picture shows me sitting on the edge of a stool. One leg is on the floor and the other rests on the bottom rung of the stool. I have my right hand on my hip and my left rests on my knee. My stomach muscles are accentuated by the lighting and my penis and balls hang freely.
Becky joins in. "Yeah, I like that one a lot, especially since it shows the package so well. But, as much as I like looking at dick, this is my favorite."
The one Becky points to is a back shot. I am standing with legs apart and my fingers locked behind my head. The muscles in my back are stressed and look powerful. My buns are clinched and the dimples on each cheek are clearly visible. Looking more closely, you can see my balls and the tip of my penis through my spread legs.
"Yeah, definitely this one," asserts Becky. "Gets my motor running."
"Well, you both have chosen well," says Anne Marie. "Now, how about we put them away and enjoy our wings, which I see are coming. I think we've given Trish enough of a show tonight."
Becky slips them into the envelope. Trish arrives with the food. She looks disappointed that the pictures are gone, but doesn't say anything.
We order another round of beers and begin attacking the hot and spicy wings.
After a couple minutes,Becky excuses herself to go to the ladies, and Bridget says she'll join her.
Alone with Anne Marie, I turn and kiss her. She kisses back, her lips as enticingly soft as they always are. Her slight perfume, even in the pub with all its beer and food aromas, fills my nostrils.
"God, Anne Marie, you always smell so good and it turns me on."
"And, that's why I smell good, dear." She kisses me again, and sits back in the booth.
"I hope that was not too uncomfortable for you, all those photos, I mean," she says while holding her pint to her lips. I detect a slight hint of sarcasm.
"Well, I was surprised, obviously, but you know what an exhibitionist I am. I do get a bit of a thrill knowing that your friends are looking at pictures of me nude, and enjoying it."
"And, now, Trish is in on the treat," adds Anne Marie. "Quite the man, aren't you?"
"Anne Marie," I ask, "what's going on? You seem sort of pissed."
"I guess sometimes I think you take too much enjoyment in showing yourself to other women. I wonder if I am still enough of a thrill for you."
Anne Marie is the most confident woman I have ever met. She rarely shows any jealousy or a sign of insecurity.
"You are the most attractive, appealing and sexy person I know," I say. "I am totally happy being with you—period."
Anne Marie takes my hand and brings it to her lips. She looks me in the eyes and holds my gaze.
"I suppose I'm just being a little over-sensitive. I look at Trish, who is a lot closer to your age than I am, and I think that you probably want to jump her bones and leave me behind."
I squeeze her hand and tell her that she is all I need and that I don't want to get into another discussion about the difference in our ages. Anne Marie is in her early forties and I am 27.
"Yeah, I know I seem to be the only one hung up on my age," she says. "But, ever since I turned 41 I think about it more and more. Turning 40 was not traumatic, but realizing that the years keep coming and I can't say I'm in my 'late, late thirties' freaks me out sometimes."
"Well, it doesn't bother me," I assure her. "You are fabulous and I love you, and I want to be with you. That's as simple as I can make it."
Anne Marie leans in and kisses me. Her lips are warm and her kisses are the softest I have ever experienced.
She picks up her glass and sips some beer.
"Ok, I believe you. But, you cannot convince me that you don't look at other women, imagine having sex with them, and, as you have told me, even play around a little with them."
"Sure, but I thought that was all acceptable. I know you've had experiences with other people, because you've told me about them, in addition to Henri in Paris. I know he is your favorite and I accept that you really enjoy being with him when you are over there.
"I have never slept with another woman since we've been together, and I will not unless we discuss it first, and both agree on it. I expect the same from you."
Anne Marie is as curious sexually as I am. She and I enjoy an open relationship within certain bounds. When I told her about the adventure in the model's lounge after the erotic modeling session, she pressed for more details. She wanted me to describe our teacher Cathy's body, and asked me how it would be at our office working next to each other after what we experienced. She wanted to know how Linda's mouth felt on my penis and what I thought about being the first man in her mouth. She made me describe over and over again how Melissa's mouth felt on my erection and what it felt like to come in and on her breasts, and what those small breasts looked like and how they felt. These conversations always got the both of us hot and we always ended them with highly energized love-making.
"Anne Marie, if you don't want me to do any more of these things, just let me know," I demand. "Don't say it's Ok then make me feel like a shit for doing it."
Anne Marie nods along as I speak.
"I don't know what's eating at me. Maybe it was just seeing all these women looking at the nude pictures, and seeing you enjoy it so much."
I think about what Anne Marie is saying.
"But, you asked me to model. You knew your friends were going to be in the class. You knew Becky was bringing the photos tonight. Don't get mad because I enjoy what you ask me to do."
"I'm not mad," says Anne Marie, with a touch of resentment in her voice. "I'm just bitchy, I guess. So, let's change the topic."
I nod in full agreement.
"Do you ever imagine other women naked?" asks Anne Marie.
I almost choke on my beer. After the previous conversation, I am totally thrown off balance. But, I know deep down Anne Marie values the truth over everything. So, I always answer her questions honestly.
"Sure, sometimes."
"Did you ever imagine Trish naked?"
That makes me think for a while.
"Not really," I begin. "I mean she is cute and she has a pretty good figure. I do wonder what her breasts look like, since they seem small. She does have a great butt in tight jeans, but I don't think I imagined it naked. Why are you asking? And, why this emphasis on Trish?"
Anne Marie sips and considers my answer. "Well, she now knows what you look like naked and certainly seemed taken by the pictures. So, I wonder if you think of her without clothes."
"Not before tonight," I say.
"And, now?"
"Well, I hadn't before you asked," I answered. "But, now you've planted the idea in my head and I may be mentally undressing her as she brings us beers. Is that what you want to hear?"
"I don't want to hear anything except the truth."
I repeat that I had not before imagined Trish naked.
"Interesting. You think about certain features, but don't necessarily try to picture her naked. Even a beautiful young woman about your age."
"Pretty much," I say.
"How about Becky or Bridget?"
I know this question is much closer to home and maybe is where Anne Marie was going when she started the conversation. They all work together in a bank and obviously share a good deal of girl talk. I don't know if Anne Marie shared any explicit details of our relationship, but I picked up that both other women knew Anne Marie was satisfied sexually. Anne Marie also knows that Becky and I flirt a lot, trading sexual innuendo and barbs, and teasing each other a lot. I sometimes wonder if Anne Marie thinks that I might like to go further with Becky, or if Becky had ever hinted at anything to Anne Marie. Now, I wonder if maybe Anne Marie is a bit jealous of Becky, or uncomfortable thinking I might want more of a sexual relationship with her friend. My head spins trying to figure out what Anne Marie is really asking and how best to answer her.
"I'm waiting," says Anne Marie.
"Well, I'd have to say not really. I think I would enjoy seeing both of them naked. But, I can't say I've imagined either one without clothes."
"Even Becky, you don't imagine her naked or having sex with her?"
I admit to myself that I find Becky extremely sexy, but I am not about to admit that at this time. Anne Marie is sending off strange vibes.
"Anne Marie, what's bugging you? Why are you grilling me?"
"I'm not aware I am."
"Well, it feels like it to me.
Anne Marie sips her beer and stares at the sweat mark the pint glass leaves on the table.
"Hey, no big deal. Let's just drop it," she says.
Anne Marie smiles as the two women return from the restroom.
Bridget slides in first and as soon as Becky settles, she leans into the table, forcing us all to push our heads forward.
"Well, guess who asked if she could buy one of the photos?" she says with a broad smile.
Not waiting for a reply, she continues, "Yep, our sweet little Trish."
"What did you say to her," asks Anne Marie.
"I said I'd have to ask Owen," she reports then sits back. We all copy her motion, sinking back into the booth.
"What did she say, exactly," I ask.
"She said they were beautiful pictures and that she found them exciting."
"And...?" I push.
"I said they were nothing like being there and taking them," says Becky with a shit-eating grin that makes us all laugh.
"So, what do you say, Owen," she asks.
"Well, I sure don't want some jealous guy with a beer gut and a wee willie wiener coming after me with a gun," I say.
We all laugh until we think our sides would split.
I look up to see Trish standing by the bar with a hurt look on her face.
"Oh shit," I mutter. "Trish must think we are laughing at her. Now, I feel like a jerk."
Anne Marie reaches across for the envelope and slides it in front of me.
"Go talk with her, and offer her anyone she wants," she says.
"It's Ok with you?"
Anne Marie nods and nudges me off the bench.
As I approach Trish, she turns and runs out the front door.
I follow her into the cold Boston night.
I see her standing in the next doorway, out of the stiff wind, and squeeze in beside her.
Her eyes are wet and she won't meet my gaze.
"Hey, we're gonna freeze out here," I say. "Let's go back in."
"Sure, so you guys can make fun of me. I knew I shouldn't of said nothin' to her. I just shoulda kept my stupid fuckin' mouth shut. Hey, I know, I'm just a dumb blond and a waitress, so let's have a good laugh at my pathetic behavior."
I try to put an arm around her shoulder, but she shrugs me off.
"Trish, listen..."
"No, don't worry. It's Ok," she says. "I've been treated worse. I mean you've always been a decent guy and haven't been trying to hit on me or grab my ass like half the assholes in this place. Unless that's why you followed me out. Is that it? Think you can score with the dumb blond because she's all crying and shit. Think I'm an easy lay because I wanted to have a picture of you being naked, and all."
"Trish, just listen," I say putting a hand on her arm and softly moving it up and down. She shivers and I pull off my sweatshirt and drape it over her. She tries to push it away, put I pull it around her shoulders. She relents and says, "Now, you're going to freeze."
"I'm Ok, Trish. Please listen."
She doesn't interrupt me this time.
"We were not laughing at you, not exactly. Yeah, Becky told us you wanted to have a picture. I was embarrassed and made a joke. But it was not about you, honest. Really, we all like you a lot."
Trish tosses her head and looks up at me. I can see in her eyes that she wants to believe.
"So what did you say that broke the table up?"
"It's so dumb now, but it wasn't about you," I say.
"Then what was it. Can't tell me, huh? I can guess why. Because it was about the pathetic waitress."
"Cut the pathetic shit, Trish," I say with some force. "No one thinks of you that way. We like you and are always glad when you have our table. Look, we've all worked at jobs like waiting tables, tending bar, or whatever. We don't think any less of you. Hell, we are just as normal or as fucked-up as anyone."
Trish looks for a trace of bullshit in my eyes. She blinks back more tears, and says in a soft voice, "Honest?"
"Yeah, honest."
I open my arms and she slips in.
I hug her tightly and she wraps her arms around my waist. I can feel her small breasts and hard nipples push against my chest through my shirt. I fight the normal male reaction thinking this is not the time to spring an erection, since Trish would obviously feel it.
Speaking into my chest, she asks, "So, what did you say."
I kiss the top of her head and say, "I told them I didn't want any wee willie wiener guy coming after me with a gun."
Trish snorts and snot shoots from her nose. She's able to turn her head enough to avoid using my shirt as a tissue.
"That's it? That's all of it?"
"Yep, then I looked up and saw a terrible look on your face. Trish, no one was making fun of you. Actually, I'm sort of overwhelmed that you would want one of the pictures."
Barely speaking above a whisper, she says, "They're beautiful. I just wanted one to look at once in a while. It would help me realize there are other guys out there, and maybe I don't have to settle for a fat, dumb, wee willie wiener jerk who thinks a good fuck is five seconds of foreplay and a minute and half of thrusting, followed by a long sleep filled with beer farts."
I laugh out loud. Trish realizes how her description must have sounded and joins me.
Calming down, Trish leans up and kisses me.
"Thanks, Owen. I always thought you were a decent guy."
Smiling I hold up the envelope. "A decent guy with a bunch of naked pictures. Interested?"
Wide-eyed she asks, "For real."
"Hey, take the envelope and pick any one or as many as you want. You can give the rest back next time we are in. I only have one condition."
Trish is fingering the envelope, "What?"
"These are for you. I would not want you showing them around or making copies or doing shit like that. And, especially don't let wee willie wiener see them. But, I would be honored if you had one."
"I swear I won't show them to anyone else, honest I do." Trish kisses me again and presses the envelope to her stomach.
"Ok, now can we go back in because my ass is freezing off," I say.
"And with an ass like that, we don't want it falling off," said Trish as she takes my hand and leads me back into the bar.
She gives a thumbs up to the girls in the booth, then runs back toward the kitchen.
"So", all three ask.
"So, she's going to take her pick and get the rest back to us next time we're here."
"That's all?" asks Becky.
"That's all I'm going to say. Other than she is a nice kid and could use a little help on self-esteem issues."
"Enough said, dear," Anne Marie says with a smile. "I think I just might take our Trish under my wing. I think she has terrific potential."
After that night in the bar, things shift subtly with Anne Marie, me and Becky. I didn't know if it was being nude in front of her in the class, the incident with the pictures at the bar or the conversation I had with Anne Marie that night.
A couple nights later as Anne Marie and I lay in bed following an exceptionally athletic round of love making, she brings up Becky again.
"God, I bet Becky would enjoy a fuck like this," she said.
I raised my head to look at her and ask, "Anne Marie, will you tell me what is going on with this emphasis on Becky? Do you think we are doing something behind your back?"
Anne Marie looks directly into my eyes. I hold her gaze. Finally, she lifts up and kisses me.
"No, I don't think that. I do think that you two are attracted to each other and I am slightly curious about what it would be like if you let that attraction blossom a bit."
"You want me to become sexually involved with her?" I ask.
"Not if you don't want to, but I think that there are some fairly exciting possibilities if you followed that path."
"Exciting how?" I asked.
In the back of my mind I remember the time I visited Anne Marie on one of her extended business trips to Paris. She introduced me to Henri,her French lover, whom I thought I would instantly hate. Instead, I liked him immediately. He was a bit older than Anne Marie, handsome, with a great sense of humor and a sophisticated way of dealing with everything. He made me feel like a friend and not a rival.



Anne Marie was staying at his apartment in Paris, but he offered to put us up at the Georges V. Anne Marie and I discussed it, and I said she should stay with him and I could have the suite at the hotel. I later found out it cost over $1,000 Euros a night.
Anne Marie and Henri would work on a finance project all day and the three of us would meet for a late dinner at various restaurants that Henri knew served fabulous food and were far off the tourist trail.
I thought I should feel jealous, but Anne Marie was so happy having both of us around her, I couldn't. One night we ended up at Henri's apartment for nightcaps. Sipping aged brandy on the oversized couch in his living room, illuminated solely by the fire flickering in the marble fireplace and a few candles, we were enjoying being close and quiet.
Anne Marie leaned into me and kissed me passionately. I responded, but wondered what Henri must think. She addressed my concern by turning to him and kissing him. She alternated back and forth until all three of us were aroused and pushing for more. Henri unbuttoned her blouse while I worked off her silk panties under her black skirt. We both kissed her breasts and soon my head was nestled between her legs. Anne Marie was moaning as she had never done before. Henri stopped kissing and fondling her breasts and stood. He slipped off his shirt while Anne Marie undid his pants and pulled them and his underwear off.
He stood in front of her as she ran her hands up his legs and onto his rear. He was tall and thin, with a toned body. He had an erection that stood straight out. His manhood looked longer, but thinner than mine. Anne Marie took him into her mouth. I certainly knew what that felt like, and my own dick ached for that sensation. I contented myself with playing with her clit as she sucked on Henri.
She broke free and pulled me up, then, undressed me. I was never before naked and erect so close to another man.
Anne Marie stood and shed the remainder of her clothes. Taking us each by the hand she led us to the bedroom. Pulling back the covers to expose the exquisite silk sheets, she dropped on the bed and pulled us to her.
Taking turns working on her breasts, stomach and sex, Henri and I moved Anne Marie to the brink several times. She rose to her knees, and straddling my head, placed her hot and wet sex on my face. My tongue went to work, bringing deep guttural moans from her.
I then felt a mouth on my erection. It could not be Anne Marie. I tried to pull back, but the lips followed my dick. I never had a man do that to me, and I was shocked and confused. Anne Marie pushed harder on my face and I knew she was aware of what Henri was doing.
I didn't want to give into the sensations on my groin and yet I was turned on by the beautiful pussy before me.
At last, I made a decision. I pushed against Anne Marie's thighs and she reluctantly moved down my body. Henri pulled his mouth off me and Anne Marie lifted up and took my length inside her. She began moving up and down. Henri knelt beside her and kissed her lips and her breasts.
She increased her pace until I knew she was close. I reached to her clit and stimulated it as she ground down on me. We came within a few seconds of each other.
She collapsed on my chest and then rolled off, leaving me in between her and Henri. Before I could react, Henri's mouth was back on me, cleaning the remains of our lovemaking, and bringing me back to hardness.
Anne Marie watched, kissed me, and encouraged me to let myself go. I did and soon felt the second orgasm rising. Henri worked my dick and fondled my balls. I erupted and he took me completely.
We three snuggled with Anne Marie in the middle and fell into a deep sleep. I awoke first and began to panic. I had never been with a man and never wanted to. I admitted that it was an over-the-top erotic experience, but I was churning inside.
Anne Marie and Henri woke almost simultaneously. We all looked at each other and burst out laughing.
"So...?" asked Anne Marie.
"So," I responded, "well, that was a bit different."
We all laughed again at my understatement.
"Don't worry, darling," said Anne Marie. "This does not mean you are gay. Henri is not gay, but he is adventurous. We have been thinking about this moment for a long time. I told him so much about you, about how much I love you. We wanted the three of us to experience our love together."
"Well, we sure did that."
Again we laughed. Anne Marie reached down to Henri's long and limp penis. She took my hand and placed it on it. I froze with uncertainty.
"Hold it up for me, Owen," said Anne Marie.
I lifted the warm organ and Anne Marie took it in her mouth. I moved my hand away and she worked Henri into a hard state.
Turning her eyes to me, she tilted the tip of the penis toward me. I knew she was offering me the same experience that Henri had with my member. I reached down, stroked her cheek, gently rubbed Henri's erection, and shook my head.
Anne Marie nodded and rose up to insert him inside her. I watched as my lover made love to another man.
Back in our bed I now wonder if Anne Marie is trying to create another adventure, only including her friend, Becky, with the two of us.
I looked at Anne Marie and said, "Sometimes the path less traveled by can be the most interesting."
She smiled and snuggled into my arms. We both fell fast asleep and let our dreams carry us into erotic places yet to be explored.
About a week later Anne Marie brought up Becky again. She did it by way of talking about the couple pictures Trish chose and saying we had to get the envelope back to Becky.
"Becky really likes those pictures," she said.
"Uh-huh," I reply non-commitally.
"Actually, I think she likes the real thing as well," she says.
"Anne Marie, I already told you how I feel about you. Why do you keep bringing up these innuendos about Becky?"
After a few moments of silence, Anne Marie answers, "Because she has a bit of crush on you and I have a bit of a crush on her."
"Oh," was all I could muster.
I knew Anne Marie has had encounters with women before. She told me and we discussed them. She knows she is mostly heterosexual, but at times certain women attract her. Since we have been together, she has admitted one short relationship with a woman she met at a conference in Kansas City and a couple casual flings.
"So, what do you think," she asks.
"About what?"
"About what I just said, dorkhead."
"I don't know. Are you telling me this because you want to have a relationship with Becky, or because you want me to have a relationship with her, or you want to please Becky by letting her have a relationship with me, or you want to have a relationship with the two of us?"
Anne Marie smiled and said, "Yep, I think that sums it up nicely."
After that, Anne Marie started to foster more of an exclusive friendship with Becky. Although Bridget was often included in movie nights out or dinner in the North End, Anne Marie more frequently had Becky over for dinner without Bridget and started offering her the guest room after too much red wine was consumed.
Our apartment was the third floor of a triple-decker in Brighton. It stood at the top of a hill and overlooked all the other houses on the block. One cold, snowy Boston Saturday Becky was over for dinner, and we all agreed she should stay since the combination of wine and bad roads could mean disaster trying to go home. Becky kept an emergency kit with toothbrush and other essentials in the guest room. Anne Marie would usually provide her with some clothes to sleep in or hang around in the apartment. Since Becky was tall, she often borrowed a t-shirt from me.
Before going to bed, I tell them I am going to paint the dining room in the morning, but they are free to sleep in or hang out in the kitchen or in front of the fireplace.
I always sleep nude and on weekends, usually just pull on sweats. For painting, I used my "work" sweat pants that were really "distressed". They had both knees blown out and a bunch of holes, including a big one in the seat. I also wore a cut-off tee shirt.
I was up and painting by 8:30. The girls awoke around 10 and laugh at my outfit and make comments about half my butt peaking out the back. They park in front of the TV. I have a fire going so it's cozy in the living room.
They keep making snide remarks about my ass showing. Passing through the dinning room on the way to the kitchen, Anne Marie grabs my cheek and tells Becky to check out the other one. She said she loves how tight my buns are. Becky gives a good squeeze and agrees. In the past, Becky and I have played a little grab ass, but this is the first time I feel her touch on my nearly naked backside and with my girlfriend watching.
As they are coming back from the kitchen with mimosas, they both are giggling and nudging each other. They stop, one on either side of me. Anne Marie says Becky finds it very distracting seeing half my ass hanging out and that something must be done to correct it. I figure Anne Marie will tell me to put something else on and so I say sure. They giggle again, put their glasses on the dining room table and drop to their knees. Together they yank down my sweats.
So there I stand, a paint roller in one hand and my dick swinging in the breeze. The girls howl and Becky said, "It's still looking so cute."
I enjoy the attention, but don't know where to go with the situation, so I say "OK, now pull them back up and I'll finish painting. Then, I can make you guys lunch."
Anne Marie shakes her head and says "Lunch, yes. Pants, no. As a matter of fact take off that stupid tee shirt."
I am a bit unsure, but I am game to find out. Anne Marie is clearly in charge.
I kick off my flip-flops and lift a leg at a time and the girls pull the sweats off. I then put down the roller and strip off my shirt.
"Happy?" I ask. "Oh, yes!" said Anne Marie. She gives me a sharp slap on my naked ass and then Becky does the same. This is the first time she has touched me while I am naked. I feel the blood rush to my member, but resist getting hard.
I finish painting in about a half hour and tell them I'm going to heat up some home-made soup for lunch, but I don't have any rolls to go with it. Anne Marie said she will walk down to the corner market and get them. Becky joins me in the kitchen as I put the soup on to heat and begin making a salad.
She is now having a glass of wine and feeling the effects of the mimosas plus the wine. She says it's kind of weird watching me cook while naked, but she isn't complaining. She then says she rarely saw an uncut cock before the time I modeled for them. I turn and face her. "Hey, a dick's a dick."
She comes over and sits in a chair next to me for a closer view.
She asks if it always looks like that. She is used to seeing the little mushroom cap.
I then hear a voice behind me say, "Well, it's quite different when it's up and ready for action."
Anne Marie has returned. "But, I think that it sometimes needs a little encouragement."
She comes over and takes my dick in her hands. They are still cold and I jump. With Becky watching, Anne Marie moves her hand up and down my shaft. In spite of the initial shock of her frigid fingers, I begin to warm to her actions. Despite my misgivings, I am becoming erect.
Anne Marie keeps stroking, "Ah, yes, now we see cause and effect." I am fully erect standing in front of Anne Marie and Becky.
"See how it curves back toward his stomach?" Anne Marie says. "I think that is so cute. And now the foreskin is back and it looks like an uncut one." She gives it a couple strokes and then takes Becky by the hand to lead her into the living room. She directs me to bring in lunch when it's ready.
I finish preparing lunch and understand know that Anne Marie wants me to play the naked waiter. I maintain my hard-on and serve them lunch, refilling their wine glasses several times. Becky is brave enough to rub my ass, but doesn't touch my erection. Anne Marie teases me with a few finger flicks on the tip of my penis.
They finish lunch and a bottle of wine and soon I am covering them up with a blanket as they doze off on the couch in front of the fire. I take a shower and tend to my unfinished business in the process.
Drying off I wonder to myself where this adventure is going, but I am excited and curious. I dress in jeans, no underwear, a long sleeve t-shirt and an old sweatshirt. I pull on thick wool socks and am putting away the last of my painting equipment, when I hear Anne Marie's voice behind me. Anne Marie says Becky is still dozing on the couch.
She then says "Too bad."
I turn and open my arms to welcome her. She snuggles in and I ask, "Too bad what?"
"Too bad you put clothes on. We were enjoying having a naked man around the house. And, by the looks of it, so were you."
I say that was her fault, but admit it was erotic. I say I liked it when they each helped to strip me. I also say although I had posed nude for Becky and she still had all the pictures from that session, that this is the first time she saw me with an erection.
"And that excites you more?" asks Anne Marie with her face pressed into my chest.
"Yes, it does."
"Well, it excited Becky, too," purrs Anne Marie.
"She told you that?"
"Yes. She also said she was beyond horny since she hadn't had a date—translation fuck—in six months. She confessed that the vision of you with a hard-on pouring her a glass of wine was going to be fertile masturbatory fodder for a long time."
"Hmm," is all I can muster for a response.
Anne Marie slips her hand on my crotch and feels the semi-erect member.
"Still imagining what she looks like naked?"
"No," I answer too quickly. "And, I never admitted that I did imagine her that way."
"It's Ok, I'd like to see what she looks like, too."
"You've never seen her nude?"
"Nope. Never went to the gym together or had any occasion. The one time we went clothes shopping, she wore bra and panties. She has a nice figure. Long legs, small butt and breasts that sit high on her chest, but don't look big."
Anne Marie's hand traces the now fully erect anatomy behind the soft jeans. "Well, let's make that a project. All it will take is time."
She kisses me with lips and tongue, then slides away to take her shower. I carry the paint can and ladder down to the basement.
I wonder how this will develop.
After the naked painting incident, we become much more relaxed about me going around nude with Becky there. I like being nude and I have an exhibition side so it is also fun being naked with other women there.
Whenever Becky stays over, the routine is for her to come into our bed in the morning for a little group snuggle. Anne Marie and I are nude, but Becky keeps on her t-shirt and panties. We sleep a little longer with me in the middle.
One morning I am spooning Anne Marie and Becky slips in behind me. I can feel her nipples through her shirt press into my back and I become aroused. At first, I cling to Anne Marie, not wanting to embarrass myself by having my erection so obvious to Becky. After a few minutes, however, we relax and Anne Marie knows it is a normal reaction to become aroused. We shift. I spoon Becky and Anne Marie cuddles behind me. My erection pushes against the compact buns of Becky and she wiggles to let it find a home pressed between her cheeks.
Anne Marie reaches around and feels my erection. I am afraid she will be upset with it pushed so tight into her girlfriend's behind. Instead, she rubs me up and down and then rubs Becky's cheeks, slipping her hand underneath the band of Becky's panties and caressing the soft skin of her butt. Becky pushes harder back into me. I slip my hand around and rest it on her bare skin at her navel. I slowly slide it upunderneath her shirt until I feel the bottom of her breast. She places her hand on mine and guides it back down to her naval.
After a long snuggle I got up to make breakfast—in the nude.
The girls love this routine and we continue it every time Becky comes over.
One night we all get high and that changes everything. We do two joints and drink a lot of red wine and are well beyond mellow.
Becky had already decided to stay over. Usually Becky sleeps in the guest room, but since we were crashing on our bed listening to music, Anne Marie says we should just sleep in our bed. Becky says she has to pee and heads for the bathroom.
She comes back wearing one of my tee shirts, and, I suppose, her panties. She starts to pull the covers down when Anne Marie says "No way!"
Becky stops and begins to apologize. She says she thought Anne Marie wants all of us to sleep in the bed.
Anne Marie laughs and says, "I do, but you are way overdressed. Owen and I are naked, so you have to be, too." With that Anne Marie flips the covers back to expose our naked bodies. Her hand is stroking my very erect penis.
Becky hesitates. "Please, Becky," I reassure her. "I really want you to join us and keep our mellow mood going. And, I really, really want to see you naked."
Becky pauses. She looks at the two of us. She spends a long time gazing at the beautiful, full-bodied Anne Marie, who has her legs slightly parted exposing her sex through the neatly trimmed patch of dark pubic hair.
Becky sighs then reaches down for the hem of the long tee shirt. In one motion she lifts it over her head and lets it fall to the floor.
She has round breasts with very dark areolas and pointed nipples. Her breasts, though not large, are soft mounds on her chest and bounce with the effort of removing her shirt and my dick twitches in Anne Marie's hand.
Becky is wearing light pink bikini bottoms, which she quickly drops. Her bush is deep red, matching the magnificent tangle of red curls on her head, and is shaped into a rectangular landing strip. Her lips are clearly visible through her the tiny silky curls and I can see the prominent hood of her clit.
She starts to get in bed when Anne Marie asks her to stop. Becky looks puzzled. Anne Marie says she is beautiful and wants to enjoy the sight of her. She asks to turn and show us her backside.
Slowly, Becky twirls. She has boy-buns, sort of flat and tight with a slight dimple in each cheek. She turns back to face us, and we both smile and thank her.
She slides in and we pull up the covers. I put an arm around both women and we snuggle. Anne Marie suggests one more joint and says she'll get it. Under the covers, she reaches for Becky's hand and places it on my stiff member, telling her to keep it going 'til she gets back.
Although this is the first time Becky had touched me there, she eagerly obliges.
While sharing the joint and kicking back even farther, which we do not think is possible, we start talking about sex, which seems natural since I have both girls' hands fondling my balls and softly pumping my erection. I have my arms around their necks and slip a hand on a breast of each woman.
Anne Marie's fills my hand, while Becky's fits comfortably into my palm. Both sets of nipples are hard and erect.
We are trading sexual war stories and howling at the things that have gone wrong or right in the past. At one point, Becky makes the claim that she gives the best head in the world and that she loves doing it. She then buries her head under the covers and moans, "I can't fucking believe I just said that. I am too wasted and am going to sleep."
She pulls her hand out and reaches over me to kiss Anne Marie good night. They linger with lips locked a little longer than might have been necessary for two friends just saying good night.
Then Becky kisses me and darts her tongue in and out a couple times.
She then turns her back to us and almost immediately falls asleep. I turn to put my ass against hers and spoon Anne Marie, with my dick between her ass cheeks. I really wanted to be inside her, but I sense we both know that would not be right with Becky in the bed.



Later, I feel Becky turn over. She spoons me and presses her breasts into my back and slips one hand on my now flaccid penis. We all assume various positions with various levels of groping during the rest of the night.
In the morning, we awaken and look at each other, then burst out laughing. Anne Marie kisses me, then climbs out to go to the shower. Becky comes into my arms, resting her head on my shoulder and her breasts pushing into my side. She gently takes my penis in her hand and falls back asleep.
Anne Marie returns and slowly lifts the covers to investigate. Smiling, she nods her approval and dresses. I nod off and waken to an empty bed. I paddle into the bath for a morning pee and shower. All certainly seems right with the world.
About a month later and several more times the three of us sleeping together, I am in the kitchen cooking breakfast and, as usual in the nude, when Becky comes out wearing her tee shirt. She said Anne Marie is taking a shower. Becky likes to give me some quick grabs. We both know it's Ok even when Anne Marie isn't around, but probably it adds a little excitement to our flirting.
Obviously, when Anne Marie is around they both will grab me. Sometimes watching TV in our bed, one, the other or both will reach out and stroke me. It is becoming something not out of the ordinary. She rubs my butt and says how much she likes it.
I am busy scrambling eggs, frying bacon and toasting bagels. She reaches around and tugs on my dick and again tells me how cute she thinks it is. She takes her coffee and sits at the kitchen table to read the Saturday paper.
Anne Marie appears with her hair wrapped in a towel and nothing else on. She gets a cup of coffee and takes part of the paper from Becky.
Becky looks up at her and says, "Anne Marie, you have the most beautiful body I have ever seen. I am so envious of your boobs. God, mine are like a twelve year old's, and here I am pushing 40. I guess I should have had kids to fill them out."
Anne Marie rubs her breasts softly.
"Ok, I admit I love my breasts, Becky, but I also think yours are fab. And, so does Owen."
Becky looks at me and I nod. "Very fab, and very, how shall I put it? Well, very looking like they always want to be sucked."
Becky blushes and turns back to her paper. With her head down, she says quietly. "Oh, they want to be sucked all right."
I keep on cooking and the phone rings. Anne Marie answers it and says a couple of sure and no problem kind of things.
When she hangs up I ask who it was. She says it was Linda from downstairs and she wants to borrow two eggs for the birthday cake she is making for Rita, her roommate. We all are invited to the party that night.
I say we had plenty of eggs and ask when Linda needs them. Anne Marie looks at me and says, "Oh, she's coming right up."
I panic and say I'd better get dressed. Anne Marie says no way, our agreement is that I cook breakfast in the nude and not put on clothes until after we were finished. I plead with her to let me cover up. Linda and Rita moved in about two months earlier. Linda is a recent grad and Rita is a fifth year senior at Northeastern. Linda is teaching first grade in a Catholic school and Rita is finishing her degree in physical therapy, with a concentration in sports medicine. She wants to be a sports trainer.
Even though we had had them up for drinks a couple times, we do not know them well enough to greet them in the nude. Certainly not well enough to greet Linda, who seems shier and more sheltered than Rita.
They are 22 and seem so young--even though I am only 27. I again say I can't be totally naked when Linda comes. Just then there's a knock on the kitchen door. There is a back stairway that we all use to go from apartment to apartment. Anne Marie stands up to answer and then picks up an apron and tells me to put it on. I slip it on and tie it as Anne Marie takes the towel from her hair and wraps it around her waist, leaving her fantastic breasts bare.
The apron covers my front, but obviously leaves my entire backside open.
Anne Marie opens the door, while letting it cover her nakedness. She sticks her head around and tells Linda we are really casual this morning and hopes she won't mind or be embarrassed. Linda looks in and sees me facing her with only an apron on. She says she can come back later, but Anne Marie assures her we aren't embarrassed if she isn't.
Linda shrugs and comes in. She does a double take as she notices Anne Marie exposed breasts. "I guess you are casual", she says. Becky says hi and Anne Marie offers Linda a cup of coffee. Linda says she can't stay long but since the coffee smells so good she'd love a cup.
Anne Marie tells me to get it. Now I have to turn my back to Linda to fix it. I do and Linda lets out a "Whoa!" Then she giggles and says "Great ass, Dude." The girls all laugh and I bring the coffee.
Linda says she thought I probably had on boxers under the apron. Becky says, "Actually before you knocked, he didn't even have on the apron."
Anne Marie tells Linda that I think she and Rita are young and don't want to freak them out.
Linda looks at me and smiles, "We're not that young."
"So you wouldn't have minded if he didn't have on the apron?" asks Anne Marie.
"No!" says Linda with a giggle.
Anne Marie gets up and comes to me, standing behind. She reaches around and flips up the front of the apron exposing me to Linda. "Are you sure?"
"Wow, I, uh, well, shit, I don't know."
Anne Marie then lets it drop back down.
Making an exaggerated show of fanning herself, Linda says, "And, I thought coffee gave me a rush."
The girls laughed and that eased the tension. I go back to cooking. Over the coffee and breakfast that Linda also joins in on, Anne Marie tells her about how they like me to be nude around the house and also about my experiences at past CFNM dinners I did before meeting Anne Marie.
Linda is interested and says, "So, the three of you are...?"
"Friends," answers Anne Marie with a mysterious smile.
Linda asks me some questions as I am standing next to where she and Anne Marie are sitting. She then says although she hates to leave, she does have to get the cake made.
Anne Marie says that I have a couple of eggs.
Linda says "Judging from that peek I'll agree, but I need the kind in shells." They all howl and I join in the laughing.
Anne Marie again lifts the apron and cups my balls and says these are the best she ever felt. Linda blushes and admits they are the best she has ever seen, although she has only really seen two other sets.
I ease away and get the eggs. When I hand them to Linda, Anne Marie spins me around and gives my ass a little slap. "And, if you need a place to crack those eggs—here it is." I tense my cheeks and make them rock hard. Linda reaches out and cups one cheek with her free hand. "Yep, you could crack an egg on that."
She stands and gives Anne Marie a hug. It is a little strange to see my nearly naked girlfriend hugging her. Becky waves and off Linda leaves. By this time I am collecting a lot of blood in my lower extremity. Anne Marie notices and asks Becky if she thinks I am getting excited. Anne Marie pulls the apron off me.
Anne Marie takes Becky's hand and puts it on my shaft while Anne Marie again cups my balls. In a couple seconds my foreskin is retracted and the tip of my dick is pointing up to my stomach.
"Yep, definitely getting excited," says Anne Marie.
"Absolutely," says Becky as she strokes me.
The phone rings and without taking her hands off my balls, Anne Marie answers it. She listens and then laughs. She then says, "Well, we're dealing with the reaction from the visit now."
Anne Marie holds the phone away from her ear and says it's Linda and Rita on the line. Rita is pissed that she missed the show and Linda wants to know if I am Ok.
After a pause Anne Marie speaks to the girls, "Oh, yes, I'd say he is definitely affected. In fact, I can state it as a "hard" fact." I can hear the laughter on the other end and then Anne Marie starts discussing details for that evening. While she is talking, Becky keeps stroking me. At one point her hand meets Anne Marie's and they each fondle a testicle. I start dripping a little pre-cum with all that attention. Becky points out to Anne Marie the liquid at the end of my dick and makes an exaggerated licking motion. They both giggle.
Anne Marie then cups the receiver and says softly, "Go for it." Becky looks shocked and shakes her head. Anne Marie cups the receiver again and says, "Do it."
Anne Marie is listening to the girls on the other end and making little sounds to let them know she's paying attention.
Becky looks again to Anne Marie for reassurance and Anne Marie places her hand on the back of Becky's head and gently pushes her forward to my erection. Becky turns her doe eyes to me and I nod.
Slowly she extends her tongue and touches the tip of my hardon. I react with a groan and an involuntary thrust. Anne Marie sits on the edge of the table watching us, holding the phone in one hand and playing with her clit with the other, the towel around her waist having fallen to the floor. Becky opens her mouth and takes my head inside her. She sucks on the tip, causing more pre-cum, which she easily swallows. She then licks me from tip to balls and back up and takes me in her mouth once more. She slowly engorges most of me in her warm and moist mouth and starts going up and down. I hear Anne Marie say she has to hang up and I turn to meet her gaze. She has her eyes half-closed, a look she gets when being very turned on. Her fingers are working her clit and dipping inside to bring out the wetness.
Becky keeps sucking and I know I cannot last much longer. I ease her off me and tell the girls I am too close to coming. Anne Marie stands and takes each of us by the hand to lead us into our bedroom. She motions me to the bed and turns to Becky.
Standing behind her, with Becky facing me, Anne Marie lifts her friend's tee shirt off. Becky is nude underneath.
Anne Marie circles her waist with her arms and holds her close. She puts her lips to Becky's ear and whispers. "Remember the first night we all slept together?"
Becky nods.
Anne Marie's hands slide up and down Becky's torso, cupping her breasts and letting her fingers slide through her pubic hair. Becky's eyes close and her lips part. My dick gets even harder.
"Remember, you said you gave the best head in the world. Well, now's the time to show us." Anne Marie pinches her friend's nipples and Becky's knees buckle slightly.
Anne Marie breaks the embrace and leads Becky on to the bed. Anne Marie crawls over me, pausing to dip her very wet opening onto my erection and then slides right off.
I think she wants Becky to taste her juices when she gives me head. Becky leans in, and tongue, lips and teeth bring me to the edge many times as she backs off at the last moment. She spends equal time on each testicle, rolling each between her lips. I turn once to look at Anne Marie, who has three fingers buried in her crotch and one hand pulling at her nipples.
Becky again takes me inside her mouth and I know the end is near and mumble something to that effect. Instead of speeding up, Becky begins a series of long, slow movements up and down my shaft while sucking hard.
I feel the orgasm start in my toes and work its way up. When it reaches my balls, I explode. It felt like rivers of cum spurting out. Becky does not take her mouth off and is trying her best to swallow all of it, but I am getting ahead of her.
As some cum dribbles out of her mouth, Anne Marie moves in and licks it off. She then lifts Becky's mouth from my still hard and sensitive member, and kisses her full on the mouth. Soon their tongues are darting back and forth sharing the last remains of the biggest orgasm I ever had.
We all fall back with our heads on the pillows. Finally, Anne Marie breaks the reverie. "I don't know about you, Owen, but that looked like the best fucking head I have ever seen."
"Amen!" was all I could manage. I soon doze off in post-orgasmic satisfaction.
When I awake, the girls are naked, sitting together on one side of the bed drinking mimosas. Anne Marie then says the birthday party that night will certainly have some interesting conversations. She then tells me to go take a shower while she and Becky clean up the kitchen. I follow her suggestion and wonder what surprises I might encounter at the party down stairs.
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Anne Marie, Becky and I were excited to go to Rita's birthday part. The girls kept teasing me about Anne Marie exposing me to Linda earlier. Becky asks if I will be embarrassed to be around her tonight. I said I could handle it. None of us mentioned the blow job Becky gave me in front of Anne Marie, but I also didn't pick any awkward vibes and so I was not going to bring up the subject. And, for the record, it was one of the best blow jobs I have ever received, either before or since.
We go downstairs to the party around 10 and things are already hopping. There are about 20 people there, mostly friends of Rita and Linda, with a few more girls than guys in the mix. Linda's teacher buddies are there and Rita has about a dozen of her college pals.
Our landlady, Kathy, who lives on the first floor, is also at the party. She is a VP at one of the big banks in Boston and bought the house about two years ago. She is in her early 30s and quite attractive. Usually we see her going out with dark business suits, but tonight she wears a jeans skirt, white silk camisole with a blue oxford cloth shirt over it and loosely tied in front. Her blond hair is free from its usual bun and hangs low on her shoulders. She still wears her glasses, but her blue eyes are clearly visible. It is obvious that she has no bra under the cami, and her breasts move seductively under the silky garment. She is about 5'7 and trim and fit.
Rita starts right in on me, telling me how unfair it was. Kathy asked what was unfair, and Rita just shrugged and says, "I'll tell you later, maybe."
Some of the girls there seem to be giving me a look, and I don't know if Rita or Linda has told them about this afternoon. I think that since Linda's friends are also Catholic school teachers, she probably didn't share. Linda's friends are another story. They are young and sexy college kids.
About three beers into the party, I'm talking with Rita and Anne Marie, and say I have to pee. Rita says, "Great, me, too, let's go.
I reply, "What do you mean, 'Let's'".
I look at Anne Marie who nods encouragingly. Rita smiles and pulls me by the hand toward the bathroom. We have to wait until it's free. Rita just holds my hand and giggles.
When the door opens she pushes me in and locks it behind her. "Owen, fair is fair and Linda got a treat I didn't. Since it's my birthday, I want to enjoy the same view she had."
I tell her I am worried what Anne Marie might say, and Rita says she's already talked to her and Anne Marie said if she got a chance to take it.
I protest that Linda walked in on me while I was naked, and that I didn't strip for her. I also say I really had to pee. Rita is a little buzzed and just mumbles "minor details." She also points out that last semester her co-op program for phys-ed and sports medicine had her working in the Patriots training room.
"Believe me, I've seen more guys peeing in the last year than I can count."
I figure what the hell and unzip and start to reach for my dick. I hesitate and say maybe this is not a good idea.
"Come on," she insists. "It's my birthday. Fulfill my fantasy about the hunk living upstairs."
"Fantasy?"
"Whatever," she says, "I want to see what Linda saw."
So, I pull out my dick.
She makes me turn all the way around to face her, and then rubs her hand over my ass and confirms its tightness.
"Can you take down your pants?" she asks.
I stare at her.
"I really want to see your ass," she explains. She sits on the small hamper and drums her fingers on the sink.
I can tell she is more than a little tipsy and tell her so.
"So, it's my birthday. Let me enjoy it."
I undo my jeans and slip them and my boxers to my ankles. Rita continues to examine my crotch.
"Thank God, you're just uncircumcised," she says.
"What do you mean?"
Rita laughs and says that Linda told her I had something wrong with my penis. It was deformed.
Still laughing, Rita explains that Linda really had only seen two guys naked. One was her boyfriend in college, who was her one and only lover. The other was his roommate who liked to sleep nude and walk around in front of her letting it all hang out. She said both of them had "normal" penises.
Although, I was standing there with my pants on the floor, we are carrying on a conversation as if nothing was different from any other chat.
We both get a chuckle out of Linda's naiveté. I then say I still have to pee bad. Rita points to the john and I go over, lift the seat and let it rip. I am just mid-stream when there's a knock on the door.
Rita calls out to ask who's there.
"It's Kathy, are you going to be long?"
"Nope." Rita jumps up and runs to the door. I panic. Here I am peeing and Rita is about to let our landlady in the room. I hiss to Rita to not open the door, but she ignores me and unlocks and opens the door and pulls Kathy in, and slams it shut again.
I finished and am giving it a shake, about to pull my pants up as fast as I can.
"Hey, I could wait..." Kathy begins. Then she sees me bent over yanking up my jeans and boxers, giving her a full moon.
Kathy lets out a little yell. "Holy Shit! I didn't mean to interrupt."
I only imagine what Kathy thinks is going on.
Rita assures her she didn't disturb anything and quickly explains what went on in the afternoon, and how she is satisfying herself. She also points out that she was checking for deformities.
I begin to apologize to Kathy, but she cuts me off. "Hey, it's cool. Besides this is my sexual highlight of the year."
Rita pulls me aside so I am standing next to Kathy and she drops her pants and sits on the toilet to pee. Kathy must be thinking she has a bunch of crazies in her building, but Rita is totally blasé about it.
She also relays what Linda had told her about my CFNM waitering and says the house ought to have a party with me as the waiter. Kathy readily agrees.
Rita wipes and stands up to pull up her panties and jeans. I catch a quick glimpse of her brown and closely trimmed pubes and can detect the delicate slit. I harden in my own jeans.
Rita and I leave Kathy to tend to her business in private. In the hallway, Rita locks her arms around my neck, kisses me and says that she can't wait for her real birthday party dinner. Her hand slips onto my crotch through my jeans and gives me a good squeeze, whispering she loves the feel of it so hard. She smiles and rubs it for a few moments.
"God, you are a hunk, Owen." She kisses me again and pulls me tight against her. I ease off and say she should go get a drink, while I calm down. She lets her hand trace my erection through my jeans and then saunters back into the dining room.
I turn to see Kathy standing in the doorway of the bathroom. She has seen the interaction between Rita and me and is looking at the outline of my excited state.
"Some kids have all the fun," she says and passes by me, pausing to give me a kiss on the cheek. She smells terrific.
Later that night, Anne Marie, Becky and I are again naked in our bed, sharing stories about the party. I tell them the whole truth about the bathroom incident. Becky asks if Anne Marie is angry.
Anne Marie sips some wine and thinks for a while. "No, I don't think so. I know Owen is an exhibitionist. He likes to be looked at; it turns him on. I also know he cares for me and, I think, is faithful to me." I nod.
"I'm more of a voyeur," she continues, "but I also like exhibitionism. I remember nude modeling myself in college, and how turned on I would get. So, I can understand Owen, and I can also find some sexual gratification in watching other women admire his nakedness.
"Owen is a good storyteller, and I get excited listening to his experience in the bathroom. Kathy is gorgeous and always looks so professional. Thinking about her seeing my boyfriend nearly naked is very exciting. Very exciting. And, Rita is so cute and innocent looking. You would never think she would act that way, but there she was inspecting his penis and groping him for good measure.
"Yes, I find that exciting. I am thinking about Kathy watching them, and then seeing how excited Owen was. I would have loved to have seen that, maybe through a secret mirror or something—totally voyeuristic."
Anne Marie finishes her wine and gets up to get another bottle. As she is walking out, I speak to Becky, but loud enough for Anne Marie to hear.
"I am more exhibitionist than voyeur, but I love watching Anne Marie walk around naked. I love how her boobs bounce, I love the way the light catches her bush and makes all sorts of fascinating colors, and I adore her ass as it sways back and forth."
Anne Marie returns with a new bottle and a big smile; she obviously loved my comments. Becky asks if I would want Anne Marie to be naked in front of other men.
I think about that for a while and finally say, "If it made her feel good sexually, I wouldn't mind. But, I would not be turned on by it. I was turned on, and am turned on, by having you and her naked together. Or, imaging her naked along with say Rita, Linda and Kathy—all of whom would also have to be naked."
Anne Marie laughs and says, "Typical male fantasy—multiple girls."
I say "I don't fantasize about Anne Marie having sex with another woman, although I wouldn't object if that's what she wanted."
I do not disclose to Becky that I know that Anne Marie has experienced sex with women. We had never done a three-way with another woman.
Continuing on, I say, "I just imagine her and other women I know, not strangers, being naked together. You know, like in a locker room, a changing room, getting ready for a party, when all the girls are swapping clothes. Those are the typical male fantasies I like."
Becky says "obviously." We all look down at my erection pointing to the ceiling.
Becky then brings up the subject that is on the back of all of our minds since this morning.
"Guys, did we fuck up today? I love you both so much, I'm worried we crossed a line we can't uncross."
Anne Marie asks if she wished she never gave me a blow job. Becky pauses a long time and we can tell she is weighing her response.
Anne Marie encourages her to tell the truth.
Becky looks at her. "No, I loved it."
Anne Marie smiles, "Good. If you said anything different, I would call you a liar."
She then turns to me. "Did you like it? Or, do you wish it never happened?"
I too am trying to gauge how thin the ice is. I began, "Anne Marie, you are the sexiest woman I know and you are a fantastic lover. And..."
"Cut the bullshit, Owen. Did you like the blow job from Becky or not? And, do you now wish it never happened?"
I return her gaze. "It was an un-fucking-believable blow job. I do not wish it never happened. I only worry it might harm our relationship."
Anne Marie takes all that in. "That's what I figured."
"OK, here's my thought. I am not sure why I encouraged it. Well, that's not true. I loved the voyeurism of watching. I also think Becky is sexy and watching her give you a blow job added to the sensuality of the event. I loved the way her breasts swayed as she bent over you. I was fascinated by the sight of her sex between her spread legs. Right, you two are wondering if I want to jump Becky's bones. Well, not to tell too many tales out of school, but I do find Becky attractive. I got a thrill seeing her naked and even more of a thrill seeing her naked and doing oral on you.
"And, Becky don't hate me for this, but that first time when we stripped you while you were painting, and made you be our naked waiter. Well, watching you walk around with an erection was a turn on for both of us. So, while you were busy elsewhere, Becky and I..."
Becky blushes and the crimson runs from her face down on to her milky white breasts. "God, Anne Marie, you're not going to tell him, are you?"
Anne Marie nods and continues. "Well, we each got off. By that I mean we each masturbated while cuddled under the blanket on the couch. I did myself, and Becky did herself. We were leaning against each other, and we had our hands down our pants. It was sexy beyond belief."
We let her comments hang in the air and silently sip more wine. All this talk does nothing to relieve my erection.
"So," Anne Marie picks up, "the question is what happens next. This morning I touched you, Becky, and enjoyed the feeling of your beautiful breasts and the softness of the patch between your legs."
As she speaks, Anne Marie traces Becky's breasts with one hand and plays with her nipples.
"Does this offend you?" she asks.
Becky has closed her eyes. She opens them and looks at Anne Marie.
"God, no, it feels so good."
Anne Marie bends down and kisses her softly on the lips.
"Ok, I propose a couple rules or, at least guidelines."
"First, Owen is my boyfriend. Becky if you want a boyfriend, get your own. Second, we may have group sex again if all of us are comfortable with that. Third, you two do not need my permission to be naked around each other, flirt, play a modified game of grab ass, or grab dick or tits, or whatever. But, you do not have my permission to trade oral sex without me knowing. I do not have to be there, but I do not want to be played a fool."
Anne Marie pauses and takes a long drink of her wine.
"Fourth, I am still thinking about if we should share fucking. Now, this all presumes that Becky is interested and willing. But, I know she likes you, thinks you're cute and, in all honesty, probably has a crush on you.
"Finally, will we ever do a real three-way? Time will tell, boys and girls, time will tell."
We refill our wine glasses and let silence surround us for a while. Anne Marie strokes my cock to keep me hard.
"By the way Becky if you want to get head I highly recommend Owen's talents, and that's within the guidelines. But, for now, no fucking. Becky, you may find that too frustrating, and I will understand if you do not want to continue to play by these rules. But, if you can handle it, I think we can have a lot of fun."
Again, silence. We all avoid looking at each other.
Finally, Becky speaks up. "I think I can handle all that. I don't have a boyfriend right now and have been seriously deprived in the orgasm receiving and giving areas. A vibrator can only do so much. So, I'm game. Especially, if I get to suck that beautiful cock again."
She smiles and bends over and takes me full in her mouth.
Anne Marie laughs and I groan, and we reach an accord.
Anne Marie then adds one more component of the deal.
"Becky, one last thing. I watched you give a world class blow job to Owen. Now, I want you to watch as I fuck his brains out. Think of it as an experiment to see if you are more voyeur or exhibitionist."
With that, Anne Marie kisses Becky. They hug each other, with their breasts pushing against each other. I watch as tongues slide back and forth. Anne Marie bends and takes Becky's left nipple in her lips, sucking the already excited bud. After treating the right nipple in the same way, Anne Marie kisses Becky deeply.
She then climbs on top of me, lowering her incredibly, tight, hot and wet sex on my dick and proceeds to fuck my brains out.
After that weekend, Becky starts staying over fairly regularly on Saturday nights. We would do errands, and have fun during the day, cook a great meal in the evening, then sleep either all three of us together, or just me and Anne Marie.
If Anne Marie is really horny, she asks Becky to join us in bed in the morning. Becky gets the hint and takes the guest room. Anne Marie screws me with great abandon. In the morning, Becky joins us for a long snuggle. I eventually get up and make breakfast. The girls hold each other and sleep while I work.
One morning, Becky joins us and we are soon all back to sleep. Later, Anne Marie says she feels like lox and bagels and gets up and dresses to head out to the market. Becky and I are spooning, my soft dick nestled into her warm ass. Becky reaches behind and takes my penis and rubs until I am hard. She lifts one leg and positions my erection between her thighs, with my head pushing against her lips. With a backward thrust from her, I quickly find myself rubbing hard against her sex.
We had never done this before, and although I want to consider all the ramifications, I also want to be inside her. I push my erection against her moist lips and slip a finger inside. Becky moans and we begin slow movements back and forth.
I know if I do not stop now, I cannot stop. I pull back and roll over. "We can't," is all I can manage. Becky nestles into the crook of my arm and murmurs her agreement, although she voices the desire we both have to fully explore each other.
I hear the back door open and Anne Marie calls out.
"Hey, Anne Marie," Becky yells. "Can I give Owen a good suck?"
"No, prob," shouts Anne Marie.
Becky bends over and takes me in her mouth.
She then jumps out of bed and runs to the kitchen. She returns in a flash with a mischievous grin. She informs me that Anne Marie is just fine with her giving me full morning head. She does and then we move out for breakfast.
It is early spring, and the rain keeps us indoors for the day. I light a fire and we camp out in the living room, tearing through the Sunday Globe and Sunday Times, scrounging for all sorts of snack food and dozing off. Around 4, as dusk was approaching, Anne Marie appears in our midst with her baggie and rolling papers. Soon we are sharing a quality joint and mellowing on the couch with a light blanket covering us. I am in the middle.
Anne Marie asks if I enjoyed the blow job this morning. I sigh and say definitely. She smile and says I don't have to make it sound that good. She then laughs and I know she is kidding.
She then asks if I have gone down on Becky. I tell her no. She asks me why not.
Sometimes Anne Marie can be intimidating and I wonder what really is on her mind. I tell her I don't really know how to bring it up.
"You think I would be jealous or angry?"
"Well, I thought you might be. I thought if I brought it up, you would think I wanted to do it."
"Well, don't you?"
After a pause and a long toke, I say "yes."
"Becky, do you want Owen to go down on you?"
Becky says this is the "weirdest fucking conversation" she's ever had.
"Stop evading the question. Do you want Owen, my boyfriend, to perform oral sex on you or not?"
"Well, if he weren't your boyfriend—then yes, definitely."
Anne Marie takes the joint from Becky and takes a deep hit, holding the smoke in for an eternity.
"So, because he is my boyfriend, you don't have the desire. Or, you have the desire, but hesitate because he is my boyfriend?"
Becky giggles from tension and the effects of the primo grade dope. "The latter, definitely the latter."
Anne Marie pulls me to her and kisses me hard on the lips. She explores my mouth with her tongue and kisses me all over my face. Returning to my lips, she softens her mouth and kisses me soulfully.
Looking me in the eyes, she smiles and says in her softest voice, "Please go down on Becky. Do it now and do it here. I want to watch."
Anne Marie stands and pulls me up. Facing me toward Becky, who remains seated on the couch, she undresses me. Dropping to her knees, she puts me in her mouth and quickly brings me to a full erection. She then turns, still on her knees and starts to unbutton Becky's shirt. Pulling it off her, she then lifts the cotton cami, exposing Becky's small breasts with the visibly aroused nipples. Anne Marie licks each one, then takes each breast in her mouth and suckles the tiny mounds.
Becky's head is now back, her eyes closed and her mouth slack.
Anne Marie then loosens the strings on Becky's sweatpants. Becky raises her hips and Anne Marie slips them and Becky's bikinis off. She kisses Becky's stomach, her navel, and finally rests her head in her friend's crotch. By the movement of Anne Marie's head and the reaction from Becky, I know her tongue is in action. Anne Marie then breaks off and reaches back for me. Pulling me down, she positions me between Becky's spread legs.



I begin at her knees, and slowly lick, kiss and nip my way to her crotch. Ignoring the spot that begs to be touched, I repeat my attentions on her other thigh. I kiss my way up to her breasts and for the first time taste them with my tongue.
Becky and I then kiss with open mouths.
Retracing my path down her body, I am now at the red, trimmed patch. Her clit is swollen and pushing against the hood visible through the silky strands. I turn to check in once more with Anne Marie only to see she has stripped and is masturbating with two fingers while watching Becky and me.
I begin licking her clit, then taking it in my mouth, teasing it with my tongue, pulling it with my teeth, and using my fingers to roll it back and forth. Becky moans, groans and keeps thrusting up to return my pressure. I slip my middle finger in and start searching for her G spot. I find it and rub back and forth while tonguing her clit. Soon Becky's legs tighten on my head, her fingers grab my hair to push my face harder into her soaking sex, and she lets out a growl that seems to come from the deepest part of her essence.
She comes in five long spasms and then relaxes so quickly, I think she's passed out. I look up to see Anne Marie's face approaching me. We kiss and soon her tongue removes all traces of the sweet juices that linger on my lips, chin and cheeks. She leans her head in and softly licks the remaining wetness from Becky's still swollen sex. I stare in wonder as Anne Marie's tongue disappears inside Becky. Becky groans and Anne Marie retracts it.
We somehow made it to bed and sleep for two hours. I wake to find Anne Marie and Becky holding each other. They look at me and Anne Marie announces that Becky wants to say something. Becky puts her hand on my face, stroking my cheek. "That was the best orgasm I've had in a long, long, long time. Thank you, thank you and thank you."
I lean up and kiss her softly, and reach past her face and kiss Anne Marie. "I kinda enjoyed it my self," I admit.
We wake again later with a serious case of the munchies. The women tell me to stay in bed and they scurry out to scrounge some food.
When they return and settle back in the bed, one on either side of me, we devour the M&M's, pretzels and marshmallow fluff.
With a spoon of fluff poised at her mouth, Anne Marie looks at Owen and Becky and declares.
"Now, let's start thinking about the dinner we are going to have for the entire house, with our naked waiter."
She and Becky squeal and high five each other. I wonder what I getting into, but knew whatever it is, it will be fun. Thinking of serving five beautiful women while being completely naked gets my imagination and libido moving ahead in high gear.
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Anne Marie, Becky and I plan the menu for the dinner where I will be a naked waiter for the five women. There will be five courses, soup, fish, meat, cheese, salad and then dessert. We are working through the logistics, when I speak up.
"I just don't see how I can do it. There's just too much food to serve and clear, and then prep the next course. We have to cut something out."
"Or, get some help," puts in Anne Marie.
"Right," I say, "who are we going to ask?"
Anne Marie thinks for a bit, then smiles.
"I might have a solution that will work."
Becky and I can get no more out of her.
The next two days are spent finalizing the menu, buying ingredients and supplies and cleaning the apartment. We are going to hold the dinner the Sunday night before the Patriot's Day holiday in Massachusetts. We can use the entire weekend preparing the meal, and no one will have to get up early the next morning.
Kathy, Linda and Rita insist on getting the wine, and Anne Marie makes a list of the types we will need. Linda also says she will bring pastries from a North End bakery.
On the day of the party, Becky and I are begging Anne Marie to let us know who will be the extra help.
Anne Marie just smiles and said that question will be answered soon enough. We have everything ready by 4PM. Anne Marie tells me to go take a shower.
I am finishing up when a breeze moves the shower curtain. The next second it is pulled back and a naked Becky stands in front of me.
She holds a razor and a can of shaving cream.
"Anne Marie says we should give the girls a real show and have a 'clean' waiter tonight."
She steps into the shower, pulls the curtain closed, drops to her knees and begins to lather my pubic hair. In a few moments, my already trimmed patch and balls are devoid of hair. Becky turns me around and trims the little bit of hair on my back and buttocks. Delicately, she cleans the space between my legs, careful not to nick my balls.
Twirling me around, she takes my dick into her mouth and moves her mouth up until her lips brush against my newly shaved pubis.
"Mmmm," she moans. Pulling away, she says, "Nice, no nose tickles. I think I am going to extra enjoy our little sessions from now on."
She stands up and shaves my chest smooth. She then lathers my face and shaves two day's growth off. Putting down the razor, she put her arms around me and kisses me.
"You are so fucking sexy, Owen."
"Might I say the same," I respond moving my hands over her butt.
"Out you go, I have to shower."
I step out and started drying. Slinging the towel over my shoulder I exit the bathroom.
Standing in front of me in the dining room are Anne Marie and another person. We lock eyes, then the other person's gaze travels down my body.
The surprise of seeing Trish, our favorite waitress from the pub we frequent, makes my prick move.
"Owen," says Anne Marie, "say hi to your partner tonight."
Trish smiles and shakes her head. "This is wicked better than the pictures. Owen you are wicked hung."
After my nude modeling adventure, the girls were sharing photos of my various poses at the pub when Trish saw them. She asked if she could have one and we were happy to oblige her with two that she chose.
They are now laughing and Anne Marie says, "Owen, the shaved look is fantastic. I can't wait for the girls to see it. It makes your dick look bigger, not that it looked small before."
"Wicked bigger," adds Trish.
"So, how's this going to work," I ask as I wrap the towel around my waist.
"Trish will help with the cooking and plate up everything in the kitchen. You will just serve and clear. When you bring dishes back she will take them and clean up. You concentrate on serving. It will work just fine."
I agree it sounds like a good plan.
"What is?" comes a voice from behind.
I turn to see a naked Becky coming out of the bath with her head down, toweling off her hair.
"Our kitchen helper," I answer.
"Huh?" says Becky as she looks up to see Trish staring at her.
"Geeze, I guess clothing is sorta optional around here," the blond blurts out.
Becky smiles slightly.
Anne Marie says, "As a matter of fact it is."
She pulls off the caftan she is wearing, does a pirouette and saunters to the bath.
"Holy shit," says Trish.
Becky excuses herself and disappears into her room to get ready.
I tell Trish I'll be right back after I get dressed.
She looks confused, "But I thought you were like going to be sorta naked."
I smile and ask her to start getting the wine glasses out to accompany the hors d'oeuvres we'll be serving in the living room.
A few minutes later I return wearing a pair of flip-flops and a silk striped tie that hangs down to my navel.
"See, I'm not over dressed after all," I say.
"Fuckin' a no," she replies.
I turn for her, flex my cheeks and face her again.
"Approve?"
"Gosh, Owen, you are like so fuckin' hot. I hope I don't jump your bones in the kitchen. Just kidding."
"Hey, no problem and thanks for the compliment.'
I help her set the wine glasses on the coffee table.
"So, how are things with you?"
"Well, pretty good. I dumped the wee willie wienie asshole and started back to school. I already had my associate's degree, and I figured I should finish my bachelor's. Just community college, but I might transfer to U Mass Boston next semester. And, I have your pictures right in my room. Gotta say, though, the original is lots better."
We both laugh. Together, we lay out the crudités, dip and selection of olives. I put two bottles of champagne in wine coolers and set them a table by the couch.
In the kitchen I stir the soup, while Trish sets out the bowls.
Bending over, I check the sole baking in the oven. It is nearly done, so I turn the oven to warm and cover the dish with tin foil. My plan is to serve the fish and pour white wine, while Trish goes downstairs to Rita and Linda's where the rack of lamb is baking. If I have worked out the timing correctly, she would bring it up and I will carve it while she rinses and places the fish plates in the dishwasher.
I am just finishing putting the foil on the fish, when Trish says, "Owen, if you keep bending over like that, I am going to go crazy. Do you know how good your butt looks now? I just want to grab it."
I push the oven rack back in and close the door. Straightening up, I turn to Trish.
"Sorry, but you'll just have to get used to me being nude. We are going to be working closely here, and I can't worry about what is showing and what isn't."
"A problem?" asks Anne Marie as she walks into the kitchen with a towel wrapped around her.
"Just trying to establish some boundaries," I say.
"Oh, I get it."
She motions for Trish to stand next to her.
"He does look yummy," Anne Marie says.
"Oh, yeah," answers Trish.
"Look, you will never get over this awkwardness unless we do something. Owen, come here, please."
I cross and stand in front of the two women.
"Turn around, dear."
I do. Anne Marie tells Trish to put her hands on my butt.
She shakes her head, but Anne Marie insists.
Trish reaches out her hands and cups my tight cheeks. She squeezes and runs her fingers up and down my back, commenting on my muscles.
Anne Marie nudges her close to me and guides her hands around my middle. Trish takes the hint and runs her hands up and down my front, and then, with Anne Marie guiding her fingers, lets one hand rest on my penis and the other cup my balls.
"Ok, that should do it. Anymore, and he'll be putting eyes out with that thing."
Trish laughs and releases me. The ice had been broken and we both get back to work.
We were taking one last look around the kitchen and nodding approval at the preparations, when the front doorbell rings.
Becky calls out she will get it. Anne Marie dashes to the bedroom to finish dressing.
"Owen, you are really hot. I love the feel of you being shaved. God, I never thought I'd have my hands on you."
Just then, Trish and I hear female voices and laughter from the living room. In a bit, we hear Anne Marie's voice joining in.
The kitchen door swings open and Becky peeks in.
"Time for champagne, Owen." She looks me up and down once more and runs her tongue along her lips, grinning wolfishly.
Trish rests her hand on my butt and gives me a push, "Showtime, big guy."
I go through the door and into a unique night of erotic delights.
The five women in the living room turn as I enter. Their chatter ceases immediately.
Kathy's mouth hangs open as she was in mid-sentence. Rita smiles approvingly and Linda just stares at the newly shaven area.
Finally, Anne Marie says, "Could we have some champagne, please?"
I nod and walk to the table. I knew they were checking my ass and flex for their benefit. Kathy actually groans and the other women break out laughing. Linda adds an "Amen" and that shatters the remaining ice.
I fill their glasses and they take seats on the couch and chairs. I pass the plate of hors d'oeuvres, and in so doing keep my sex at eye level.
I stand back by the table with the wine coolers as Anne Marie begins engaging the women in conversation. I study how each is dressed.
Rita wears a pair of fashion jeans that look like they were molded to her. On top, she has a pink cotton shirt, open to the waist, with a white low cut tee shirt underneath. I noticed that her breasts are much larger than I had thought. Most times she wore sweat shirts, but tonight her chest pushes against the shirt revealing the push of nipples and her cleavage pops out. Her hair is pulled back behind her ears, but otherwise hangs down to her shoulders. I notice she spent a lot of time on her make-up, and has accented her hazel eyes effectively.
Linda has tan slacks and a light blue knit top. It shows her breasts off nicely. Her blond hair is in a loose pony tail, and her blue eyes sparkle.
Kathy wears a long skirt with a long sleeve silk tee shirt and brocade vest. Her blond hair is brushed full and cascades in waves past her shoulders. Even with her glasses, her blue eyes are sharp and alert.
Anne Marie and Becky wear black slacks, and loose black tops. I imagine there is nothing underneath any of that clothing.
I refill the glasses, open the other bottle and excuse myself to the kitchen.
I come in and find myself covered in a light sheen of perspiration. Using a kitchen towel I wipe myself as best as I can.
Trish takes the towel and wipes my back, lingering a bit on my butt.
"I guess I got a little turned on," I confess.
Trish looks at my member, and says, "Not enough."
I drink some ice water and ask Trish if she would start ladling the soup.
I go back to the living room and ask the women to take their seats.
Back in the kitchen, the temperature had risen due to the steam from the soup, the heat from the oven and the energy we both were expending getting things ready.
I fill a tray with the bowls and enter the dining room. Setting the tray on the sideboard, I place a bowl of soup on plates in front of each of the women. I am close enough to each to inhale the various fragrances each is using and the aromas are intoxicating.
I serve Anne Marie last, and she places her hand on my naked hip, running her fingers up and down my thigh, and thanks me. The other women all see this second of intimacy.
Retrieving two baskets of warm French baguettes from the kitchen I place them on the table.
I pour the last of the champagne and stand to one side as the ladies enjoy the bisque Anne Marie has made.
"Ladies," asks Anne Marie, "what do you think of the new grooming style of our waiter?"
All five women turn to look at me, inspecting my shaved crotch.
Rita says it is "awesome", Linda agrees and Kathy blushes and says, "It's all new to me." The other girls giggle.
When they had finished, I clear and take away the empty bowls and plates.
Trish has tied a bandana around her head to catch the sweat. She has peeled off her sweater and is working in a thin white tee-shirt. Her small breasts and prominent nipples poke through the thin material. She sees me looking at them and smiles shyly.
"Not like Anne Marie's, right? God, does she have a bod to die for, or what. When she took off that caftan, I thought I was watching a freakin' movie star. Becky is cute, too, but her tits are more in my category."
"Trish, they look lovely. I cannot think about them, however, or I will never get back out that door." Already, I feel a stirring in my groin.
Trish had plated the sole and I was dribbling a light sauce over the lightly stuffed fish. Taking two plates at a time, I serve the women and then return with a bottle of a dry white Bordeaux. As I pour, Becky runs her hand up my back and gently pats my butt.
I feel more blood rushing to my groin, but concentrate on pouring the wine for the others.
Taking her cue from Becky, Rita also runs her hand over my butt. Letting it linger for a moment, feeling the muscles.
When everyone is served, I stand by as they talk and eat. They are all praising the food. Then Kathy says, "And the service."
The five women turn to me and raise their glasses. "And the service," they say in unison.
I bow and then go around topping off the glasses. As the last lady finishes, I begin to clear the plates and forks, making one stack to carry back.
I push the door open to find Trish standing at the sink stretching her tee shirt out in front of her and running water on it. Sensing me she looks up.
"I spilled the fuckin' grease from the rack of lamb and damn near burned myself. I am trying to get the grease out so it doesn't make my stomach all icky."
"Forget it, it will be a mess and will need to be washed. I'll get you a clean shirt."
I slip out of the kitchen and duck into our bedroom. I grab one of Becky's white tee shirts that was on the bed and return to the kitchen.
I offer it to Trish. She smiles and strips off her wet and stained shirt. Naked from the waist up, she holds out her hand for the shirt.
Her breasts are tiny, smaller than Becky's, and are milky white and topped with dark nipples and hardly any visible areolas. Her nipples point out to the side and are erect. Her right nipple is pierced by a small silver bar.
My member starts to swell, rapidly.
"Shit," I say. I open the fridge and pull out a large bowl of water with fragments of ice floating in it. "Christ, I hate this part."
Holding it in front of me, I dip my balls and semi-erect penis into the chilled water. I grimace and fight the urge to cry out. In a few seconds the trick works, and I pull out.
My penis is back to normal, or even less. My balls are shriveled, but I have avoided an erection.
Placing the bowl back in the fridge, I tell Trish, "Don't drink that water."
She giggles and pulls on the new tee-shirt. It doesn't do much to hide her erect nipples. I wrap an apron around my middle and immediately go to work carving the rack. When I separate the meat, I ask Trish to begin plating it along with the small white boiled potatoes and steamed broccoli.
Stripping off the apron, I return to the dining room and remove the white wine glasses. I had opened some cabernet earlier and start filling the red glasses.
Standing between Rita and Linda, I feel each girl put a hand on my thigh and run it up the inside, stopping a breath away from my balls. Each then cups a cheek and squeezes. I tighten for them and they giggle.
"Jesus, Anne Marie, how can you keep your hands off this ass?" asks Rita.
"I don't try to," replies Anne Marie.
They all laugh. Rita then trails one finger down my crack and lets it slide underneath and lightly touch my balls. Linda sees her and Rita responds by motioning with her head to do the same. Slowly, Linda runs her hand up my thigh and fondles my other nut.
Anne Marie says, "It's too early for dessert girls."
Rita and Linda blush and remove their hands. I guess that all the wine is certainly having an effect.
I rush back to the kitchen and Trish starts handing me the plates, which look terrific.
I nod my approval, kiss her on the cheek in gratitude and return to serve the ladies. When they all have plates in front of them, I gather the bread baskets and go back for refills. Trish is leaning against the counter, holding a glass of ice water to her temples.
"You're doing great," I say. I have to reach behind her to get the bread. Our bodies touch, and I slide my arm around her waist.
"Really, you are great. And, you look so sexy in that shirt. Actually, you looked even better without it."
We kiss lightly and then, I open the tin foil package to put more warm bread in the basket.
I serve the bread and the ladies are enjoying the meat and having a lively conversation.
I take the bottle of red and fill Anne Marie's glass. Kathy wants more, and instead of waiting for me to pour, she reaches her glass toward where I stand. As I turn, my penis rubs against the back of her hand and comes to rest on her forearm.
The conversation screeches to a halt as they all notice the situation.
"Wine or something else?" I ask.
Kathy is staring at my penis as it lies on her silk sleeve.
Anne Marie reaches over and picks up my member and lets it drop.
Breaking the silence, Kathy says, "God, yes, more wine. And, I am never washing this shirt again."
The women howl, I pour and the night moves on.
I am allowed a rest after clearing the meat plates, and removing the extra silverware and bread baskets. I tell the ladies that the next course will be served in a while and they should just relax at the table and enjoy their wine. I brush up the crumbs and retreat to the kitchen. Trish has made up the cheese tray and added some fruit. I say I need fresh air.
Agreeing with me, we step out the back door, cross the small hallway and open the door to the outdoor porch.
Standing naked in the April night, I feel the chilled air spill over my body. There is a three quarter moon and the landing is softly illuminated. Trish pulls the bandana from her head and wipes her face.
"God, I am freaking burning up." With that she pulls her tee-shirt over her head and drapes it over the railing. She then wipes her breasts and chest with the bandana. I dry her back with the towel I brought out with me. Trish leans back into me and I slip my arms around her waist. She takes my hands and moves them to her breasts.
They are soft but firm and the nipples stiffen and harden under my fingers. I let my fingers play with the bar in her right nipple. My reaction is immediate and my erection presses against her small butt packed tightly in her jeans. She reaches behind and grabs my erection.
I whisper in her ear that I don't want to be like one of those assholes at the bar who are always hitting on her.
She squeezes my erection and whispers back that I am not and she is enjoying the contact.
I kiss her neck and massage her breasts. She slowly rubs me up and down. She turns, embraces me, and we kiss.
"I so want to fuck you right now," she whispers into my ear.
"Yes, I know, but we can't," I say weakly as she grinds her crotch against mine.
She kisses me again then stands back.
Guiding my face to her breasts, she moans as I take each little bud into my mouth, teasing then biting gently.
"Lord, I so, so, so want to fuck you," she repeats.
"Trish, I am turned on, as you can tell, but we have to stop. This is not the time, place nor circumstance to go further. But, believe me, you are beautiful and the way you look in this moonlight is driving me crazy. But, I have to get back in, try to get rid of his hard-on, and get through the rest of dinner."
She kisses me, rubs my erection one last time, then turns, pulls on her shirt and goes inside.



I catch my breath and turn to go back in.
In the hallway I meet Trish carrying the chilled bowl of water.
After another two minutes of torture, I reenter the kitchen and wink at Trish. She winks back, tales the bowl and I pick up the tray with the cheese and serving plates and go back in.
I finish the last of the red wine topping off the glasses. The ladies say they can't handle another bottle right now, and ask if it would be rude if they skip the salad. They admit to being stuffed and want to leave some room for dessert.
I agree and suggest they go into the living room to relax and I will bring coffee before they have dessert.
I clear the table and go back to find Trish finishing making a pot of coffee. She pours it into a carafe and puts cream and sugar on a tray, next to cups and saucers.
I bring the tray to the living room and serve the coffee. The women are relaxing in the candlelit room, and I notice they all have unsnapped their pants or loosened a skirt.
I stand silently, letting them look at me. The wine has also loosened everyone's tongue.
Rita says, "See, Linda, it's uncircumcised. That skin pulls back when he's excited and it looks like a regular cock then."
Linda punches her roommate's arm, "I knew that."
"Like hell you did," retorts Rita. "You thought he had an accident or something."
"God, Rita, you are such a bitch.'
Anne Marie interjects. "Look, we all learn things new all the time. Linda, it's Ok if you had only seen circumcised men before. There's no shame in that. Now, you've seen a man who is different from what you've known. God knows, I was freaked by the first one I saw."
"Really," asks Linda.
"Really, dear," Anne Marie assures her. "So, how about a little show and tell?"
She motions for me to come to her. Linda is sitting next to Anne Marie on the couch. Anne Marie reaches out and rubs the newly shaven area.
"Do you like this look, Linda?"
"It's very different, but sexy different."
"Feel how smooth it is," says Anne Marie.
Linda hesitates, and Anne Marie takes her hand and places it on my pubis. Linda lets her fingers move back and forth. Anne Marie then repositions her hand onto my sack.
"God, this is smooth, too." Linda gingerly feels each testicle.
"Now, watch, dear," says Anne Marie.
She pulls back my foreskin, revealing the head beneath.
"Does that look more familiar?" she asks.
Linda can only nod. Anne Marie points the tip of my dick toward Linda. Hesitatingly, Linda puts her small fingers on my shaft and with the other hand slides back the foreskin. She repeats this motion, smiling broadly.
She finally removes her hands and sits back, making a movement of fanning herself.
The other women laugh.
Anne Marie asks me to serve dessert.
Linda says she will help, since she brought the canolis.
Anne Marie says, "Are you sure?"
"Of course, why not?"
"Well, our waitstaff is naked, so if you help, you'll have to be nude, too."
Linda's mouth drops open. She stays that way for a few moments, then says, "I guess Owen can handle it himself."
"Pity," said Anne Marie.
I return to the kitchen. Trish had plated the canolis and is whipping up a fresh batch of cream for the topping.
I take a long drink of ice water and comment I am getting a little worried.
"Why," asks Trish as she concentrates on bringing the cream to the right consistency.
I explain how Anne Marie was showing me to Linda and how Linda was touching me, and I am as limp as a soft noodle. Trish looks over her shoulder to confirm my assertion.
"So, what's the big deal," she asks. "I mean before you were plunging it in ice water to get rid of a boner."
"Yeah, well, the deal is for dessert I'm supposed to serve them with an erection. Sort of a special treat. Then, they can do whatever."
"Whatever," asks Trish?
"Yeah, like put whipped cream on it and clean it off. Stuff like that."
"Great, and here I am a fuckin' scullery maid and just get to make the fuckin' whipped cream."
They both smile, then Trish gets a wicked grin.
"Unless..."
"Unless what?" I ask.
"Unless, I test drive the whipped cream and get you ready for the big show at the same time."
I raise an eyebrow, but say nothing.
Trish crosses to the swinging door that leads to the dining room. She kneels before it, blocking it with her feet.
"No sense taking chances we'll be interrupted."
She peels off her tee shirt, once again exposing her tiny, but erotic, breasts and hard nipples. She motions me to her.
Taking a ladle of whipped cream, she spreads it on my flaccid penis. Then, bending in, she slowly licks it off and finishes by taking the whole of me in her mouth. She moves her mouth, using her tongue on my tip, and soon begins to see the result of her effort.
My erection grows and she draws back. Holding it by the base, she licks it up and down and then caresses my balls with her tongue. She stands and pulls me to her. My erection pushes against her jeans, while her naked breasts are crushed against my chest. Her hands cup my butt and pull me even tighter. She kisses me hard and shoves her tongue deep in my mouth.
Moving away she gazes down at the hard object that now curves back up and toward my clean shaven stomach.
"I think you are ready for your close-up, baby. But, before you go..."
Trish takes the spoon and places a dollop of the whipped cream on each of her small breasts. I look down smile, and joyfully clean each delicate nub.
I pick up the tray of canolis and push through the door.
The women are all back at the table and there's a gasp as I enter the room.
I stand by each woman as she reaches a plate from the tray and places it in front of her.
I finish by serving Anne Marie, who after looking at each woman seated around the table, places a kiss on the tip of my penis, followed by a chorus of "oohs".
I back away and disappear into the kitchen. Trish is still topless and had again dabbed each breast with whipped cream. I cross and licked the delicious tits clean. I pick up the bowl and head back.
I stop at Rita first, holding the bowl just above the tip of my erection. She takes a spoonful and drops it on her canoli.
"Is that all?" asks Anne Marie.
Rita looks at Anne Marie, searching for some sign that she can go further, when Anne Marie gives a slight nod.
Rita takes another spoonful and places it on the tip of my erection. She then opens her mouth and covers the tip, pushing her tongue into the little hole. I close my eyes and Rita swallows half of my engorged member into her mouth. Slowly, she pulls off and kisses the tip gently. She then sucks as much of me as she can in her mouth, and moves up and down slowly. Anne Marie clears her throat and Rita slowly releases me.
I pull the top of her t-shirt out and look down at her full breasts and dark nipples that now extend a half inch. She looks at me and smiles, and plants one more kiss on my erection.
Silently, I move to Linda. I read the indecision and hesitation in her eyes. I wondered if she has ever kissed a man there before. I bend over and kiss her lightly on the lips, then put my mouth to her ear and whisper, "Touch me, please."
As straighten, I can see the relief in her eyes. She reaches out and trails her fingers up and down the shaft, and then circles her hand around and moves it up and down. I move in unison with her.
Linda releases me and puckers for another kiss. I bend and she moves against my mouth, and thrusts her tongue deep inside. I tease her tongue with mine and then move it in her mouth. I break and then lightly kiss her lips. She responds and lightly kisses the tip of my erection. She takes a spoonful of cream, smears it on my tip and then licks it off. With a smile, she says, "Now, I understand the way an uncircumcised one works."
I next move to the head of the table where Anne Marie sits. She covers my penis with the cream and begins a deep throat movement. The other women are transfixed on her action.
I look up to see the kitchen door pulled back. I know the others are not looking in that direction. There stands Trish, her tee shirt off and her pants and panties down at her knees. I clearly see her light blond bush trimmed to a pencil thin strip. She has a tiny ring at the top of her vulva. With one hand she pulls her clit free from its hood, and the other rubs the tiny bud. With Anne Marie's enthusiastic sucking and the sight of the beautiful woman masturbating, I almost lost it. I place a hand on Anne Marie's head, and gently push her back.
Anne Marie understands that I am getting too close for comfort and eases off my rock hard and throbbing erection. She discreetly dries me with her napkin, removing her saliva.
I now stand next to Kathy. She has removed her glasses and looks up at me with deep blue moon eyes. Letting her hand move up and down my deeply muscled thigh, she gives a little shake. She tentatively places a hand on my erection and leans in to kiss my thigh, next to my organ, but never letting her lips touch it.
Allowing herself a few tentative strokes of my erection, she breaks contact. I place the bowl on the table and kneel next to her. As I do so, I notice the kitchen door is closed.
I put my face even with Kathy, and lean in for a kiss. Her lips are soft and full, her breath sweet and mixed with all the flavors of the evening. She kisses me back with tenderness. I let my hand slip under her brocaded vest and rest on the outline of her left breast. The silk is delicate and I can feel the naked skin underneath. I outline her areola with my finger, able to detect not only the erect nipple, but also the tiny bumps covering the areola. As I do so, I feel a rush of breath from Kathy flow into my mouth. I dart my tongue inside. She makes no move to push hers into mine. I kiss her once more, then stand. She again lightly strokes my erection. Kissing the tips of her fingers, she then presses them against my tip. Then, looking to Anne Marie for encouragement and receiving a warm smile, Kathy gently kisses the tip of my erection, while her hand encircles it. She gives it several more tiny kisses and lets her hand travel to my balls. Breaking free, she looks up with moon eyes. I bend and again kiss her lips, this time being surprised by her tongue searching my mouth. She moves her head back and I straighten up.
I move finally to Becky. She seems to sense that I am at my limit, and quickly puts a dollop of cream on my tip and just as quickly licks it off.
I put the rest of the whipped cream on the table and stand at the foot, opposite Anne Marie, with Linda and Rita on my right, and Becky and Kathy on my left.
Looking at Anne Marie, I ask, "Is there anything else tonight, Madam?"
"No, not now. But, thank you."
With that the five women begin applauding and rising. They lift their wine glasses in a salute.
I bow and turn and bow again. This brings a cheer from the women. I straighten and walk into the kitchen.
The women are still clapping as the door swings behind me. Trish, fully dressed, is clapping softly.
She hugs me, saying softly, "Thank you."
Holding her tight, I say, "For what?"
"For a night of fun and eroticism. God, I can't believe I stood like that, rubbing one off. I have never, ever, done anything like that. I am still turned on, but also extremely embarrassed."
I stroke her back softly. "Trish, this was an erotic night. It was supposed to be like this. I think it is terrific that you were able to get into it as you did. I have to say I just about lost it looking at you standing there naked, touching yourself that way. That is an image I will never forget. And, I thing that little ring on your pussy is fantastic."
Trish breaks away to look me in the eye. "For real?"
"For real. You are an incredibly sexy woman. Now, I have to let go, because I don't want to come all over your jeans."
"I could let you come somewhere else," Trish offers.
"I would enjoy that, but that's not how Anne Marie and I act."
Trish steps back. Her face falls and a tear starts at the corner of her eye.
"Shit, now you think I am some kind of fuckin' slut. God, why do I ever let myself imagine I am nothing but a pathetic idiot."
I grab her strongly by the shoulders.
"Trish, I don't think you're a slut. I'm the one with the hard-on who is on the verge of coming. I think you are a bright, pretty, sexy and decent person. Given any other set of circumstances, I would pursue you and hope against hope, you would agree to make love to me. But, that is not going to happen. Not because of you, but because of what Anne Marie and I have together. We share, but only to a limit, and only if the other can agree to it. We both think you are wonderful. So, please stop thinking of yourself as pathetic. You are anything but that."
Trish looks long into my eyes searching for anything that would indicate I am putting her on. Seeing no hint of untruth, she snuggles back into my arms.
"Anne Marie thinks of me that way, too?"
I nod.
"God, I think of her as some goddess. She is everything I want to be. Gorgeous, smart, successful, cool, well-dressed, talks like the most sophisticated person in the world. I feel like an ignorant peasant next to her."
I massage her back some more, fighting the temptation to move my hands to the fabulous butt I had admired all night in her tight jeans.
"Trish, Anne Marie wasn't born that way, well not exactly. She was born into a really neat family that was super cool. But, a lot of what you admire required a lot of work on her part. The fact that it seems so effortless just means she has been able to pull it all together. You know, she said she'd like to be your friend and help you explore more of your potential."
"No fuckin' way!"
"Yes, it's true." I think the first thing Anne Marie would do would be to expand Trish's vocabulary so that "fuckin" was not the only adjectival choice she had.
Trish leans up with a kiss. "You guys are the neatest fuckin' couple I've ever met."
I smile and think, "Diamond in the fuckin' rough."
I slip off the silk tie, and retrieve a pair of jeans I had sequestered in the kitchen. I add a tee shirt and Trish and I begin cleaning up. We could hear the women's voices from the living room, and then the sound of the door closing.
In a minute Anne Marie and Becky burst through the door. They both are beaming.
"Bravo!" shouts Anne Marie, rushing to embrace me.
"Magnifique!" adds Becky, and joins in the embrace.
"Fuckin' A," shouts Trish. We all look up and then, laughing, open our arms to welcome her in.
Anne Marie and Becky excuse themselves to go change. Returning in a few minutes in sweat pants and long-sleeved tees, they all pitched in to put the remains of the meal to rest.
An hour later, we are relaxing in front of the fire, sipping cordials. Trish stretches and says she should get going.
Anne Marie replies she should stay over since it was so late. She can have the guest bedroom.
"But, where will Becky sleep?"
Trish notices the look the three of us share and says, "Oh, I get it."
She protests a little, but it was obvious she is as exhausted as we are. Finally, she relents.
Anne Marie places some clean towels and guest toiletries in the spare room. She tells Trish she has first crack at the bathroom.
When Trish emerges dressed in one of my long tee shirts, Anne Marie is pulling the covers back on the bed. Trish thanks her for her kindness. Anne Marie hugs her and says she is grateful for everything she did.
Trish stiffens, thinking about her sexual advances with me.
Anne Marie senses the tension and then says softly.
"Trish, honey, when you were in the bathroom, Owen told us everything. It's fine. I am happy that you were able to help him, though God knows he usually does not have any problems getting it up. But, anyway, we all really like you. Do not feel bad in any way. Please, try to feel like one of the family."
"A fuckin' weird family," offers Trish.
Anne Marie inwardly grimaces and acknowledges that I was right about working on Trish's vocabulary. She kisses Trish on the cheek, and replies, "Let's just say exotically different."
"If that means fuckin' sexy, then I say right on."
Anne Marie thinks, "Yes, a bit of work ahead, but the results will be spectacular."
Anne Marie says goodnight, and closes the door as she leaves.
I am standing naked in front of the full length mirror as Anne Marie enters our room. We can hear water running in the bathroom and know that Becky is getting ready for bed.
"Sweetheart, you were awesome," says Anne Marie as she winds her hands around my waist. "This was better than I ever anticipated."
"Don't think the dessert part was a little over the top?"
Anne Marie slips her hands on my limp penis, while watching us in the mirror.
"No. The girls loved it. I think Rita may have a bit of sober regret in the morning, but we can assuage any guilt."
I recall the sensation of the young woman's mouth on my erection and begin to swell under Anne Marie's fingers.
"How about Kathy? She seemed a bit unsettled."
Anne Marie considers that.
"I think Kathy has a bag of sexual hang-ups. I don't know what they are, but they are holding her back. By her own admission, she has not had any sexual relations for a long time. She is beautiful, no, let's make that gorgeous. She is smart and a truly warm and caring person. So, why has she not had any dates? It can't be that men don't find her attractive. So, there is something deeper there. I sense she is ready to talk about it. I won't push, but I think I will spend a little one on one time with her."
Pausing to softly bite my shoulder, while continuing to fondle me, Anne Marie asks.
"What did her breast feel like?"
I smile at the memory.
"It was large, maybe even a little larger than yours. Soft, but not sagging. I felt her nipple get stiff, so I know she enjoyed my touch. I also felt a lot of little bumps on her areola. That was erotic."
I am now erect.
"You must be so horny?"
I nod.
"Now, that is an image."
We turn our heads to see Becky standing at the door. She is staring at the two of us reflected in the mirror. Becky is perfectly nude.
"Darling, come here and take my place, as I attend to my nighttime ritual."
"Can we get in bed?" asks Owen. "My feet are killing me."
"Absolutely, but do not let him come. I have plans."
Anne Marie releases me, kisses Becky lightly on the lips while her hand caresses her tight and naked buttocks and exits the room.
Becky and I fall on the bed, after stripping the covers. We lay face to face.
Becky kisses me. I respond and we make out without touching each other's bodies.
In a while, Anne Marie enters, wearing a loose robe. She drops it and crawls in behind Becky. Since Becky started sleeping with us, Anne Marie and I dumped our old queen and purchased a king-sized bed.
Anne Marie molds her body to the back of her friend, kissing the nape of her neck.
"Hey, kids, I've got an idea!" says Anne Marie with a voice mocking the old movies where the teens decide to put on a show.
"What's that?" we reply in unison.
"Tonight, let's all fuck each other."
We both stare at Anne Marie.
"What?"
"Yep, let's have a real fuck-fest. We haven't done that yet, and I think it's time."
Becky looks at her friend. "Anne Marie, are you sure?"
"Becky, do you want to screw Owen?"
Without hesitation, Becky responds, "Yes, and more and more each day."
"Owen, do you want to screw Becky?"
I nod.
"Ok, I now pronounce you screwer and screwee."
"What about you?" I ask.
"Me? Well, I get to watch, and then I get to fuck both of you."
Anne Marie produces a condom and hands it to Becky.
"Please do the honors, my darling."



Becky uses her teeth to tear it open, and then slips on my solid organ.
We begin to kiss and I move down her body and tongue her. She pulls me up and grunts, "Inside, please, inside now."
I slip her legs over my shoulders and enter her. Becky cries out with pleasure. Slowly, then faster, I drive deep in her. Anne Marie lay watching us, occasionally reaching out to stroke my back or fondle Becky's breasts.
As Becky's breaths become shorter, I stroke longer and deeper. I sense her climax building and slow a bit. She eases her legs off my shoulders and wraps them around my waist, grabs my butt, digs her fingernails into the taut flesh, and pulls me hard to her groin.
I give one long last thrust and began a series of soft grunts as my climax peaks. Becky pushes her hips off the bed taking every inch of me and cries out in a series of high pitched shrieks. A few more thrusts from each of us, and we collapse, with me resting on top of her.
After a minute I roll off. Anne Marie reaches down and strips the condom from my soft penis, knots it and tosses it into the basket by the bed. She uses her tongue and mouth to clean me.
"I bet that was building up all night," says Anne Marie as she runs her hands up and down my front.
"Oh, yeah. I thought I might lose it a couple times, especially when you were giving me head."
"And, when you were watching Trish play with herself."
"You saw her?"
Anne Marie nodded.
"Well, that, too."
"Owen I want you, but I think you need a little time to recover. In the meantime, relax and watch."
Anne Marie moves on top of Becky. The two women look deeply into each other's eyes.
"Are you ready for this?" asks Anne Marie.
"More than you will ever know," replies Becky.
They begin kissing, softly at first, then with an obvious passion. Becky's hands cup Anne Marie's butt and pull her hard against her own sex.
After more kissing, Anne Marie begins moving down Becky's long body. She spends a long time on each of her friends' breasts, bringing the nipples to a red and elongated state.
Pausing for a moment at her navel, she then moves her lips to the red bush between Becky's legs. Using just her tongue, she explores every inch. Becky watches as Anne Marie's tongue flicks here and there, but eventually throws her head back, eyes closed tight, and licks her lips through a parted mouth.
Anne Marie slips a finger inside and evidently, by Becky's reaction, finds the hidden spot. With fingers, tongue, lips and teeth, Anne Marie brings Becky up a steep wall only to have her drop to the abyss on the other side, accompanied by a wild scream.
Anne Marie rolls off, falling in between me and Becky.
Anne Marie fondles the other woman's breasts, but Becky nudges her hand aside.
"No mas!" she says almost inaudibly.
Anne Marie and I laughed gently.
"Ok, then you can watch, because I need release," says Anne Marie.
I reach for another condom.
Anne Marie shakes her head. It is rare for her to refuse one.
"Owen, I want it all tonight."
I am already erect after having watched the love of my life make love to another woman.
Anne Marie straddles me and lowers her already damp sex onto my face. I lick and probe until the juices run down my cheeks, soaking the sheet beneath us.
Anne Marie then slides back down, raises up and slowly takes my long member inside. She loves the dominant position and soon begins moving with a pace that suits her desire.
I reach for her breasts, both to enjoy the sensation of touch, and to prevent them from bobbing too much. I know that Anne Marie experiences pain if I do not hold them.
I feel Becky's hand on top of mine and, I pull away and she holds Anne Marie's right breast, while I support her left.
Anne Marie is making long deep noises that seem to come from the depths of her. She accelerates her pace, and then leans back and cries out.
Becky could see my stomach muscles tighten. She slips a hand on my balls and feels them contracting.
Anne Marie moves up and my penis pops out. Becky immediately moves her mouth over it and catches the last ejaculation, enjoying the taste of it and Anne Marie.
Anne Marie is now laying on her back, her legs aside my torso. Becky moves her face to the exposed sex of the woman. Plunging her tongue in her, she relishes the remnants of the sex that just occurred. Anne Marie moves off me and positions herself so Becky has full access to her sex.
Although inexperienced in making love to a woman, Becky is passionate about bringing Anne Marie along. I think that Anne Marie is too wasted to respond, but soon I see her pulling her own nipples.
Becky works her mouth and tongue, finding the clit and enticing it.
Anne Marie moves her hands from her breasts to the back of Becky's head and guides her and pushes her. Soon, Anne Marie screams in ecstasy, and encircles her legs around Becky's head as a series of spasms rock her body.
In a few minutes, all three of us are snuggled under the covers and breathing deeply in a delicious sleep.
The next morning I hear a light tapping at the door. As Anne Marie and Becky stir I call out, "Come in."
Trish sticks her head in and asks, "Is it safe?"
Becky asks drowsily, "Safe?"
"Yeah, from the sounds I heard coming from here last night, I thought there might be a pack of wild animals loose in the room."
Anne Marie smiles and says, "Well, there were wild sounds, but the animals are tame right now. Join us?"
Anne Marie shifts toward the edge of the large bed and Becky and I scoot to make room for one more. Anne Marie flips the covers back exposing three naked bodies.
Trish looks at them, but seems most intent on Anne Marie's wondrous figure.
"I guess I should," Trish gestures to her tee shirt.
"Only, if you are comfortable with that," says Anne Marie.
Trish smiles and whips the shirt off, exposing her tiny tits with the pierced nipple.
She bends and drops her pink thong, revealing the thin blond strip with the piercing.
She starts to climb in, but Anne Marie crawls over Becky and me to stop her.
"May I?" she asks as she reaches toward the tiny ring.
Trish nods.
Anne Marie lifts the ring. She sees that it pierces the upper lip of Trish's vulva, positioned over the hood hiding the clit the little silver ball dangling on the ring bounces against the clit. Anne Marie gently tugs on it and the flesh parts, exposing the top of the clit.
"Interesting. Any other surprises?" asks Anne Marie.
Trish grins and turns around. I moan as I gaze on the small, tight butt that I had admired many times in the jeans that Trish always wore. On the area just above the butt, in the small of her back, Trish has an intricate tattoo that covers the area from one side to the other. There were entwined curlicues and swirls in mostly a henna color, but with a splash of bright blue and one dot of yellow mixed in.
Anne Marie traces the design with her fingers and lets them run down the girl's firm buttocks.
Anne Marie nestles down next to Becky and Trish lies next to her. Anne Marie plays with the silver bar in her nipple.
"Which hurt more? This one or the one in your vulva?"
"The one in my pussy, but only for a moment. They put some ice on my tit. It got the nipple big and sort of numbed it. Then the guy pushed this needle through it. He pulled it out and immediately slid in the bar and put the cap on the end. It bled a bit, but actually it was over before I even knew it."
Anne Marie continues to play with it and her breast, and Trish's nipples grow with the attention.
"The one in my pussy was wicked hard. There was no way they could really numb it. So, and this is weird, having a guy with his face like an inch from my pussy and pulling it apart. God, I felt so fuckin' exposed. My best friend, Alan, was with me. You know, Alan, the bartender. Like he's totally gay, so it was no big deal for him to see my pussy. Actually, he shaved me—totally bald like Owen—before I had it done. I just let this little strip grow back. But, anyway, Alan is holding my hand and this big, fuckin' tattoo dude is pulling my pussy apart. He then says take a deep breath, and pushes a needle right through. I thought I was going to fuckin' faint. I think I peed right on his hand, but he kept working. He pulled the needle out, put on the ring and then wiped me with this anti-infection shit. My pussy was all orange. All this time I'm squeezing Alan's hand, I like almost broke his fingers, but he never said a word.
"When the guy was done, he held up a mirror and showed me. I never saw my pussy from that angle and it looked weird. It was bald, orange and had a piece of metal in it. Anyway, the pain went away pretty soon, and I've never taken it out again."
As she was talking, Anne Marie moved her hand back down to the tiny ring. "How does it feel during sex?"
"Well, I've only had sex with Eddie since I had it done. You know the fat, wee willie wieny guy. And, it didn't feel any different."
"Not even during oral," asks Anne Marie.
"Shit. You think Eddie would go down on me? No fuckin' way. Of course, I had to blow him like every fuckin' day, and never once did he even go near there with his fuckin' mouth. So, I can't say if it would feel different during oral, but I'd sure like to try."
We all laugh.
Anne Marie still continues to play with the ring, and I notice some moisture seeping out of Trish's labia.
"Does this ball rub against your clit," asks Anne Marie, softly touching the hooded point.
Trish's hips rotate under her touch. "Sometimes, if my panties are tight, it rubs and I get a little buzz."
Anne Marie runs her finger around her slit and asks, "How about when you walk around nude. Does it bounce against your clit?"
Trish's legs have now parted and the wetness has turned to seeping steadily.
"I never walk around nude," she says with a husky voice. "With Eddie, I never felt like it. Now that I live alone, I rarely go nude, except in the shower."
Anne Marie finally removed her hand and Trish let some tension out of her body.
"Sweetie, you should hang around with us," purred Anne Marie, "we go nude all the time. It leads to all sorts of interesting opportunities."
Trish smiles, with her eyes still closed, and says, "That would be so fuckin' cool being with you guys and being nude.
Anne Marie pulls the covers up. I snuggle Becky, and Anne Marie enfolds Trish in her arms. The young woman rests her head on Anne Marie's breast and soon all four of us are sound asleep.
We wake around noon to the phone ringing. Anne Marie reaches it without disturbing Trish.
Answering, she smiles broadly and mouths to us that it's Kathy.
Trish asks softly which one was Kathy. I tell her the blond with the glasses.
"She's fuckin' beautiful," replies Trish.
From the end of the conversation we can hear, we make out that Kathy was thanking us for a great party.
Anne Marie takes the phone from her ear and hands it to me. "She wants to speak with you."
I take the cordless receiver and get out of bed. The three women looked at my nakedness and gave a communal sigh.
Trish says softly, "He has a fabulous cock."
"Yes, he does, dear, yes, he does," affirms Anne Marie.
"Amen," chimes in Becky.
I walk out into the hallway to speak with Kathy.
"Well, I enjoyed it, too. I hope I was not too forward, I mean, touching you as I did."
"Well, I was surprised," says Kathy, " but, no, I am not upset. I never had experienced anything like last night, Owen. I mean I am not a virgin, but all my sexual experiences—as rare as they are—have been one on one, and in the dark. So, having a man touch me like that in front of other people, was an amazing experience. Not to mention, that the same man was totally naked with an erection, yes, that was quite an adventure. But, Owen, I did like your touch. It was very gentle."
"I liked touching your breast. It felt so womanly and so sexy."
"God, I am the farthest thing from sexy."
"I don't think so."
As I was speaking, Anne Marie comes out and stands next to me. She places her ear by the phone to listen.
"Kathy, Anne Marie is next to me. Is it all right if she listens?"
More silence, then softly, "Sure, what the heck, Anne Marie, Owen I am blown away by what you two appear to have. I don't know if I desire what you have, but I know I am tired of being so removed from life"
Anne Marie takes the phone from me. "Kathy, I'm coming down. Give me a minute to pull some clothes on. You and I are going to have a long chat."
She clicks off and turns to me.
"She needs help, dear."
I nod and kiss her. "And, you are the perfect person to do so."
Anne Marie smiles, appreciating the support. "I don't know about that, but I love how you think I can do anything."
"That's because you can do anything."
Anne Marie heads to the bathroom, pulling the door closed behind her.
I lope back into the bedroom and plop back down in between the two women.
Anne Marie comes in, drops her towel and brushes her wet hair. She pulls on a black thong, designer jeans, a thin black bra and grey turtleneck of soft cotton. She brushes her hair again, puts on a dab of make-up, some lipstick, eye shadow and soon is ready to meet the world.
The three of us look in awe as Anne Marie simply, but decidedly, changes from a naked nymph reeking of sex to a totally put together woman who is in control of her world.
She faces us snuggled naked under the covers.
"Now, what have you three cats got in mind?"
She is greeted by three shrugs.
"Well, how about not screwing each other?"
"No problem," I say.
"Well, it might be a problem," interjected Becky, "but Ok."
"Hey, don't look at me," pleads Trish. "I haven't fucked anyone. Not, yet, anyway."
"I'll do my best," I say, "but it may be difficult since I have two hands on my dick."
Anne Marie lifts the covers and sees both Becky and Trish holding my semi-erect penis.
Anne Marie shakes her head. "Well, think of something else to do, girls."
I smile broadly, and suggest, "How about naked pancakes?"
Becky and Trish squeal in excitement.
"As long as I get to put syrup on the sausage," purrs Becky.
"And I get to lick it off," adds Trish.
We howl as Anne Marie shakes her head and heads down to see Kathy.
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(This is a long story. It starts a little slow, but stay with it as it soon builds. Chapter 1 is mostly background to help understand Ann's views.)
As an auditor in the New England office of a major accounting firm, I am your stereotype of an accountant. I enjoy the orderliness of working with numbers and making sure everything balances. I am also extremely shy without much experience with dating, let alone sex. Well, my world was whacked way out of balance on my last assignment.
My team manager, Jim, called me into his office, along with Dan, the other CPA on our team, and Carey, our summer intern. My name is Ann.
Seated at the small conference table, Jim welcomed us. "Guys, we have a new assignment," he said with a strange smile. "And, I dare say none of us have ever done anything like this before."
We all looked at each other, but no one had a clue what Jim was talking about. "The New York office just landed INCA as a client," Jim announced. We all shook our heads, not recognizing the company.
"International Naturists Camps of the Americas," said Jim.
"What's that?" asked Carey.
"A nudist camp," said Dan.
"They still have those places?" she asked.
"Definitely" replied Jim. "INCA is the largest owner and operator of naturist camps in the world. They are on an acquisition tear and want to purchase three camps that are in New Hampshire and Maine."
"So, what's our role?" asked Dan.
"We have to audit the camps as part of the due diligence. So, next Tuesday we're off to Silver Pines in New Hampshire. I'd say pack your bags, but I'm not sure they'll be necessary," Jim said with a chuckle.
I gasped and everyone looked at me. "You mean we have to be naked to do this audit?"
Jim read the panic on my face and quickly reassured me. "Ann, I'm only kidding. Yes, we will be on site, but I've spoken to the owners and we will be working in a conference room and exempt from the no clothing rule. We will have a private cabin and not have to mix with the guests or staff. This will be a normal, boring profession assignment."
Jim explained that the three camps were owned by a couple. The husband inherited them from his parents, and they from their parents. The administration office was at the New Hampshire camp and all the material from the other camps would be brought there.
"I think it will take us about five to seven work days. It's a long ride from here, so I recommend we take them up on their offer of hospitality. If you have weekend plans, let me know. Otherwise, we'll leave on Tuesday, start our audit on Wednesday and wrap up the end of the following week. You can look at it as a bit of a vacation on a beautiful lake."
"Yeah, except we'll be cooped up in a cabin," said Carey.
"Only if you want to," said Jim.
"Ooh," Carey said, "now we are talking a fun assignment. I love being naked."
That comment hung in the air and made me choke back my lurching stomach.
That night I was standing in front of my bedroom mirror wrapped in a towel. I looked at the reflection and wondered why I was so uptight about my body. Digging up the courage I unwrapped and let the towel fall. I rarely look at myself naked.
I saw a tall woman with curves in the right places. People have told me I am pretty, but I am too self-conscious to enjoy the compliment. Even here, alone in my room, I had all I could do to not cover my breasts with one arm and my private parts with my hand.
I dreaded the thought of going to a place where everyone was going to be naked. I closed my eyes and took a couple deep breaths.
I heard a sound and looked into the mirror to see my roommate standing behind me with her mouth agape. I shrieked and covered myself, turning to face her.
"Shit, Angie," I screamed, "don't you knock?"
"I did, but I guess you didn't hear me. I thought you were still in your bathroom. I just wanted to borrow the IPod deck."
I felt foolish covering myself, but there was no way I could expose my body, even to my best friend and roommate.
"Gosh, Ann," she said, "don't flip out. Were just girls here. It's not like I haven't seen a naked girl before."
"Well," I replied, "you haven't seen me naked."
"True," she smiled, "but now that I have I can say, 'Wow'"
I turned scarlet. "Please, let me get dressed, Angie."
"Sure," she called out as she picked up the deck and turned to go. "And, Ann, I can still see your ass in the mirror. It looks fab."
She waved and left the room. I snatched the towel from the floor and wrapped myself in it. I sat on my bed and started shaking while tears rolled down my cheeks.
"How the hell was I going to survive a week in a nudist camp?" I cried.
The day for our travel arrived and the four and a half hour ride passed quickly—too quickly for me. I rode the whole way with butterflies in my stomach. We arrived at Silver Pines and, after giving our names to the guard at the main gate, were admitted to the camp. Following directions we pulled up behind a large log building. Fortunately, I did not see a naked person along the way.
A tall man, wearing clothes, exited the rear door and walked to our car. He welcomed us. He was Jeb, the owner. He told us to leave our bags in the car for now and led us into the building. We came into a large comfortable lobby with a fieldstone fireplace on one wall and a counter on the opposite wall. Behind the counter was a young heavyset woman, of average height. She greeted us warmly. Thank goodness, she, too, was clothed. Jeb called out and a woman came out from the office behind the counter. He introduced us to his wife, Meg. She was tall, at least 6'2. Jeb looked to be 6'8. I am considered tall for a woman at 5'10, but felt tiny next to these two. Meg was blond, slender and beautiful. There was something familiar about both of them. Jeb asked Betty, the woman at the counter, to call for Tam. Betty used a walkie-talkie requesting Tam to come to the office.
Jeb invited into a large conference room with sandwiches, chips and soft drinks waiting. We would have lunch while he gave us some background and answer any questions.
We began fixing plates when a tall, black woman entered. I breathed in so hard I was afraid the others might have heard me. This woman was about the most beautiful person I had ever seen. She was about the same height as Meg and was more muscular, but not in a gross way. She wore long cornrows and had a wide bright smile. She wore a red sports bra and running shorts.
We all shook hands and sat around the table. Jim filled us in on the camps.
His grandparents started Silver Pines back in the twenties. His parents took over in the sixties and ran it until about five years ago. Jeb and Meg took over, although they had been working here on and off for years. They bought the other two camps three years ago.
He said the camps were doing well. There was a big upswing in business over the last five years. He explained that each camp had a focus. Silver Pines was for singles and couples, and attracted a younger market. Maple Woods, about thirty miles from here, was more slanted to older naturists. Tar Pine Park in Maine was a family-oriented facility. They weren't looking to sell, but INCA made an offer that was hard to resist.
"What makes Silver Pines attractive to younger people," asked Dan.
Jeb pointed to Tam. She smiled and explained. "We put a lot of emphasis on fitness, outdoor activities and fun social events. We are attracting lots of people from Boston and other cities that want to have a camp experience with the types of activities they are into and to totally relax by shedding their clothes. It fits right into what young people are doing." Not every young person I thought to myself.
Jim thanked Jeb for the overview and said we would get to work first thing in the morning. He then asked what are the expectations for us?
Jeb laughed easily, "Well, if you're asking whether you have be naked, the answer is no. Our camp rules specify that while you're here, you're nude. But, your team are not guests. We will designate this room as a clothing optional area. Today, our administrative team all wore clothes, but that will not be true after today. So, while this room is clothing optional, if you go back to the office tomorrow, well, let's just say be prepared. Now, your cabin is out that door."
Jim pointed to a solid door in the back of the room.
"The cabin used to be my parents' house. When Meg and I took over, we built a place closer to the lake. We redid the cabin for guests and I'm sure you will find it comfortable. There are two large bedrooms with double beds. So, if you don't mind sharing, you'll have a great time."
We all had shared same-sex rooms before, so I knew it would be no big deal. I had never roomed with our intern before, but she seemed nice.
"Now, if you stay here or in the cabin, you will not even know you're in a naturist camp. The dining hall is open for all meals. Breakfast and lunch are buffets, but clothing is not allowed. Dinner is a sit down meal, and we ask our campers to dress. So, please plan to join us for the evening meal. We've stocked your kitchen with food for breakfast and we will bring in lunch here each day. Over the weekend, we will bring lunch to the cabin."
Jim looked around and we all nodded.
"Now, even though you are not officially guests, we offer you complete access to the camp. We have wonderful facilities. The only requirements are you must be nude and always carry a towel. If you sit down, sit on your towel. Of course, use lots of sunscreen."
Jeb, Meg and Tam left and Jim went over the schedule for the rest of the assignment. Around 4 pm he finished and suggested we get our bags and settle into the cabin.
We grabbed our stuff from the car and crossed the big front porch, equipped with six comfy looking rockers. We entered a large room open to a high ceiling. There were couches and chairs gathered around a large fireplace, a dining area and stairs leading up to a balcony that stretched across the width of the room. We could see two doors beyond the balcony and assumed they were the bedrooms. Underneath the bedroom area was the kitchen, a laundry room, small bathroom and a spare bedroom.
I was impressed and felt right at home. If I didn't think that there were naked people running around the place, I know I would have been totally relaxed.
We carried our bags up the stairs and the girls took the first door while the guys went down to the other.
Our bedroom was large with two double beds, a fireplace, and a bay window looking toward the lake. There was a large closet along one wall and a door leading to a spacious bath with a soaking tub and a glass enclosed shower.
Carey and I stored our clothes and freshened up.
Rejoining the guys downstairs we all agreed the accommodations were as good as any four star hotel we stayed in. The guys had opened a bottle of chilled white wine and set out some cheese and crackers.
Carey said she tried to check email and couldn't get any reception on her IPhone.
"Yeah," said Jim. "Jeb told me they want their guests to disconnect and so they have not allowed any cell towers on their property. They will take messages at the office, but ask that only emergencies should warrant a call."
One by one we turned off our phones.
"Shall we go to dinner?" suggested Jim.
We entered the large dining hall that was already filled. We looked around and saw Tamaqua waving us over. We joined her at a table with three other people. She introduced us and we all took our seats.
The three guests were all there for their second visit. The two women were friends from college and the man was a lawyer.
They loved the camp and all loved Tam. They agreed she was the best trainer and activities manager they could imagine.
"You should come to our weekly basketball game on Friday night," the man said. "Tam still has it."
Tam smiled and tried to change the topic, but the man persisted.
"Really, Tam, you are awesome."
It then dawned on me, Tam was Tamaqua Jackson. She played on two national championship teams and then had a short career in the WNBA. Then, with a start, the other pieces fell into place. Meg was her teammate in college and also played pro ball. Jeb was a college standout and an all pro forward.
Jim said he enjoyed watching Tam and the others play ball in college and the pros. He then mentioned that I was a college player.
Tam turned to me. "Really, where?"
I told her my school, which was a DII. She knew it and asked when I played.
"Hey, you guys won the title that year."
I was surprised she knew about the junior division.
She thought for a while and then said, "Yeah, yeah. You played point and had a triple double in the title game. That was spectacular. You should join us. We play mixed and I could use a point like you."
I'm sure I turned nine shades of red and mumbled something about being out of shape.
"Not from what I see," said one of the women.
Jim jumped in and said we weren't really guests and would probably just be concentrating on our work.
We finished dinner and Tam walked us back to our cabin. The others went in and I stayed to chat with her.
"Sorry, I got carried away. I know you were not planning on being out and about in the camp," she said softly. "But, I do remember watching that game on TV, you were in a zone that night."
I thanked her and asked her why she stopped playing pro ball.
"Too much bullshit," she said "I love basketball, but the pros got to be a grind. And, my body was starting to wear. Injuries, knee problems and just plain sore all over all the time. I just had enough. Jeb and Meg were buying this place and had a vision to make it attractive to young people by building up the activities. I fit right in."
"Didn't the, you know, the nudity bother you?" I asked.
"Hell, you know in sports you're naked half the time in the locker room," she said laughing. "Actually, I didn't even give it a thought. First day I just dropped my clothes and got to work. Now, I can't even imagine working in an office and wearing clothes all day long."
I thought I can't imagine anything else.
When I got to my room, I heard Carey in the bathroom. I quickly changed into shorts and t-shirt for sleeping. The bathroom door opened and Carey emerged not wearing a stitch.
"Wow," I said taken aback, "I see you're getting into the swing of things."
"Nah, I always sleep nude. So, I figure why not here."
Carey had a young girl's body. Well toned, with average sized breasts a tiny waist and a narrow dark landing strip above her vagina. She turned to get into bed and showed a small and firm butt.
I scampered into the bathroom, did my routine and headed for bed. As I drifted off I wondered what the hell else lay in store.
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Next day we had a quick breakfast in our cabin and then gathered in the conference room. There was now a row of file cabinets, full of paper records, along with three laptops connected to the main server by WiFi.
Jim outlined our approach and we got to work. Around noon, there was a knock at the door that led to the office. Jim said come in and the door swung open.
Betty, the receptionist, was standing there pushing a cart filled with sandwiches, drinks and cookies. Betty was nude.
She smiled and wheeled the cart next to the table. She set the food on the end, put out condiments and napkins and asked if there were anything else. Jim answered we were all set. Betty turned and we all watched her ample rear depart.
Dan broke the uncomfortable silence, "Well, I'd have to say this is a first in my auditing experience." Silently, I agreed and wondered how she could be so comfortable walking around naked.
We broke for lunch. We finished work by 4 and Jim announced we were free until 8:00 am the next day.
Back in the cabin, Carey announced she wanted to take a look around the camp.
"But," I said, "You'll have to be...I mean you won't be wearing..."
"Yeah, I know, Ann. I'll be naked."
"Anyone going to join me?"
Jim and Dan looked at each other and I could immediately tell they had talked about it.
"Well," said Dan, "I guess I'd like to see the place. If you don't mind, Carey."
"Hell, no." she said. "Look, guys, I am not hung up on this shit. I don't mind being naked and don't care if anyone—including all of you—sees me or not."
"Okay," said Jim, "but I wonder if it's appropriate since we're co-workers, and I am the supervisor."
Carey laughed. "Chill, Jim, we are adults and I see nothing wrong with nudity. So, stay here or come along. Decide for yourself."
She headed upstairs and I followed. Carey went into the bath and I sat on my bed. I could hear the shower running and about 10 minutes later she appeared with just a towel wrapped around her head.
I gasped to see her landing strip gone and a completely shaved pubic area shining between her legs.
She heard me and followed my gaze to the newly shaved spot.
"I figured that this was as good a time as any to go smooth," she said as she casually rubbed some sunscreen on her vagina. She then applied a layer to the rest of her body. She asked me if I would do her back. I couldn't refuse, so I rubbed the lotion on her back and legs.
"Don't be afraid to get my ass, Ann. I definitely do not want a burned tush for the week."
Inwardly I groaned and applied some sunscreen to the tight buns. Another first in my life, I was touching another woman in a private place.
Carey now inspected herself in the full length mirror. She smiled and pronounced herself looking good. She caught me eye in the mirror.
"This really freaks you out, doesn't it, Ann?" she asked.
I began by denying it, but then slowly nodded.
"I don't mean to be a bitch or anything, but I don't get it. We all have bodies, so what's the big deal? And, I agree with Suzie's appraisal last night at dinner," she said. "You seem to have a great shape. So, if you are worried you won't look good, I'd say that is unfounded. Hell, look at Betty. She is not a bikini bod, but I thought she looked so natural without clothes. But, I am not pressuring you to do anything. At the same time, I am not going to avoid doing something I want because it might make you uncomfortable."
I told her she should go right ahead and I would deal with my own hang-ups.
She turned and kissed me on the cheek, picked up her towel and headed out the door. "Come and send me off," she said.
I was about five steps behind when she called out, "Hey, guys, Ann is coming down."
I could just see the tops of their heads from where I stood. The looked at Carey walking down the stairs and then back at me. I took a few more steps and then saw them turning away and grabbing for their towels. I also saw their naked asses.
They fixed their eyes on Carey as she joined them and pronounced herself ready to go. I was now next to them. Jim said, "Shit."
"What?" I asked.
"Goddam it," he said, "I can't go right now."
"Why?" I said.
Dan was now almost doubled over holding in a laugh. Finally, he exploded and said, "Because he's got an erection."
I looked down and saw his towel tenting out.
"Apologies," he said. "Carey, I was not expecting you to look so, well, so provocative. Sorry."
"No problem, Jim," she assured him. "Why don't you go to the bathroom down the hall and take care of things, then we can get going."
Jim was scarlet, but nodded and hurried away.
"What's he doing?" I asked.
Dan and Carey let out howls.
"What?" I pleaded.
Carey looked at me and made an up and down motion with her hand.
I blushed and said, "You mean he's..."
"Yeah, he sure is," she said as Dan held his sides.
In a few minutes Jim returned without the bulge under the towel, mumbled another apology and the three departed. I stood on the porch and watched them head down toward the lake. After about twenty paces, the guys removed their towels and draped them over their shoulders. I gazed in amazement at the naked butts of my co-workers as I watched Carey's head move to look in the direction of each man's crotch.
"God," I thought, "She makes that look so easy."
About an hour and a half later I heard voices downstairs so I put down my book and ventured a peek. Carey, Jim and Dan were in the kitchen having some beers.
Thankfully, the three had their towels securely wrapped around their waists, although Carey's breasts were clearly on display.
She noticed me and waved me down and handed me a beer from the fridge. We stood around the kitchen island munching on pretzels. I asked how the afternoon went.
"Terrific," said Carey. "This place is awesome. The lake and all the facilities are first class. And, we met some really nice people."
Dan and Jim nodded in agreement.
"So, you guys were all right with being naked?"
The three of them shared a look and then laughed.
"What?" I asked.
Carey said, "Well, Dan, had to take a time out."
"A time out?" I wondered.
"This is so embarrassing," said Dan.
"Tell me," I said.
Carey finished her beer grabbed another one and said we should sit on the porch. We took our drinks and snacks and plopped down in the comfortable wooden rockers.
"Things were going great," began Carey, "until Tam talked us into the yoga class."
"Tamaqua was with you? And, she was..."
"Jeez, Ann, everyone is naked. Everyone, get it. Tam, Jeb, the people we had dinner with last night, and..." she paused to look at Dan and said, "Meg." Dan turned a deep red and silently drank his beer.
"So, as I was saying," continued Carey, "everything was cool. Ok, I admit it was a bit of a shock when we first ran into Tam. She is, as you would imagine, smoking hot when naked. But, we were cool. Even running into Jeb, who if I may be graphic, is tall and very well proportioned to his height, if you get my meaning?"
I tried to put the mental images of both Tam and Jeb out of my mind.
"So," Carey went on, "Tam says we should try the yoga class. It's under the open pavilion and very relaxing with the breezes blowing through. Dan says he'd love to since he is a big yoga fan. So, we follow Tam, get our mats and take our place in the last row as the place is quickly filling up. There is an empty mat in front of Dan. A young woman, who is the instructor, gives us a quick intro and tells us to get in our first position. Now, I have never done yoga, so I don't know all the names and was just trying to copy Dan and the others. So, we're stretching out, when Meg walks in. Now, I am sure I speak for all of us when I say she is one of the most beautiful women to be seen. And, nude? Oh my god!
"She takes the mat in front of us, half turns and gives us a mile wide smile. The next position is, I can't remember, but I call it the barking dog. You lean forward, rest on your elbows and your butt is sticking right up. So, Dan lifts his head and is looking right into the exposed hindquarters of beautiful Meg. I mean there is nothing left to the imagination at this point. We all start rocking a bit, and, let's just say that action and reaction occurred."
"Huh?" I said.
"Ann, visual naked female stimulus and action equals male reaction."
"Oh, you mean he..."
"Yep," she said with a giggle. "Proud to stand up and take notice. And, Dan, from a woman's perspective, very nice."
"Holy shit, what happened then?"
"Tam, who was next to Dan saw the problem," continued Carey, "and quietly had him follow her out of the pavilion, with his towel strategically covering the happy fella'. We were in the back row, so only the instructor and maybe a couple others saw."
"What can I say," offered Dan with a sheepish look. "It just happened. I didn't try to be a jerk."
He explained that Tam was very cool, saying it happens and led him down to the lake for a swim. When they got out, things were back to normal. She did suggest he not rejoin the class, at least not today.
We all had a good laugh, and then went back to our bedrooms to clean up and get ready for dinner.
When Carey and I were alone, she dropped the towel. I again marveled at her newly shaven private part.
"So, really, Carey, how was it?
"Do you mean how was it going around naked, how was it being naked in front of Jim and Dan, how was it seeing Tam, Jeb and Meg naked, or how was it looking at our team mates' cocks?"
"Oh, I never meant that last part," I protested.
"Bullshit, Ann, I think you did. I know you are shy, but that doesn't mean you aren't curious. So, the truth is that Jim has a nice one. Not too long and sorta' thick. Dan, however, is definitely in the well hung category. And, when he got hard, it was awe inspiring."
I knew I was blushing from head to toe.
To change the topic and take my thoughts from imaging the penises of my co-workers I asked, "So, how did you feel with your new look," I said motioning to her crotch.
Laughing she replied, "Well, it certainly got a rise out of Jim. But, I am so happy that I did it. I'd say that 90% of the women are totally smooth and the rest have tiny strips."
"Even Tam and Meg?"
"See, Ann, you do have a healthy curiosity. And, the answer is Tam is bald as a baby and looks unbelievably sexy. Meg has an enticing blond strip."
Carey was filling me in on other observations as I slipped off my shirt and shorts, ending up in my bra and quite sensible panties.
"So, Ann, do you think you might join us? We are all going back out tomorrow after we wrap up for the day."
I felt my stomach lurch, as usual, at the thought of being naked among other people. I did, however, wonder what Jim, Dan and our hosts might look like naked.
"Carey, I don't know. It would be such a big step for me. Hardly anyone has seen me nude. Even when I was playing ball, I hung around 'til most of the girls left to take my shower. To just all of a sudden run around bare-assed in front of all these people, including my boss and co-worker, I almost puke thinking about it."
As we were talking, Carey had moved into the bathroom and was showering. She obviously was completely unaffected by her nudity.
She stepped out and started drying her hair with her towel.
"How about baby stepping?"
"What?" I asked.
"You know like the movie, 'What About Bob?' Taking little baby steps and working up to bigger actions."
I shook my head not getting her meaning.
"Ann, how about you get naked in our room. You can experiment being nude around another person—me. Then, maybe you can take the next step."
"Like what," I asked.
"Like, well, like being naked in the cabin. The three of us talked about it coming back. We all said it would be great if we didn't have to wear clothes when we got back here. But, we all agreed it would be too embarrassing for you. But, if you didn't mind, or better yet, joined us, then that would be another step.
I considered this and watched in amazement as Carey non-chalantly dried her sex as she was talking.
"It would be one thing to do it our room, but I think that I am probably most apprehensive thinking about seeing Jim and Dan or them seeing me."
Carey dropped the towel on the floor and began applying lotion to her body, her small breasts bobbed with her touch and again she spent lots of time on her bald crotch.
"Fair enough, but take a first step," she urged.
"Like what and when?"
"Like strip and do it now. Take a shower."
My mind began racing. Was I even considering doing this? Was I crazy? But, almost by their own will my fingers moved to the back of my bra, seeking the clasp. They were shaking so much, I couldn't get it.
"Let me help," said Carey. She crossed, put her arms around me, while her breasts softly pushed into mine, still hidden behind the silky cups. I shivered at the exotic touch of our nipples. She undid the clasp and stood back, pulling the bra down as she moved.
Following my first instinct I covered my breasts with my hands. Carey laughed and said, "I've already seen them, Ann. Relax."
I sighed and dropped my hands to my side. Carey looked directly at my chest and let her eyes travel down to my panties.
"Need some more help?" she asked softly.
Shaking my head, I slipped my fingers inside the waistband and eased my undies to the floor.
I straightened up and summoning all my courage stood facing Carey, not bothering to cover any part.
"Wow, Ann," she said as her gaze wondered up and down. "You have an amazing bod. You always dress so conservatively that I wouldn't have expected something this beautiful and sexy."
I snorted, "Sexy? Right!"
"Believe it, honey. That is a righteous bod."
We held each others eyes for a moment and I knew she was serious. I felt better and more confident than I could have ever imagined being nude just inches from another nude person.
"Well, take your shower and let's go to dinner, I'm famished," she said while taking a step closer.
She looked directly down at my wild, full and untrimmed bush. She ran her fingers through the dark brown tangle and offered, "Sweetheart, if you do decide to venture out of this room, this jungle needs some serious thinning. I'll help you because it's obvious you have never done any gardening."
She then spun me around and slapped my ass and pushed me toward the shower. I walked in a half daze. I had stripped in front of a woman. I also felt a strong tingling in my loins and recalled her nipples against mine and most especially her touch on my pubes. "What the hell is happening," I asked myself as I showered.
Fifteen minutes later, we joined the guys and headed to the dining hall. We sat again with Tam, but the other people were new to me, but not to Carey, Jim and Dan. We had an enjoyable meal and they invited us to go on a nature hike up to the nearby peak after we finished work tomorrow. All except me nodded and said good night.
We got back to our cabin and Jim suggested a nightcap. He poured tumblers of single malt scotch he must have brought with him. We sat on the comfy couch and chairs near the fireplace.
Jim looked at Carey and she nodded.
"So, Ann, I guess Carey mentioned what we were thinking about regarding a dress code for our cabin."
I nearly choked on my scotch and mumbled some sort of incoherent reply.
"We do not want to put you in an awkward position," he said.
"Yeah, like the one Dan was in after looking at Meg's sweet spot," called out Carey.
The three of them laughed together.
"No, seriously, Ann," continued Jim, "I had envisioned us just doing our job and not getting caught up in the nudist part. But, I have to say today was eye-opening. Not just because we were among naked people, but because of the sense of freedom and a feeling of shedding not just clothes but a lot of stress."
I sipped my drink and nodded. My mind was racing at a furious pace. Could these men I worked with for three years, who sat next to me at meetings, who made presentations to boards of directors actually be suggesting we start hanging around naked.
Dan spoke up. "Ann, we realize that you are a private person and obviously may not feel comfortable going around without clothes. What we are wondering is would it be too hard on you if the three of us became more, shall we say, relaxed?"
I remained silent for a minute or so and then asked some questions. "First, do you mean when we are working on the audit? I don't think I could handle being in that conference room and having three naked bodies working on spreadsheets."
We all smiled at the image and Dan said. "No, clothing will still be worn. Since we are already wearing very casual dress, it won't be a big deal. So, clothes on during work."
Jim and Carey nodded in agreement.
"Second," I continued, "I really don't want any pressure to join you."
The three all readily agreed with Jim adding, "Ann, there will be no pressure, overt or subtle. We are doing this for us, not to influence you to go nude."
"Third," I concluded, "I don't want this to become an excuse for sex. I, hell all of us, have to go back to Boston in a few days and work together—with clothes. I don't want you guys 'going native' turning into something else that may impact our jobs and, quite frankly, my career. I need this job and I want to move up."
Jim spoke for the group. "I promise you, Ann, that will not happen. Although none of us in a committed relationship right now, I am in 100% agreement that a sexual relationship among any of us would be poison and could damage our ability to work together. It could end our association with the firm. So, no, there will be no sex involved among us guys with you women."
I studied the dark amber liquid for a long time and then looked at the three of them. "Shit, why not. I can handle it, I hope. If you guys want to do it, I will not stand in your way."
The others beamed, but Jim pushed a little further. "Ann, I accept what you say, but I need to know that you are not agreeing because of peer pressure. You say you will not stand in our way, but will you be too uncomfortable?"
"Honestly, Jim, I haven't a freaking clue," I admitted. "But, I'm willing to be open to it. So, go ahead. But..."
"But what?" asked Dan.
"But, when does this start?"
Jim replied, "How about tomorrow?"
"Like after our work is done?" I asked.
"More like when we get up in the morning," he said. "If any of us feels like not getting dressed until we head over to the conference room, then so be it."
"So be it," I said and wondered if I would even sleep tonight worrying about what would greet me with my morning coffee.
We finished and Carey and I went upstairs while the guys cleaned up.
As soon as we were in our room, Carey turned and hugged me.
"Thanks, Ann," she said. "You are terrific. I think this is going to be fun. And, maybe you will join in. It won't kill you. No one really ever died from embarrassment, you know. That's only an expression."
"I might be the exception," I moaned.
"Well, you admitting that we could be nude around you is another baby step," she said. "How about one more?"
"Like..."
"Like," she said lifting her t-shirt over her head and exposing her breasts, "our room is now clothing free all the time."
She dropped her shorts and looked at me. Although I was nude in front of her just a few hours ago, the butterflies were going crazy in my tummy.
"I cannot freakin' believe I am going to do this," I admitted as I lifted my polo shirt over my head. I again fumbled with my bra clasp. "Well, one advantage is I won't have to mess with this freakin' bra any more."
Carey moved behind me and unclasped it. She slid the straps down my arms, her fingertips brushing along my breasts and cupping them briefly.



"Ann, you have spectacular breasts," she said as she asked me a question. Rubbing my shoulders and trying to ease the tension, she said "Ann, don't take this the wrong way, but do you ever say 'fuck' or is 'freakin' as far as you go?"
I dropped my bra on the bed, feeling my nipples tighten with the cool breeze blowing in the room and with the lingering sensation of Carey fingers on them a few seconds ago. I unzipped my shorts, letting them slide down and dropped my panties.
Nude, I faced Carey, "If this gets any crazier, I make fuckin' say fuck all the fuckin' time."
Carey moved in for a hug, but I put my hand up for a high five. I just saved myself from getting a naked breast to breast embrace. God, this was getting totally insane.
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Ann's eyes her co-workers
Morning came to find Carey coming out of the bathroom, drying her hair. She said she was going down for breakfast. Still self-conscious of my bareness, I waited until she left and did my morning routine. I dressed in shorts and a thick cotton polo, but no bra. I thought the material concealed my erect nipples. For me, going braless was a huge step. I asked myself how many more such steps lay ahead.
I started down the stairs and froze. My three co-workers were busy in the kitchen preparing breakfast and there was not one article of clothing among them.
"Morning," I called from the stairs. They all turned and said good morning. God, now I have to look at every thing. I smiled bravely and turned my gaze down to the floor and crossed to the island. Jim offered coffee, black as I always take it, and without looking at him I reached for the cup.
I walked to the screen door and looked out. "Another glorious day in paradise," I called over my shoulder.
I stood there frozen, afraid to turn around. I sensed someone next to me and turned my head to see Carey.
"Hon, thanks for being such a trooper," she said as she patted my arm. "We all understand the first time is difficult, but you have to look at us sooner or later. You can't go through this week averting your eyes all the time. So, turn around and get it over with. It's Ok to look. It's Ok to stare at all body parts. We're nude and we are not offended if people see us."
I took a deep breath and turned. Jim and Dan were leaning back against the island, each holding a mug. My first impression was they were naked. As an accountant, I am great at grasping the obvious. My next observation was that Carey was right. Jim was tall and fit for a man of 45. He had just slight love handles. His chest was covered with a light coating of blond hair that darkened as it approached his crotch, where it became almost brown. His penis hung straight down and looked, well, I guess nice is a good word. I could see his testicles behind his penis. Dan, on the other hand, had quite a different look. Younger, shorter and darker than Jim, his chest was practically hairless and his stomach showed the results of more than a few hours in the gym. He had a thin dark line of hair that ran from his navel to his crotch. His pubic hair was obviously trimmed into a small triangle. His penis was long and thick and his testicles hung low. I had seen a couple men naked, I'm not a virgin after all. Dan, however, seemed to have the biggest sex organ of any of those others.
"Well," I said trying to bring some levity, "it's a pleasure meeting the rest of you."
We laughed, clinked mugs and started chatting about the day ahead of us. After a few minutes, I did not feel ashamed when I took a look at either of the penises or the naked flesh of Carey. I also admired the three good looking butts that kept popping into view. Hmm, I thought, maybe this won't be so bad.
After breakfast, my three co-workers went to get dressed and I put the kitchen back in order.
We worked hard all day, breaking for only a short lunch in the conference room, again delivered by the bountiful and naked Betty. Who stopped for a chat. She had heard about my co-workers joining in the spirit of the camp, and must have felt more relaxed in front of us, even though we were clothed. I was slowly realizing the effect of going naked. When I first met Betty, and she was dressed, I just noticed her large size. Now, naked, I was not focused on her ample breasts and gentle rolls of flesh, but on her as a person.
We broke around 4. I told the others to go ahead and get outside and I would re-file the loose ends still strewn around the table. They dashed over to the cabin. In a few minutes I heard their voices and saw them out the window walking bare-assed toward the lake.
When I got over to the cabin, my nerves were a bit on end thinking about when the naked three would return. I was making a Marguerita when I heard Tam's voice asking if she could come in. I shouted "Sure" over my shoulder and turned on the blender. I salted a rim of a tumbler, filled it with crushed ice and poured a lovely mix of tequila, triple sec and lime juice to the brim.
I asked if Tam wanted one and she said yes. I fixed a second and turned to hand it to her, almost dropping both glasses.
Tam stood a few feet away wearing a yellow visor, whistle around her neck and sneakers. Otherwise, there was just the most beautiful naked body I have ever seen standing in front of me.
"Holy shit!" I yelled, "you're naked."
Tam looked startled and then apologized. "Ann, I'm sorry. I thought you would assume I would be nude. I told you we all are nude except at dinner."
I took a deep drink of the Marguerita and nodded like an idiot. "Yeah, you did. I was just caught by surprise. No problem, really. Here's your drink."
Tam took the glass and offered her rim to me. We clinked and drank.
"Really, Ann, would you prefer if I got a towel or something? It's just that Carey explained that the cabin had become clothing optional, which I think is terrific, and so I didn't even consider me being here nude would be a big deal."
"No, it's not," I said, "Honestly. It's just I wasn't expecting it. I'm fine with it. Really."
I noticed I had already finished my drink. I proclaimed my need for another and Tam said she'd wait a second. I refilled my glass and turned back.
"Want some chips or something?" I asked.
"As a matter of fact, I do," she said. "Let me get them. I know where everything is since I stocked this place."
She put her glass on the island and crossed over to the pantry cabinet. She opened and stood on her tippy-toes to reach a basket on the top shelf. Her action tightened the muscles in her butt and the sight hit me in my gut. I turned away quickly.
I could hear her dumping the chips in the basket and she returned and set them on the counter.
"Well, cheers, again," she said. We toasted and drank.
I looked at her body, her firm breasts, a shade lighter than her dark brown face and arms, were topped by almost black nipples that were now rigid. Her tight stomach, incredibly long legs, and her prominent mons free of any hair that might have otherwise concealed her fantastic sex lips just exuded sex. I feared she must have noticed me giving her the once over.
She smiled and asked, "So, what do you think?"
In a tiny voice, I said, "I think you are gorgeous."
Tam reacted. "Uh, thanks, but I meant what do you think of being in a clothing optional environment, especially here with your team?"
I now hoped there was a trapdoor in the floor that would magically open and swallow me up. I felt stupid, no, idiotic.
I stammered, "Uh, sorry, Tam, I didn't mean it."
With her white smile filling her face, she asked, "You mean you don't think I have a good body?"
"Oh God, help me out," I cried.
Tam sensed my misery. "Ann, I'm just kidding. Hey, I'm flattered you think I am, in your term, 'gorgeous'. For the record, I think you are an attractive woman. And, also for the record, it's Ok to look at other people's bodies. We all do it and we all form opinions about what we see. Granted, most of us do not blurt out what we are thinking. But, I am not offended."
I never felt more like a geek. I just shrugged and slurped some more Marguerita.
"Anyway," Tam continued, "I'm happy to see you guys relaxing. Remember, you can join in any time or not. It's your choice and there never will be any pressure from us. For example, tomorrow night is our basketball game. I could still use a superstar guard. It's a lot of fun."
I shook my head and said, "I doubt it, but thanks for asking. Does Jeb play?"
"No, that would be too unfair. Even playing at 10% he would dominate. So, I captain one team and Meg the other. In that way, we balance each other and the sides are well suited. Jeb does ref along with Julie, you met her the first night, the short-haired brunette."
I nodded recalling the pretty woman sitting across from me.
"Well, if you change your mind, we've got a spot for you."
I asked, "Isn't it a little weird playing naked? I mean I know that in a game bodies are always bumping up against each other. And, what about the guys, don't they need a jock or something."
Tam said that bodies do bump against each other, but the competition quickly overwhelms any awkwardness. As far as the guys bouncing around, "It's no different from having our tits bounce around. So far, no one has complained."
"And," I asked, "none of the guys get, you know, excited?"
"Sure," she says, "happens once in a while. He just takes himself out of the game and rests for a bit. No big deal."
We finished our drinks and Tam left to attend to other business at the camp.
I felt my entire body tingle and poured a straight shot of tequila to calm my nerves. It went down smoothly and I followed it with two more, or maybe it was three.
I was feeling more than a little lit when I heard my friends returning. They burst into the cabin with their towels draped over their shoulders.
"Well," I slurred, "if it isn't Shaved White and the two dorks." I howled at my own joke, not noticing the expressions on their faces.
"Get it," I said. "She's got no hair down there and you guys are letting it all hang out. So, shaved and dorks. It's a pun on..."
Carey crossed to me, "Ann, we get the joke. We also get that you are shit-faced. How many drinks have you had?"
"Jus' a couple," I said, trying to make the words sound right.
"Well, why don't I get you upstairs," she said as she reached to help me up.
"So you can have your way with me, Shaved White?" I said again with a crazy laugh.
"Come on, Ann, let's go."
She helped me up and half carried me up the stairs.
"Good-bye nice dorks," I said as she guided me across the balcony. As we reached our door, I cried out so the guys would hear me, "Unhand me, you wench."
She steered me to my bed and turned to leave.
"Strip me," I pleaded.
"Ann, I know you are wasted, but this is getting out of hand."
"No, really," I mumbled. "We made a deal to be naked in our room. I want to sleep nude, but I can't even find my fingers."
She sighed and pulled my shirt off. I fell back and she quickly removed my shorts and panties, pulled the sheet over me and said good night.
"What, no nitey-nite kiss," I whined.
She shook her head and bent over and kissed my forehead. Shocking myself, I reached up and touched her naked tit. She just smiled and let my hand rest there. "Sleep well, Ann."
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I awoke the next morning with a major headache. I tumbled into the bath, ran my fingers through my hair, splashed water on my face, and found some Tylenol. There was no glass and I needed something to drink to take the pills. Carey was still asleep and I couldn't hear anything downstairs. I pulled my shirt over my head and peeked out. No one. Well, I thought here's another baby step. I can run down, get a drink and get back to my room with no pants on.
I made my way to the kitchen and drank a large OJ with the three pills and fixed the coffee maker. I dropped the top to the coffee can and bent to pick it up. When I stood, I saw Dan walking down the stairs with a huge erection. I could not speak. He was rubbing his eyes and did not notice me until he had reached the bottom and was making his way to the island.
"Christ, Ann, where did you come from?"
I couldn't help myself and just stared at the large male member standing up straight.
"Ann, I looked and didn't see anyone."
"I dropped the cover and was picking it up."
He then realized I was still staring at his erection. "Sorry," he said, "morning wood. It goes away."
"What the hell is all the noise?"
We looked up to see Carey bouncing down the stairs.
She looked at us and then back at Dan's erection.
"Well, happy to see you too, Dan."
She gave him a tap on his ass as she came to the counter and asked if the coffee were ready yet.
It was, so I turned to get a mug for her and Dan. The counter still blocked their view, but not that of Jim who just entered from the front. He was sweating. Dressed in only sneakers and a baseball cap, he obviously just returned from a morning run. I was in his direct sight. Unfortunately, I at that second realized that my shirt did not cover my bottom and my pubes were out in the open.
Jim stared with his mouth slightly open. Both Carey and Dan looked at him and then followed his gaze. They moved around to see what had him mesmerized. Soon all three were getting an eyeful.
"Way to go girl," said Carey. "I wasn't sure you had it in you."
I pushed the mugs into her hands, and covered up my naked sex. "I don't," I cried. "This is an accident."
I started to make my way back upstairs when I noticed that now Jim also had a full erection. Carey saw me looking and turned to see the same sight.
"Wow," she proclaimed, "man towers abound in the morning. What a great start to the day."
I ran up the stairs, not caring that my naked ass was now in full view.
I sank on my bed totally demoralized. How could I be so stupid to go out half-naked? What was I thinking? Now, my co-workers saw my most private part. I just wanted to pack, go home and find a new job before I had to face them again.
Carey came in and sat next to me. She patted my leg and said not to get all freaked out.
"Jeez, Carey, why would I be freaked out?" I said sarcastically. "I mean I just was having coffee with my boss and a colleague, who, by the fuckin' way, had huge erections, and showed my pubic area to the three of you. Why would that freak me out? I mean it was bad enough when I saw their penises and your vagina before, but now. Oh, I am in way over my head."
Carey laughed. "Ann, don't be so uptight. Hey, you were considering going nude. You had already taken a couple baby steps. And, last night you fondled my breast, which is another step."
"I what?" I gasped.
"No big deal, Ann," she said, "Really, you just gave me a little grab. It was sort of sweet.
"Now, this morning you have taken a really big baby step. Maybe, next you can go completely nude."
I just rolled my eyes and groaned.
"And," she continued, "maybe we could find some other terms for body parts. No one calls what guys have penises, except maybe in a doctor's office. How about cock or dick?"
I scrunched up my nose. I really did not like vulgar terms, but I could see her point. "What do you suggest?"
"I prefer cock," she stated and burst out laughing. "Man, that has a double connotation. But, cock sounds manly."
"Ok, I saw Jim's and Dan's cocks."
We both giggled. "Anything else," I asked.
"Yeah," she replied, "how about pussy instead of vagina or pubic area? Pussy has a nice sound to it and most of the people—men and women—I know use it. It's certainly better than cunt. Although, some people say it's only a pussy if it has hair, I say that times have changed and a bald pussy is a pussy."
I nodded in agreement because I thought cunt was the ugliest word I'd ever heard.
"Ok," I said, "cock and pussy it is. And to use it in a sentence, I've seen Carey's and Tams pussys. Satisfied?"
And"? she prompted.
"They both were pretty pussys," I said smiling.
She then tugged at the hem of my shirt. "Remember our new rule? Take off your shirt so your tits and/or boobs are free."
We laughed again as I slipped off my shirt.
"Ann, you have a great bod, you know. Your tits are way better than mine. And, you're in terrific shape. I think after work you should join us at the lake. My only advice would be to let the guys see you here and then we will wait for the reaction to subside."
I looked at her, not getting it at first, and then it dawned on me. "Oh, you mean so their cocks will go back to normal."
"You got it, girl."
We readied ourselves for work and I spent the whole day wondering if I'd have the courage to take the final step.
Getting back to the cabin around 4:30, I asked if they were going to the lake. Jim said yes. I asked if I could join them.
The silence in the room was, as they say, deafening. Finally, Jim responded that they would be honored.
Carey mentioned we should meet back in the kitchen in fifteen minutes and have a drink before going out.
In my room, I immediately started to panic. Carey quickly stripped and rubbed sun screen on her bod. Again, I helped her with her back and made sure her ass was well covered.
"Ok, Ann, time for me to do you."
I shook my head, "Carey, I don't think I can."
"Sure you can," she urged. She pulled me to my feet and lifted my shirt. I slowly raised my arms and she pulled it over my head.
"So, I was right," she observed. "I thought you were braless the way things were swaying. Now, do I have to do the rest or can you handle it."
I couldn't move. Slowly Carey dropped to her knees and slid off my bottoms. Taking the sun screen I applied a coat to my front, feeling my nipples harden at my touch and thought of what was outside the bedroom door.
I gave the tube to Carey and turned my back. She rubbed it into my back, legs and butt.
"Ann, this is one sweet ass. God, you are going to be a hit," she said as she gently groped my cheeks.
I tensed immediately and Carey felt the tightening in my butt.
"Hey, relax," she said. "Sure, people will check you out, but after a few minutes you and they will forget you're naked." She massaged my butt some more, moving close behind me until I felt her nipples pressing into my back.
"Carey?"
"Yeah?"
"This is the first time a woman has ever touched me like that. I mean touched a private area and a naked one, I mean except when you touched my breasts yesterday."
"Well, I'm not making a play for you, Ann, if that's what you think," she said as she slid her hands down my cheeks and on to my thighs. "Not that I haven't thought about it. But, we mad an agreement no sex among us."
"You've done it?" I asked softly. "I mean been with a woman." Her hands moved up and down the backs of my thighs and then around to the front, as her breasts moved against my back.
"Women," she corrected. "Hell, Ann, you aren't that much older than me. What are you, 27?"
"Twenty-eight," I replied.
"Ok, so not much difference," she continued as she lightly caressed my legs and butt. She moved her arms around me and rubbed my stomach, playing with my navel. "I'd say I am definitely interested in men. I want to get married and have a family. But, I, and almost all of my friends, have certainly enjoyed sex with women. We don't consider ourselves bi-, more like pan-sexual.
"We look for an interesting experience, but down deep are really hetero girls just having some fun." She lightly ran her hands up my front over my breasts, pausing ever so slowly over each nipple and then moved her hands back down to my navel and rubbed my tummy.
I turned to face her, our breast brushing against each other's. "So, you honestly think I'm attractive?"
"Honestly?" She smirked and said, "Ann, you are fucking hot."
We locked eyes and she moved her head toward mine. I did not flinch and next felt her lips on mine. Her kiss was tender and warm. I liked it.
"Mmm,"
"Yeah, babe, I know. I'm a great kisser," Carey whispered. "Now, let's address the big hairy elephant in the room."
"Huh?"
Carey reached out and tugged my pubic hair.
"This jungle," she said. "You cannot go out like this. Ann, there is probably not this much pussy hair total in the whole camp. You have got to trim the beast."
"I don't know what to do," I protested. "I've never done it."
"Well, lucky for you that I am a trained pussy primper."
Carey went into the bathroom and returned with a towel, a pair of scissors, a damp washcloth, a can of shaving cream and a razor.
She had me lie on the bed, with my feet resting on the edge and my legs spread apart. I was totally exposed, as I had never been before to a woman.
"This is a beautiful sight," she said as she laid a warm hand on my exposed sex and pressed softly on my clit. I felt the moisture begin to seep between my lips. She lightly rubbed me and then started her task.
She began snipping the hair, not seeming to mind when her fingers brushed my clit or lips. When she cleared away the tangles, she asked, "Triangle, strip or bald?"
"I am not ready for bald," I confessed. "How about a strip like you had the other day?"
"Perfect."
She spread cream along my thigh and into the newly short cropped hair. She used the razor to trim away until I had a dark strip about two inches wide. She then dabbed cream on the area under all around my vagina and up to my anus. She tugged my skin to make it taut and cleared away. I never had a woman's fingers so close to my sex and I was turned on.
"All done," she announced.
"Thanks. I, uh, hope I wasn't too gross down there. I sort of, you know..."
"Yeah, you were wet and running. No big deal, I wouldn't think you would be anything else. When one of my friends shaves me, I get really wet. If she is a special friend, I let her tongue do the final work. Got to tell you, nothing like a big O after you've had your pussy shaved."
She quickly bent lightly kissed my exposed vagina, letting her tongue flick my sensitive clit. I squirmed with the new sensation.
Carey wiped me with the damp cloth and told me to check it out. I stood in front of the mirror and was shocked at the sexy woman staring back. She stood behind me and we both looked into the mirror. She brought her arms around me, holding the sunscreen.
"We really need to protect the best parts," she said as she rubbed some lotion on my newly shaved area and worked the lotion into my pubes, again stimulating my clit and lips.
"Ready?"
"If I can get my pussy to stop dripping," I said with a laugh.
I turned and on an impulse, hugged her. It was strange feeling her breasts and pussy pushing against mine.
"Thanks," I breathed.
"Pleasure is all mine," she replied and kissed me softly on the lips. I returned the kiss for a brief moment, with our hands resting on each other's butts.
Carey handed me a towel and I wiped my wetness away, amazing myself that I could do such an intimate thing in front of her. We held hands and headed downstairs to join the guys standing in the living room with beers.
Jim and Dan stared at us, boldly gazing up and down. And, true to Carey's prediction, they were both erect before we reached them to take our beers.
"Well, that is a welcome gesture I will never tire of," said Carey.
The guys looked sheepish and shrugged.
"Let's finish our beers and hope things return to normal," said Carey.
We sipped and then began talking, actually discussing work. By the time the beers were done, the guys were not hard. I thought it was funny that talking accounting can kill an erection, although I felt sadness that the spectacle of the erections was now gone.
Taking our towels we ventured outside and headed to the lake. The late afternoon was still hot and the sun felt good on my naked body. We passed people heading back up toward the cabins and exchanged greetings. Grateful for my dark glasses, I checked out the bodies, silently evaluating where I might stand in a pecking order. With the risk of seeming conceited, I admitted that I fared well.
There was a sandy beach along the shore, with many bodies lying about. Many more were in the lake and we dropped our towels, hats, glasses and sandals and dove in. The water was cool, but refreshing. We swam out to a large raft and climbed on. It was only after I settled on the raft that I realized I had exposed my pussy to my coworkers waiting to climb up the ladder. Well, I thought I saw them with erections so maybe it was not so bad they saw my pussy opening. I was now relieved that Carey had groomed me in the back. I then thought of her touch and her kiss on my pussy. A chill ran up and down my spine and I glanced over at her lying on her back, her beautiful bald mons shining brightly in the westerly sun. God, I thought, did I just call her pussy beautiful?
There were a few other people on the raft, including the woman who was at our table on the first night. Her short copper hair was wet and tight against her head. She looked like an elf, with small breasts with pointed nipples, a slender build and a brilliant trimmed triangle of red curls between her legs. I could tell Dan was quite taken with her and moved over next to her to talk. I caught Carey's eye and silently asked what's up.
She put her mouth close to my ear and whispered, "Dan has the hots for her. They have been together almost all the time. I saw her checking out his cock a number of times, so I think the stars may be lining up for something big."
The redhead, Suzie, laughed at something Dan said and lightly put her hand on his thigh. Carey looked at me and winked. I got the message.
"Got room for a couple more," came a voice from the water?
Jim answered and invited them up.
Meg climbed the ladder and stood in front of us, whisking the water from her long, lean and naked frame. I could see why Dan had the reaction in yoga. Meg was about the most beautiful naked person I had ever seen. Just yesterday, I thought that about Tam, now, I was not sure. Well, they were the two most beautiful bodies. Believe me, although shy, I did play basketball for years. Most of the other girls had no problem showering together or walking around nude in the lockers. A couple even did it when a male coach or trainer was there. So, I've seen plenty of nude girls.
The sun made her golden skin shimmer. Her breasts were large, but did not sag, just bounced on her chest as she shook. Her nipples were large and stiff, I was amazed at how far out they stood. She had a tight tummy and, as had been described, a thin strip of light blond curls between her legs. The tightly trimmed patch let her full lips be clearly seen. Her legs seemed endless and both thigh and calves were smooth and hard.
She turned to give Jeb a hand and I marveled at her rather small, tight buns.
Jeb now stood next to her. If I thought Dan had a big, Ok I'll say it, cock, Jeb demonstrated he was in a class by himself. Overall his body was tight and muscular, with soft blond hair on his arms, chest and legs. His cock hung down so far that I could not even estimate its length. Carey, of course, weaseled it out of Tam and later told me that it was 8.5 inches soft and close to 10 inches hard. I asked her about the hard part and she made a "my lips are sealed" gesture.
Meg sat next to Carey and Jeb stretched out next to me.
"Ann, we are so happy to see that you decided to join us," he said smiling warmly.
"I shocked myself," I admitted, "but here I am."
"Well, I trust you will enjoy the experience. You are a beautiful woman."
I blushed about ten shades of red and mumbled a thank you. "I thought you, like, didn't notice stuff like that."
Jeb roared. "Ann, we celebrate the nude body. We want people to leave their clothes behind and along with them all society's hang ups that create artificial barriers between people. We want everyone, no matter what they think they look like, to be open to nature. But, that does not mean we are blind. You, Ann, are beautiful. I believe you are more beautiful naked. I bet you have seen some men here that you think are beautiful."
I nodded and tried not to look at the huge cock lying against his thigh, but failed. I knew Jeb caught my glance.
"See," he said with a smile, "you are curious. That's Ok." He slowly stroked his member and held it up for a second for me to get a better look, then let it fall back. "I am blessed with a large dick. It's nothing I earned, it just came with the package. I know people like to look at it. I know that most find it sexually appealing. So, should I hide it away or just let it swing in the breeze. I obviously choose swinging. If others want to look, no harm in that."
"I thought the idea of going nude was a not sexual thing," I said.
"It's not," he answered, speaking low so that the others were not privy. "But, you cannot remove sex. We are sexual beings. The purpose of this camp is not based on the concept of satisfying voyeurism, but we have to be realistic that people are going to look. And, in many cases are going to like what they see and even get excited about it. Again, no harm in that. We do insist that there is no public sexual activity. What people do in their cabins is their business. And, as you probably heard, if a man does become physically excited, he has to be discrete and not parade around with a hard-on."
Again I stole a glance at his member, and said, "Yeah, that could be a sight."
We locked eyes and smiled warmly.
"So," said Meg, "are you going to play tonight?"
I shifted around to look at her. I wondered if maybe she did hear what Jeb and I were discussing and was jealous. I looked at her fabulous body and decided she had no reason for jealousy. I caught myself in mid thought. I am checking out other women's bodies and having rather hot thoughts.
"I don't know," I said. "This is my first time out like this. I'm not sure I could play a game naked with everyone watching."
"It's no big deal, Ann," she said. "After the first minute, your mind gets into the game and you are totally unaware that you're nude."
I promised I'd consider it. We all laid there soaking up the sun and making small talk. Dan and Suzie were the first to get up. Dan said something into Jim's ear and they dove in and headed for shore. Another couple soon followed, leaving just Jeb and Meg and me and my co-workers.
"What's up with Dan," I asked.
Carey laughed and said, "I think it's what is going to be up."
I looked puzzled. Jim said that Dan told us not to wait for him to go to supper.
"Why?" I asked.
"Because, my little innocent one," said Carey, "Dan is going to take that beautiful cock up to Suzie's cabin and food will not be on their minds."
"Oh," was all I could manage.
Jeb and Meg then said they had to move along. I took one long last look at his cock, as he watched me do so. After they were in the water, Carey asked, "So?"
"So, what?"
"Cut the shit Ann. I know you were checking out Jeb's equipment. Awesome, isn't it?"
I started to protest but then sighed and said, "Fucking awesome."
Jim and Carey laughed hard. Jim then excused himself and dove from the raft.



"Why the rush?" I asked.
"He was getting turned on, silly. I don't think he wanted to be out here with us and another boner. Or, maybe he didn't want us to talk about another man's cock while his less endowed package was here."
I shook my head signaling I am lost.
"So, it was fabulous right," pushed Carey as she moved next to me.
"I have never seen anything like it," I admitted. "God, Carey, I just wanted to touch it."
"Me, too," she said.
"Really, it was just lying there. He stroked and held it up for me once and I felt myself get wet. Added to all this is the fact I have not had a cock in my hand or anywhere else for three years."
Carey jumped up on her elbow, "No fucking way."
"Yes, absolutely no way and absolutely no fucking. The Sahara of Sex."
"How do you stand it?"
"I mostly put it out of my mind. And,..."
"And, what?" she asked. "Let your fingers do the walking?" As she spoke, she ran her fingers through my short cropped pubes and softly rubbed my slit and teased my clit.
Moaning, I covered my face with my hands and said, "Don't, Carey, I am too close to cumming."
After another couple strokes, she pulled her hand away. I then said, "This is so embarrassing to admit, but yes I sometimes masturbate."
"Chill, Ann," said Carey. "Everyone masturbates. Everyone! And, usually all the time. Shit, I do it at least once a day, even if I'm in a relationship or regularly fucking someone, which is most of the time."
"But, you haven't...I mean since we've been here, I haven't noticed..."
"Honey, that's what showers are for," she laughed. "Although, I much prefer doing it in bed, but was afraid that would disgust you."
"No, surprisingly, it wouldn't," I admitted. "At least, since we've been here. I think I might want to get some release myself."
"Would you watch as I did myself and let me watch you?' she asked.
I nodded, while I blushed deeply.
"Ooh, bedtime tonight could be a treat," she said and leaned down and kissed me, her breast resting on top mine.
"Carey, I meant we would each be in our own beds--alone."
"Yeah, I know you did," she said. "But, I wanted to kiss you anyway. I agree, you in your bed, me in mine and let the good times roll."
I thought, "Did I just agree to a masturbation match?"
Later, sitting at dinner, Tam came over. "So, you in, Sister?"
Having run out of excuses, I nodded.
She high-fived me and asked me to come to the court at 6:30 to go over some basics before the game started at 7:00.
We had dinner and then raced back to the cabin. Back in our room, Carey and I undressed. I dug out my sneakers and put them on. I looked in the mirror and laughed. "This looks ridiculous."
"Nonsense, you look fab."
"So, you guys will be there to cheer me on?"
"Wouldn't miss it, Sweetie."
She hugged me, again pushing her tits tight to mine and gave me a slap on the ass. "Get used to that tonight," she laughed.
Walking over to the court with my towel I worried that everyone would be slapping my bare ass.
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I saw Tam taking warm up shots and trotted onto the court.
"Tam, are people going to be slapping my ass?" I almost shouted. "Because, I don't think I can take that. And, I certainly don't want to be slapping other people's asses. Maybe I should go back to my cabin. This is a bad idea."
Tam flashed me a brilliant smile.
"Chill, Sister." She finished making a three point shot that floated on a soft arc and disappeared with a swish.
"First of all, we don't slap asses. We all get it that being nude changes some parts of the game. So, we high-five each other. Second, do not go freak-o on me. This is a fun game, and we—me and you—will have a great time. I will be looking out for you. Trust me, Ann."
Looking at her face, I knew I could trust this woman. Tam then went over our basic plays.
"We have not had a point guard this summer," she said. "Sometimes, I take point, but then Meg cleans up underneath and we get no offensive boards. So, you are #1. You can find me or Ken. He is a big guy and can score in close. He played a little college ball, and does all right. The rest of our team either played high school ball or just playground. Meg's team is about the same. She has a big girl that blocks up the middle a lot, but I think you can drive on her. She is slow and goes for every head fake. Their point is Jake. He's good. Played in the Big East. Never made it to the pros mostly because he didn't want to and he is only 5'10". Good player, good hands, and, a handsome cock. He'll be guarding you so concentrate. We had a girl last week who just couldn't keep her eyes off it. Made five turnovers."
As we finished talking the other players started coming in. Tam introduced my to my teammates. A mixture of all body types of both sexes started doing layups. I looked across the court and saw Meg's team. I noticed a handsome dark-haired guy with a great looking cock. I deduced he must be my opponent. I could understand Tam's warning, I found myself staring at his cock flop back and forth as he dribbled and shot. This was getting bazaar in a hurry.
Jeb appeared accompanied by Suzie. They both wore whistles. I wondered if she was recently fucked and if that accounted for the rosy cheeks.
We flipped to see who got the ball first, and I began my nude basketball experience dribbling down court. The cute guy with the you-know-what picked me up at half court. He put his hand on my naked hip, just as I would do to an opponent. He moved close to me and his cock rubbed my thigh. I reacted to his touch, looked down at his cock and in an instant he knocked the ball away. I turned to see his cute buns dashing down the court for an easy lay-up.
Concentrating better, I brought the ball back down, passed to Tam in the post, worked my way to the corner to take the return pass from her and put up a three pointer. I watched it glide through the hoop and heard my teammates and the bleachers cheer me on.
As predicted, after a few minutes I lost track of my nakedness. I only realized it a few times when setting picks and having tits or cocks bumping up against me. At one point, I set a pick for Tam and Meg switched off to guard me. I moved into the high post and she laid her body close to me pushing me out. I felt her full, soft breasts with her stiff nipples on my back and could even sense her pussy against my ass. I was officially turned on. She moved to my side and tried to guard against an inbound pass. Her hand moved against my tit and brushed my nipple. I missed the pass from Ken and Meg was on it, leading a fast break. We took a time out.
Tam took me aside. "Girl, do not let Meg get to you. She does that on purpose, especially to new players. She has given many a guy a woodie on the court and distracted the girls, just like now. Concentrate. Ok?"
I nodded weakly.
We kept things even until late in the second half. A lot of the players were now tired. I was in good shape and so was Tam. We found a rhythm and ran off five straight baskets with me feed her pinpoint passes. Even Meg could not defend her alone.
Jeb blew the whistle and we won by six. My teammates surrounded me and I was subjected to a bunch of hugs from naked people, feeling tits, bush and cocks against my body. We did the walk exchanging high fives with the other team. Meg was last and stopped to hug me. "Great game, Ann," said. She patted my ass as we broke.
Gathering my towel and finishing off a bottle of Gatorade, I said to Tam.
"I thought you said no ass slaps"
She smiled and replied, "And, I was right. But, I did not mention the hugs at the end. Didn't want you messin' up during the game."
I poke her arm in jest. "Yeah, Ok, but Meg slapped my ass."
"So, I noticed," she said with a funny smile. "Maybe we should ask her why."
"Nah, no big deal," I said.
"Well, I think we should. Why don't you come back to our house and take a hot tub. It feels great after a game."
"Our house?" I said. "You live with Jeb and Meg?"
Tam gave me a strange look.
"Girl, are you playing with me?"
"What?" I asked. "No, at least I don't think I am because I don't know what the hell you mean."
Tam continued to stare at me. "You mean you don't know about it?"
"About what?" I pleaded.
"Girl, you are either the most naïve person on this planet or you never read the tabloids or the sports gossip."
"Guilty on that," I admitted. "Mostly I read accounting stuff, business magazines or listen to public radio."
Tam laughed and said to walk up to the house and she'd explain.
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As we walked, Tam told me how Meg and she had roomed together all through college. They hit if off right away and totally bonded. They also shared a room on the road. After a big win against UCLA, they were in their room high on adrenalin. They were jumping around and giving each other chest bumps. Tam said they still don't know who made the first move, but they went from bumping to kissing. Soon, they were naked on Meg's bed, doing things to each other they had never done to another woman. As they lay in each other's arms, sweating and breathing hard, Tam asked if they were going to be all right. Meg said she was not sure, but maybe if they did it again it would give them a better idea. So, they did and decided they were definitely going to be all right.
From that night on, they were lovers on a regular basis. They tried to keep it a secret and each went as far as dating guys, even sleeping with them. Tam and Meg admitted they enjoyed sex with guys and a hard cock inside was a great feeling. Then, they would have fantastic sex and soon forget the feeling of cock.
Eventually, their close friends knew what was going on, and soon most of the team and others on campus. It didn't bother them and they were not the only girls on the team who enjoyed girl on girl. Tam estimated that just about everyone tried it at one point or another. She admitted that they invited a third girl into their bed. It was wild but complicated. They kept their three-way as a regular thing until the girl graduated. In their senior year, they were exclusive with each other as far as women, but still screwed guys. They even shared one guy. They liked that, but he got too possessive. They both dreamed of having the perfect relationship with a man who could love them, make love to them and be comfortable with them making love to each other.
Enter Jeb. Meg and Jeb were both playing for pro teams in the same city. They would run into each other at charity events and a couple mixed-sex exhibition games for charity. Tam was playing for another pro team and although she and Meg shared a condo, they only saw each other a couple times a month. Jeb asked Meg out. She talked with Tam and they both agreed it could be fun.
On the second date, they went back to Jeb's penthouse. He told her to make them a drink and excused himself. He returned a few minutes later, totally nude. She took one look at his cock and started stripping. Tam said that Meg told her they did it all night long and he could make it last forever. In the morning her pussy was so sore, she could hardly pee. Jeb took pity on her and ate her to a new climax. After that, Meg was in love.
About a month later, Tam and Meg were enjoying a rare two night stretch in their condo. Meg asked if Jeb could come over.
"For what?" asked Tam.
"For the fucking of both of us," she said.
Jeb arrived to find two tall, beautiful naked women waiting for him. He dropped his clothes, paused while Tam admired his now rock hard cock and then was led into bed for a night of absurd sex with uncountable permutations.
The next day they picked up where they left off. At one point, Jeb's cock was rammed deep in Tam's ass as she buried her face in Meg's crotch. Feeling Meg climax, Tam looked up as Meg watched her face register the climax from the ass fucking. They knew they had found the one guy they dreamed about.
Jeb agreed the three should be a household. He said he wanted to marry both, but that was not possible and would freak out his parents. Tam and Meg agreed Jeb should marry Meg. They would have a solid pact that they were all one, but legally have a marriage. Tam proclaimed there was no jealousy and that sex was fabulous.
I asked if the three were monogamous with each other.
Tam said they were open to occasional flings. Tam had brief affairs with three or four women and one man. In the end, she said, she prefers women, except for Jeb.
"Sweetie, you cannot imagine what that cock feels like inside you."
Meg had a regular on and off thing with a guy she met here at camp. Jeb is straight, but has brought a number of women to their bed for a short period, often one night. He does not want to have sex one on one, but loves sharing with either one or both of his women.
"So, am I the sacrificial virgin tonight?" I asked as we neared the house.
"No shit, are you a virgin?" said Tam with a hint of fear in her voice.
"No," I said, "I am speaking figuratively. Are you bringing me here for an orgy?"
Laughing, Tam said they never consider their lovemaking an orgy. Getting serious, she said that the three of them found her to be extremely attractive. Not only her physical beauty, but her intelligence and shy manner made her desirable to them.
"So," I pushed, "Am I just supposed to fuck all three of you. And, for the record, I have never had sex with a woman before."
Tam slipped her hand into mine, "Before! Ah, that means you are thinking about it. Believe me, Ann, it is better than anything you could ever imagine. I can't say which of us is the better lover, Meg or me, but I can say you will never find another, man or woman, who will lift you as we will."
I could feel my juices starting to escape and run down my thighs. Just recalling how turned on I got with Carey's simple caresses, I could not imagine the ecstasy that Tam promised. My senses were hyper-activated and my brain screamed run. Instead, I squeezed Tam's hand and said, "I guess a hot tub wouldn't hurt."
As we neared the house, Tam called out to a young man jogging. She asked him to go to the guest cabin and tell the others that I would be with Tam and not to worry. He agreed and with a bouncing dick, off he went.
The house was a large log cabin on the lake shore. We entered from the back into the kitchen. I could see Jeb standing a doorway. At first he just seemed to be rocking back and forth, but then Meg's face appeared with her mouth buried in his crotch. Tam and I stared in silence for a second, then she called out.
"Nice welcoming ceremony."
Meg pulled away and Jeb turned to face us. My knees went weak looking at the size of the thing pointing our way.
Jeb just shrugged and smiled and Meg rose and stood in front of him, trying to cover the raging hard-on.
Tam said, "Well, I guess you two were not into waiting."
"Just warming up, actually," said Jeb. He stepped out from behind Meg and came up to Tam. He opened his arms and she settled in for a long hug and a deep kiss. He turned to me and said, "Welcome." He opened his arms and I tentatively stepped into his embrace. The strength of his arms was only matched by the sheer force of his erection pressing against my tummy and reaching up to my navel. We broke and Meg came and hugged me tight.
"We're so glad you joined us, Ann" finishing with a soft kiss on my lips while her hands pulled my butt tight to her.
"Uh, well, I just said a hot tub would feel good," I mumbled.
"Of course," Meg replied. "I meant nothing else."
Jeb had pulled some beers from the fridge and handed them around. His erection did not seem like it was planning to go anywhere and he was totally nonchalant about it.
"Jeb, give Ann a tour of the house, while Tam and I set out some snacks and open up the tub," said Meg. "And, try not to impale her with that thing."
He laughed and said it is what it is and took my hand. He was so at ease with his aroused state that I began to relax a bit, although I sneaked a look at it about every five seconds. He showed me the upstairs bedrooms and the living and dining rooms down stairs. He said there was a man cave and wine cellar down stairs. We ended our tour in the family room with windows opening on to the lake. On the side wall were large French doors leading to a deck. We went out and below saw Tam and Meg pulling the top off the tub. They had already set a bucket of beers, cheese, crackers and salami on plates accented with baskets of crackers and nuts.
As we walked down the stairs, I watched as Meg and Tam fell into each others arms and kissed passionately, their hands free roaming around the other's body.
They sensed us and turned.
"Great game, Ann," said Meg.
"Yeah, except for that steal that made me look like a rook," I answered. "I was a little distracted."
The others laughed. "I know, it's a cheap trick, but usually works on newbies to the game. And, if it's any consolation, I got turned on rubbing up against you."
We finished our first beers, grabbed a second and slipped into the spa. It was now dark and the night air had cooled enough that the warm water felt good.
After a bit of silence enjoying the view of the lake in the moonlight, Tam said, "That was quite a show when we came in."
"Ah, nature has a way of reminding us we are all just base creatures," offered Meg.
"Well, Jeb, is it still being a base creature?" asked Tam.
He stood from the water exposing his still rigid member. Putting her beer on the side, she moved across the water. "Forgive me, Ann, but I just have to get some of this."
I watched with my jaw down to my chest as Tam took most of the huge cock in her mouth. She worked him up and down, licking, sucking and deep throating.
"Jeeze, that is tasty," she proclaimed after taking a break. "Interested, Ann?" She stroked Jeb's hard-on and pointed the tip in my direction.
"Not now," I said softly. "Thank you, though. It is an awesome sight."
Jeb bowed and slid back into the water and Tam repositioned herself next to me. She placed her hand on my knee and gently stroked my thigh, stopping before she reached the Promised Land. Under the water Jeb took my hand and placed it on his cock. I was amazed at the hardness of it and to find Meg's hand joining me as we silently stroked him.
Tam explained to the others what she had told me about their relationship and how she offered me the opportunity to explore. Jeb and Meg nodded in encouragement. She emphasized the point by putting her hand atop mine and we both squeezed the giant.
"Ok, guys, I gotta' say I don't get it," I announced.
"What?" asked Meg.
"I mean you are surrounded by beautiful women, and men, and many of them seem to be open to whatever. Why do you have this interest in me?"
"You are beautiful," replied Tam. Meg and Jeb quickly agreed.
"Ok, I'm not going to debate my own attractiveness, but that still doesn't answer why me."
A look passed among them and finally Meg spoke.
"We all agree you are beautiful," she said. "We all think you are a nice person and, well, let's say a bit on the introverted side."
I snorted and said, "More like fucking socially retarded when it comes to things like walking around nude."
They laughed in agreement.
"So, it's the classic turn the virgin into a slut scenario?" I asked with a hint of hostility.
Meg spoke again. "Ann, I frankly never heard of a classic like that, but, no, we are not trying to turn you into a slut. Nor, do we consider ourselves sluts. We are good people, Ann. We enjoy life and are open to many things, including the pleasures of the flesh. So, to be clear, we are not pressuring you to do anything. You can go or stay. You can participate or watch. It's up to you. Just like right now. We both have our hands on Jeb's hard cock. I suspect that Tam is touching you in some way. You can stop any of this with a word or by leaving."
I thought about what Meg said. I did not make a move and enjoyed the sensation of touching and being touched.
But, as an accountant I keep digging until I get the right answer. "Ok, I understand, but, once again, why me?"
After a long silence, Tam said, "Because I have a crush on you."
Shock would be a mild word for what I felt. "But, we just met."
"So?" she replied. "When I saw you standing in the conference room that first day, I felt a kick to my gut. I could hardly take my eyes off you. You were so appealing that I knew I wanted you. So, when I told Meg and Jeb, they told me to follow my gut. I know I risk being a fool. I didn't know then how shy you are. Even if I did, I'm not sure I would change anything. And, when you walked on to the court tonight and I saw how, shall we say, gorgeous you are, I went weak in the knees."
I thought about what she said.
"But, I've never really been with a woman sexually," I said.
"Hmm, what does 'really' mean?" asked Jeb.
I explained about Carey grooming me and kissing me down there and on the lips.
"How did that feel?" asked Meg.
"Actually, pretty good," I admitted. "But that doesn't mean I want to make out with a woman."
"Does it mean you don't?" asked Tam.
"I don't know. Honest, I don't. I admit I am horny and seeing naked people all night makes me hornier. Then, seeing two stunning people doing what Meg and Jeb were doing, well that is a turn on. And now having my hand on the most incredible cock makes me wonder."
"What were they doing when we saw them?" asked Tam.
"You know. You saw them, too."
"What were they doing? Tell me in your words," she urged.
"Well, Meg was...I mean she and Jeb were...I don't know."
"Yes, you do, Ann. What were they doing?" said Tam once more.
"Ok," I said with some venom. "Meg was giving him a blow job and he was enjoying it, and his cock looked like a fucking horse. There, satisfied?"
The three of them laughed and I started to get really pissed. Tam put her arm around me and said, "No, don't get mad, Ann. It's good that you can say these things. These aren't bad things. Now, tell me, one last thing."
I paused and looked at her smooth face reflecting the moonlight.
"How did it make you feel? I mean right here." She slid her hand onto my pussy for the first time and softly rubbed.
I groaned at her touch and finally found the words. "It made me feel sexy. It made me feel excited. It made me feel like I wanted a cock like that in my mouth, inside me."
"Ah, perfect," Tam said as she continued stroking me under the water. "See, sex is exciting and its purpose is to make you feel good. Don't ever feel bad about feeling good."
She rubbed some more and moved her face toward mine. I knew what she wanted and closed my eyes. I felt her soft, warm lips touch mine as a finger slid inside me. I kissed her back and let her tongue explore my mouth. We kissed some more, while she worked her finger in and out, using her thumb on my clit. My skin was electric and I feared getting shocked in the water I was so turned on. Tam pulled her lips away and whispered, "Touch my breasts, Ann."
Slowly I moved my hands to her chest, regretting I had to let go of Jeb's cock. The soft flesh melted under my touch and the hard nipples felt great between my fingers.
Meg said, "Let's go inside."
We grabbed towels and went in and up to the master bedroom. Jeb was as hard as ever. We all fell on the bed and Meg took my hand, kissed my palm and placed it on Jeb's erection. As I had said before, it was a long time since I had a cock in my hand, and this one felt great, especially since I could now see it. I stroked him and fondled his balls. He reacted to my touch. Tam and Meg sat on either side of him and kissed each other while I let my hand run all over his sex.
"Take him in your mouth, if you want," said Meg. I wanted to, but felt this was a bridge I was not ready to cross. I did lick it up and down a few times and sucked briefly on his massive tip. As far as going further, I slowly shook my head. Meg smiled and leaned in and kissed me. She took my hand and placed it on her breast. I touched her soft flesh and her hard nipple.
"I understand, Ann," she said. "So, now I will take my man."
I pulled my hand away as Meg lay back. Tam leaned in and kissed Meg's pussy and tongued and fingered her until the wetness ran freely. Meg then climbed up and hovered above Jeb's erection. Tam worked Meg's juices on Jeb's cock. She told me to help and I took his cock in my hands. I positioned the tip at Megs opening, brushing my finger against her wet slit. Slowly, Meg eased down on Jeb, gasping as the huge organ slid inside her. When she had taken as much as she could, she began moving up and down.
Tam pulled me and I sat up on the bed, my ass even with Jeb's head. I marveled as his thickly veined member worked in and out of Meg. He worked her breasts with his hands, evoking short cries from her.
Tam kissed me as I watched, then slowly made her way down my body, kissing my breasts, navel and finally coming to rest in my crotch. I pulled my knees up and pressed my thighs tightly to each other. Tam stroked my legs and put her hands on my knees. Slowly she opened my legs. We locked eyes for a long time and I nodded. I felt, for the first real time, what a woman can do for another woman.
I was dizzy with lust. Between watching this beautiful couple screw and having my pussy eaten like it had never been before, I was in another world. I pulled my nipples, causing exquisite pain.
Meg cried she was close. I said I was as well.
"Tam, finish Ann, then I will come and pull off Jeb so we can enjoy his climax."
Tam slid two fingers inside me and in a second found my G-spot, which I never believed I had. With her tongue on my clit and her fingers on my G, I could hold back no longer. I screamed, convulsed and came in long, violent waves. I thought I peed, but then realized I was squirting—something I had only read about. Tam kept working fingers and tongue until I hoarsely begged her to stop.
I opened my eyes to see Meg and Jeb watching me with expressions of joy.
Meg had stopped pumping while I was coming, but now picked up the pace with a fury. She called out "Yes!" and shook with her release.
Looking down at Jeb she asked, "Are you ready?"
"Yes."
She pulled off making his cock bounce. She grabbed the shaft and stroked viciously. In a moment his body tensed and the first explosion of liquid burst from his tip. Meg surrounded the tip with her lips and took a second burst, Tam followed as Meg pulled away and took a third. They looked at me, and I quickly took the monster in my mouth and, tasted, again a first for me, salty cum as it filled my mouth. I feared choking and pulled off. I swallowed and then felt Meg's lips on mine, her tongue seeking to taste what was left in my mouth. I allowed it and then pushed my tongue into her mouth. She pulled away and Tam was kissing me, repeating what Meg and I experienced.
Tam and I kissed many, many more times, our bodies now pressed tight against each other. Tam took my hand and placed it on her naked sex lips. I tentatively rubbed. She spread her legs and pushed at my finger. I could go no further and slid my hand away, grabbing her ass and pulling her on top of me.
We kissed some more and I felt a finger at my sex. I looked over and saw Meg with her extended hand nestled between Tam's sex and mine. Meg worked her finger in and out of me and I soon felt the rising tide of a second orgasm. I cried out and we fell apart on the bed. Looking over, I saw Meg resting her head on Jeb's shoulders. His cock lay soft on his thigh.
Tam gestured for us to get up and holding my hand led me into her bedroom. We fell on her bed and snuggled.
"Tam, I'm sorry. I just couldn't."
"Sshh," she said. "It's fine."
"But, after what you did for me. God, I have never come like that. Never."
"Well," she said with a kind smile, "you did also seem to enjoy the one Meg gave you."
"I did, but it was no where near what you did for me."
Tam took my hand and placed it on her breast. I massaged it, enjoying the feel and the sight as my fingers brought her nipple to attention.
"See, this I can do," I said, pulling the nipple to stretch out the skin. "But, I can't go further, not now."
"Honey, don't worry," she said and bent to kiss my breast. Her hot breath felt wonderful and her teeth tortured my nipple. "I understand. I loved making you come."



"But, you didn't come."
"It's all right," she said. "I had fun."
"But..."
"But, nothing, Ann," she assured me. "I can give myself an orgasm later."
"Do it now and let me watch," I asked.
Tam lifted her head from my chest and looked me in the eyes.
"For sure?"
"Yes, unless you feel that would be degrading, or something."
"Never," she said with her brilliant smile.
She shifted so she was resting on the bottom of the bed while I remained at the top. She spread her legs, exposing a beautiful shade of pink inside her black lips. With one finger, she teased her clit. Then, she ran a finger along her slit, working the juices all over her sex. Finally, she slipped two fingers inside and kept one finger of the other hand on her clit. She pumped and rubbed until her hands glistened with womanly essence. I let my own fingers mimic what she was doing.
"Yes, yes," she breathed, as with a final thrust she slammed her thighs closed and shook. Her body twitched and her mouth hung open. When she had finished, her knees fell apart and her pink and black flesh shone with wetness. Overcome with my own eroticism and lust, I crawled forward, bent over and placed a small kiss on her exposed flesh. The aroma of sex was overpowering and I kissed her there once more, using more pressure and letting my tongue flick her still engorged clit, tasting her exotic juices. I then could not stop kissing her there. Next, I then dared to slip a finger inside the hot and wet opening while I attempted to keep my tongue on her clit. I started plunging, not really knowing what I was doing, but eagerly trying to please her.
"Oh, God," screamed Tam. She clamped her thighs on my head and quivered. I felt a warm gush of her juices flow and my chin was soaked.
As she relaxed, I pulled away and sat up.
"Awesome," came the sound from the doorway.
I turned to see Meg standing there, her fingers still deep inside her own pussy. She moved to the bed and noticed the liquid on my mouth and chin.
"Let me," she said. She kissed and licked me clean and then turned and bent to lick the remains of Tam's orgasm from her sex. As she did so, I was staring into her exposed pussy and instantly knew why Dan had reacted the way he did. Shocking myself, I stroked the slightly open slit and slipped a finger inside. Meg pushed back against my hand and groaned. I leaned forward and kissed her pussy from behind. After a minute, I pulled away, removing my finger from her hole.
She turned kissed my mouth and then nestled her head between my legs and brought me to another climax.
The three of us then snuggled under the sheet and fell into a deep sleep.
I awoke around midnight and panicked, forgetting where I was. I then noticed the two, warm and naked female bodies sandwiched around me. I kissed each of them lightly and eased out of bed.
Making my way downstairs, I found Jeb in the kitchen having a snack.
"Can I offer you something?"
"No, thanks," I said as my gaze wandered to his now flaccid cock. "I think I want to get back to my cabin."
"I didn't necessarily mean that," he said.
I nodded and said, "But, it would not be off the menu, either."
He took my hand and placed it on his cock. I felt the warmth of it and enjoyed the sense of it between me fingers. He bowed and kissed me gently.
"Mmm," he said, "a familiar taste. I guess you enjoyed yourself."
"Yes," was all I could manage as I felt the thing in my hands grow and harden.
I dropped to my knees and kissed it from tip to balls and took as much as I could in my mouth. Jeb rocked with pleasure and I sucked each ball eliciting noises from him.
After a minute or so, I stopped and stood. "I think I better go."
"Not staying the night?" he asked.
"Think I'd rather go back," I replied.
"I'd really like to fuck you, Ann," he said rubbing his cock against my pussy. I swooned with the rush of heat in my groin. I enjoyed the sensation and then felt his tip split my lips. I stepped back.
"I need to leave," I gasped.
He pressed his cock harder against my pussy. I pushed back. He lifted me and his tip was at my opening. Slowly he eased himself in side. I thought my vagina would split apart but it slowly accommodated him. Soon, he was fully inside and my weight pressed my pussy down on him. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he walked me to the couch in the living room. He turned and sat and I could now use my legs pushing against the floor to ride up and down. As I became wetter and accustomed to the size of him, I rode him faster and harder until I could hold back no longer. I felt myself squirt as I came for another time. I collapsed against his chest and tried to catch my breath. Amazingly he was still rock hard inside me.
After a few minutes, I stood and eased myself off. I told him I really had to leave.
"No problem, I'll walk you."
"Oh, I'm fine," I assured him.
"Ann, our camp is safe. But it is also dark and you could easily trip and fall. I insist on walking you back."
We went along in silence for a while when Jeb spoke.
"Ann, I hope tonight was not too much for you."
I shook my head, but was not sure he could see in the dark, so I placed my hand on his still hard cock.
"No, it wasn't," I softly said.
He put his hand atop mine and said, "Good."
"We are not sex fiends and we don't run an orgy camp. We are adults who enjoy sex and believe that adults can decide what they want to do and with whom. Nothing more than that. This evening we were able to see just a glimpse of the incredibly complex and beautiful woman that you are, Ann. I know Tam, Meg and I are the better for it. You are welcome in our home any time."
I stopped and turned to him. He sensed my need and opened his arms. I felt warm and safe next to this tall, kind man with the huge erection pushed between us. I began to understand that he was the glue that kept the three of them together. They had opened a door for me that I could not yet enter, only look in with envy. I sensed Jeb understood. He kissed the top of my head and my tears started flowing.
I sobbed into his chest and he held me tighter.
"Jeb, thank you for tonight. I doubt if I will ever experience its equal. I envy what the three of you have."
He lifted my chin and kissed me on the lips. It was a sensuous and exciting kiss. I opened my mouth and his tongue entered. We enjoyed each other for a long time, as his hands explored all my exposed flesh.
"Ann, you are beautiful. I think you may have many more adventures ahead of you if you will only let them come to you. Don't let your fears rule you. Be brave; take steps. Think about it. Come back and stay with us for a weekend, or longer. We will all make fantastic love together."
He kissed me again and we parted. I crept into the cabin and up into my bed. I paused to look at Carey lying naked in her bed, the covers tossed aside, with one hand resting on her clit as she slept. I now knew what it would be like to bury my face in that sweet spot. I bent over and placed a tender kiss on the smooth crotch. She stirred but did not wake. I kissed her clit and licked a couple more times.
I climbed into my bed and buried my face in my pillow and cried softly. I am not sure if they were tears of joy or frustration. I do know that the experience at Silver Pines forever changed my outlook on sexuality and eventually my life.
Drying my tears and smiling to myself I whispered, "Look out world, here I come. And look out Silver Pines, I shall return."



        Sun, Sand & Seduction Ch. 01

        Sisters-in-law rekindle their passion with one man.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sun-sand-and-seduction-ch-01

Title: Sun, Sand & Seduction Ch. 01

Author: orie

Category: Group Sex

Description: Sisters-in-law rekindle their passion with one man.

Tags: girl-on-girl, milf, teens, threesome, masturbation, nude beach, anal

Series: Sun, Sand & Seduction


(I've written before about Owen and Anne Marie. This story involves mostly Owen. If you are interested you can find those other tales on my page. They are not necessary to enjoy—at least I hope you enjoy—this story, but they do give you some insight into each person.)
Anne Marie is my lover, friend and partner. She is 11 years older than my 29 years, but we never consider our age difference. We are deeply in love and trust each other implicitly. What happened over a weekend illustrates just how strong we are as a couple.
I've had two serious relationships with women. The first was Betsey and that started in college. The other is Anne Marie, my lover of two years. With each relationship I have experienced a lover open to experiments and more often the leader in sexual adventure. I have written before about Anne Marie and our relationship with Becky. I want to share another adventure that occurred last summer. Becky had moved to Kansas City for a great career opportunity. Anne Marie and I were back to a semi-monogamous relationship and having a great time.
In mid-June, we decided to spend a long weekend at her beach house in Truro on Cape Cod. Lots of sun, sex, wine and relaxation, and, yeah, more sex. We arrived late Thursday evening. After a light dinner and some wine, we called it an early evening, both of us tired from our work schedules.
Around 10 on Friday morning, after a breakfast of rich coffee and a baguette and marmalade, we headed to the beach and settled in.
The dunes loomed over the beach, indifferent to those in enjoying the sand. They mostly looked at the ocean with a face showing the signs of wind and rain. Each year, it was the same dune, but again not the same. New wrinkles, deeper crevices, a fallen cheek here and there. It didn't look older, just more worn. I loved the dunes.
It was the second week in June and a decent day for the time. Being a weekday, the family section parking lot of the beach did not appear crowded when we turned around to head back to the parking area near a path in the woods. We approached the beach through tall beach grass and arrived in the nude area. We were practically alone. We quickly shed our suits and were relaxing in our beach chairs, when we noticed two women walking up our way from the family area. As they neared, we could see they were probably early 30s. One woman was wearing a navy blue tank suit. She was attractive with auburn hair trailing out of a floppy brimmed hat and she showed the swell of a little belly. The other had on a green two piece, fairly conservative. She was in good shape, taller than the other woman and had light brown hair pulled into a pony tail and a visor shading her eyes. Both were wearing dark glasses and talking easily. Suddenly they noticed us sitting no more than 15 feet from them. They actually did a double take and then picked up their pace. We could see them laughing as they went down the beach.
Soon, they rounded a bend and were out of sight. I decided to take a dip, even though the water was chilly. I swam parallel to the shore for about 10 minutes and then started making my way out of the water. I saw that Anne Marie, still spectacularly nude, was now standing and talking with the two women. Anne Marie saw me hesitate in the water and waved me up. I made my out of the sea and crossed to them, slightly embarrassed at my naked state.
Anne Marie told me she was standing by the water when the women came back and they began talking. Making introductions, I learned the one-piece swimsuit was Sharon and the bikini was Alice. They were vacationing with their families and staying in another part of Truro.
Behind their sunglasses they were probably trying not to laugh at the pitiful state of my manhood, still mildly affected by the dip in the cool salt water. We all chatted for a while and they waved and left.
Anne Marie said that they were sisters-in-law, married to twin brothers. Anne Marie explained that Sharon recently had her second child and I assumed that accounted for her slight belly. Alice had one child the same age as Sharon's oldest. Their in-laws were taking the kids for a couple days and their husbands were doing a golf marathon for the next two days. Anne Marie invited them back to join us tomorrow. They both said they could never go nude on the beach, at least they didn't think they could, but they might come and visit.
That afternoon back at the house Anne Marie got a call from Trish at work. Trish was once our favorite waitress at our regular pub. After Anne Marie persuaded her to be my kitchen helper at a dinner party for five women where I was the nude waiter, we began hanging out together. Trish was a diamond in the rough. She was tall, blond and beautiful, but many rough edges still showed. Anne Marie took her under her wing and soon the rough edges began to smooth out. Finally, Anne Marie hired her as her assistant at the bank. Now, Trish was polished, put together and even more desirable. We had some erotic experiences before she began working for Anne Marie, including a long weekend she shared our bed, joined also by Becky. I knew she had a crush on me and, I suspected, one on Anne Marie as well. She and Anne Marie had since shared a couple passionate nights, but that all ended when Trish began working for Anne Marie
Now, Anne Marie maintained a warm, but professional relationship with Trish. We still got together, but sex between Trish and Anne Marie was off the table. I felt it would also be inappropriate if Trish and I continued a physical relationship since she was working for my partner. We did have fun hanging around together, many times in the nude in our apartment or down here at the Cape and going as far as sharing an occasional shower or bath. Even that, unfortunately, was becoming a rare occasion.
Trish told Anne Marie the bank needed her to be in London in the evening of the next day, meaning she had to leave tonight. Anne Marie told me to stay at the house and she would be back by the middle of next week. She said I might enjoy getting to know the two women we met briefly today. She winked and gave me a kiss on the cheek.
We had come in separate cars and she packed and headed back up to Boston. Trish had already booked both of them on the last flight out of Logan that night. Trish was over at our apartment packing a bag for Anne Marie.
The next day I woke already missing Anne Marie. It was another fabulous day, so I packed my beach bag and headed out around mid-morning.
The family section was more crowded on this Saturday and as I neared our usual spot in the nude area, I noticed two or three umbrellas farther down the clothing optional beach. A couple in their fifties was walking past me toward one of the umbrellas. Their all over tan indicated they probably wintered somewhere with a nude beach.
I spread my blanket and put up an umbrella in case the afternoon sun proved too strong. Settled in my beach chair, I was deep into my book when I heard a hell-o. I looked up and Sharon and Alice were making their way over. They were dressed in the same suits as yesterday. I stood up to say hi and they both started giggling. After saying hi, Sharon said it was so weird to see a naked man just standing there talking. Alice said that it looked like some things do thaw out. Sharon gave her a vicious jab in the ribs, but I just laughed. I told them that yes contraction in the cold is part of nature.
Alice gave a snort and said in any size it was a hell of lot better than her husband's. Sharon told her to behave, but Alice said it's true. And, she added that "goes for both of the boys." Sharon again punched her sister-in-law and told her private matters should be discussed in private.
Since we were now having a conversation, I asked if they wanted to sit. We all dropped to the blanket. I told them about Anne Marie being called out of the country for business. That led to a discussion about Anne Marie's work and what I did. I then asked them about their lives. Alice was a forensic accountant and worked with law firms who used her to track down assets in both divorce and liability cases against companies. Alice said that's where she met her husband. He and his twin are partners in their own CPA firm and were the auditors on a case she was brought in on about ten years ago. Bruce was a nice-looking guy, who was a little overweight, but she said he seemed like a decent person. They started dating and within a year were engaged. They soon married and had their daughter a year later.
In the times I've been involved in conversations with other people, where one or all of us were nude, I've observed that the honesty of the talk rose considerably. I assume that nakedness takes away a barrier, other than the obvious lack of clothing. Such now seemed to be the case as Alice spoke.
Alice laughed and said she was insistent they hold out on intercourse until they married.
"Alice, said Sharon, "I am sure Owen is not interested in your past sex life."
I said I was interested in listening to what she wanted to talk about.
"Well," she snorted, "That would be a first—a man listening."
She went on to say she was no virgin and had a number of boy friends, both in college and afterwards. But, she felt that if this was going to turn into something special, she wanted to be sure it was not just because a guy wanted to get in her pants.
Bruce put up no fight, and Alice said that should have been a big red flag. Sharon turned her head toward her sister-in-law and I imagined gave Alice another cautionary glance behind her sunglasses, but Alice ignored it. She sighed and said she was way past putting a pretty face on an ugly sex life.
"Life is not just all about sex," said Sharon.
"Agreed, but it's not all about the absence of it either," retorted Alice.
Alice said that for the first couple months, they had regular sex, but it was never exciting. Bruce was a missionary and let's get it over with guy.
"Alice!" hissed Sharon.
"Well, it's true. And from what you've told me, Chuck is just like him."
"Well, I am not complaining."
"Bullshit. Just yesterday you told me that seeing Owen naked was exciting and that Chuck never does anything exciting."
"Alice, I can't believe you said that in front of Owen."
"Well, it's true."
I interrupted them to stop the start of what appeared to be bickering. I said Anne Marie mentioned they were considering going au natural. Sharon actually blushed and Alice said they didn't say for sure. I invited them to try it.
"What have you got to lose?" I asked.
"Well, our privacy for one thing, our self-respect for another. And, our husbands would kill us" said Sharon.
"Fuck them," said Alice. She reached behind and undid her top and pulled it over her head. She had nice boobs, which had a couple small stretch marks, likely from childbearing. They were probably about a 36 C with tiny areoles and pink nipples. The nips were erect and poked up in a tantalizing fashion. She looked at Sharon who just shook her head. Kneeling, Alice shrugged and pulled down her bottoms. She had a trimmed brown bush and more stretch marks. I told her she looked very pretty. She laughed and said with these sagging boobs, stretch marks and cellulite on her ass—sure "I look fantastic."
I disagreed and said that her breasts were attractive, especially her nipples, and stretch marks are stretch marks. I liked looking at her naked. By her reaction, I sensed that she had not heard any compliments about her body in a long time. But I meant it; I really enjoyed looking at her nakedness. She smiled and sat back down, inadvertently showing some pink as she pulled her knees up in front of her to slip off her bikini bottoms. I felt that old stirring in my groin, but fought it off.
Sharon tried to motion her to close her legs, since she could also see the show Alice was making. Alice finally got the point and laughed, but closed her legs, saying, "Sometimes it needs a bit of an airing to clear out the cobwebs."
We all laughed.
Alice turned to Sharon and told her to at least take down her top. Sharon hesitated, but Alice kept at it.
"No man has seen me without clothes since I got married," said Sharon.
"So, what better time to get beyond that," replied Sharon. "Don't be such a pris. Let yourself go."
Reluctantly, Sharon slipped the straps down her arms and tugged the suit beyond her large breasts. She apologized about her swollen boobs. "After two kids and lots of breast-feeding, I can't claim having perky tits."
I said her breasts were beautiful. And they were. Big, white, round with dark areoles and darker nipples that stood out at least ¾ of an inch.
We sat there for a while as the women gradually grew accustomed to being nude or half nude. Our easy conversation from earlier picked up and soon we were laughing and enjoying the sun.
I told them the best part of being on a nude beach—in addition to being nude—was taking a walk. I said there is no greater feeling of freedom than walking naked outside. I invited them to join me. Alice was immediately for it, but Sharon hesitated. Alice told her to just go for it. She reminded her how they talked about what it would be like, now's the time to do it. Sharon looked around, and there was no one else in sight. See eyed the umbrellas farther down the beach, but no one seemed to be stirring by them.
Saying out loud, "I can't believe I am doing this," she stood up and dropped the rest of her suit. She had a dark and full bush, slightly trimmed to accommodate the fit of her tank suit. She also still had a red C-section scar above her pubic line. Her belly had a little swell, but I actually found it sexy and told her so. She punched me in the arm and said I was either blind or crazy, but thanked me anyway.
I suggested they put on sun screen. Both did so shyly, especially as they covered their breasts and private areas. When they finished, I took each by the hand and we walked the beach.
Walking naked outside helps to loosen a lot of inhibitions. We chatted about how Sharon met Chuck. She was a school teacher and Chuck's firm was part of a Chamber of Commerce effort to teach kids financial literacy. He came to her sophomore class and presented one of the most boring presentations she had ever witnessed. Sharon had to keep jumping in, asking questions, making jokes just to keep the kids from all falling asleep.
After class, Chuck asked how it went. Sharon offered that it was certainly educational. Chuck smiled and said you mean deadly.
Sharon laughed and agreed. That broke the ice and they talked for a half hour, since his presentation was for the last class of the day. He asked her out, and to her surprise she accepted. Chuck was not her type. She was attracted to the skinny, brooding, intellectual type. Deep conversations about important ideas, great books and current affairs were Sharon's concepts of the basis for a good relationship. Chuck was burly, never read anything except balance sheets and could wax poetically only about sports.
He was, however, smitten with Sharon and pursued her. Being flattered with his affection, she relented to his pursuit and agreed to marry. Unlike the more adventurous Alice, Sharon admitted she did have sex with him before tying the knot. She softly said the sex was as boring as his class presentation, but by this time she had agreed to marry, had mentally committed to the relationship and thought sex would get better.
Laughing, she said it actually went in the other direction.
Alice then admitted they both talked about meeting me and Anne Marie yesterday. Neither had ever been on a nude beach before and never had a conversation with two naked people. Alice said it wasn't just seeing me naked that intrigued her and Sharon—and she admitted they discussed it at length over a bottle of wine last night. She said both their husbands had let themselves go, had gotten huge guts, and acted like louts half the time. She also said that her husband's dick was slowly disappearing under the layer of fat, and the last time he got it up was a year ago. Sharon said that her husband can get it up, but it doesn't last very long. Surprising herself, she said the sex that produced her second child was the result of her getting drunk one night and literally attacking Chuck. Unusual for them, she got on top. He lasted even less time than usual, and low and behold, even a quick lay can produce a surprise package.
They liked that I was in shape and was so social yesterday. Alice said that later when my organ returned to normal size they were both impressed.
"Jesus, Alice, really."
"Hey, don't play Saint Sharon. You said Owen was the best hung man you ever saw and that you really liked his, if I may quote you, 'sweet cock.' I agree, dear, he is well hung."
I shifted the conversation to point out a seal breaking the surface of the ocean to break the tension that seemed to be building between them. It worked and the two women stopped going at each other. Alice asked about me and Anne Marie and we talked about our relationship.
They both agreed that Anne Marie was one of the most beautiful women that each had ever seen. They couldn't believe it when I told them her age.
"She looks like our age," offered Alice.
We kept walking and soon, as usually happens, they acted like they forgot they were naked. We had a great time talking and laughing about the ordinary trials of life. They had a million funny kids stories and I told them about my being a naked waiter at a couple CFNM dinner parties, most recently with the one where Trish was my kitchen helper and included Anne Marie, Becky and the other three women who lived in our apartment house. They kept saying "no way" but begged for more details. The only slight glitch came when two guys approached from the other direction, both nude. Sharon wanted to run into the water and cover herself, but I said they are probably gay and would be more interested in me. It was the case. The guys nodded to the women and said high to me. They were older, in their fifties, and in fairly good shape. They held hands and let their dicks swing back and forth as they made their way down the beach. Alice remarked that theirs were not as attractive as some others and lightly flicked my penis with the back of her hand. Sharon cried out saying she could not believe Alice just did that. I just laughed and said thanks for the compliment.
We walked a little longer and turned back. The women now had their arms linked in mine. Alice said she can't believe that she and Sharon—especially Sharon—are walking naked on a beach. I asked if she didn't agree that it was a liberating experience. Both agreed, and then Alice said another thing she loved was watching my dick swing back and forth, and the way my balls bounced along. Sharon almost fainted from embarrassment and chided Alice. Alice told her to be honest, and that she was checking out my dick just as much as she was. Sharon giggled and admitted she was. She was fascinated by how the foreskin came to a point in the front. She said the only dick with a foreskin she ever saw was on her son and then it was cut off.
I said ouch and admitted I was grateful to my parents for sparing me that procedure. I was beginning to feel a little uncomfortable with the focus on my manhood, and said, "Enough about my dick."
Alice agreed and said let's talk about "your yummy ass." With that, Alice freed her hand from my arm and slipped it onto my ass. She cupped a cheek and I flexed it for her. "Oh, my God, Sharon, you have to try this." Sharon looked at where her sister-in-law's hand was and shook her head.
"No, really, Sharon, you have to feel this." I told her it was OK. Sharon then cupped my other cheek. She let out a small groan. "Fuckin' fab," she squealed.



Alice howled and said, "When did you start using 'fuck' as an adjective?"
"Ever since I took off my clothes, walked down a beach naked in front of the world, watched my sister-in-law cop a feel of a strange man's penis and cupped that same man's rock hard ass. I figured I can use fuck and won't give a shit who the fuck hears me."
We all laughed aloud at Sharon's newfound boldness. We walked the rest of the way to my blanket with their hands on my butt. I slipped my hand on each of their behinds as well. The both wiggled in response. Sharon's was broad and soft, but felt good. Alice's was smaller and still had good muscle tone. I asked, and she confirmed, she was a runner. I squeezed her cheek and said I could tell. I told her it was a prime A ass. She turned her head and kissed my cheek and softly said "thanks." We finished our walk hands on cheeks, and thankfully no one else came upon us.
We returned to my blanket and sat back down. Sharon opened her big beach bag and pulled out a bottle of sun block. She applied it to her skin and especially those areas that were a stranger to the sun and then tossed it to Alice, who also liberally covered her white parts. Alice offered it to me and I put it on, including rubbing it into my penis. This action produced an audible groan from Alice, which sent us into a bout of laughter.
"You don't need any help, do you?" Alice asked with a wicked smile.
I said "all done for now". Alice made a pout face and we all laughed.
Sharon then pulled out three bottles of water and a plastic bag filled with trail mix. We all greedily drank and snacked.
I said I felt like a nap and the others said they should be going.
"Going where? Didn't you say your husbands wouldn't be back until late tomorrow and the kids were back in Boston for a couple days with grandparents?"
They both nodded.
"Well, relax. Spread out on the blanket, and enjoy one of the most beautiful days of the season."
They looked at each other and simultaneously shrugged. Alice crawled on her knees and started spreading her towel and in doing so totally exposed her sex from the rear. I was enjoying the view when Sharon noticed. "Alice, my God, your whole pussy is on display."
Alice called back over her shoulder. "Well, I hope it looks good."
"Beautiful," I uttered. Alice shook her ass and we got an even better glimpse of her hidden treasure.
"You're shameless," put in Sharon.
After the towels were in place the women lay down next to each other.
I reached into my bag and pulled out a t-shirt and slipped it on. I then covered my bottom with a towel.
"Getting shy," teased Alice.
"No, just practical. This is the strongest sun of the day. I don't want to get burned and I suggest you guys cover up as well. Only, don't put your suits back on. Do what I'm doing, pull a towel over you, and cover your feet and toes. You can get some partial shade from the umbrella, but still be safe and cover up."
They complied. We all made pillows from extra towels and soon drifted off.
I woke about a half hour later and felt baked from the sun. I got up and pulled my t-shirt off.
"Where you going," asked Sharon in a quiet tone so as not to awaken her sill resting sister-in-law.
"Taking a dip, I'm roasting. Join me?"
Sharon looked at her snoozing friend and then at my extended hand and my penis inches from her face. She opted for the hand and I helped her up. Holding her hand I led her to the waves. As we neared the water, a group of young people were approaching. There were two guys and four girls, all in their early twenties, and they all wore swim suits. I feared Sharon would freeze up.
Instead, as our paths crossed, she paused and asked if any of them had been in today. They acted cool, and one girl answered that they were in about an hour ago, and the water was fairly warm. Sharon thanked them and then pulled me into the sea. She then gave me a conspiratorial wink.
The first sensation was cold, but as we stood in the knee deep sea, we became accustomed to it. Sharon then ran forward and dove under a wave. Screaming she resurfaced and urged me to join her, which I did.
After the initial shock, we began to enjoy the water. We waded out until we could catch some waves and body surfed back to shore. We rode several waves and knelt in the soft sand.
I told her I thought she would freak out when those young people came by.
She thought for a bit and then explained.
"I am a bit shy," she said. And then laughed out loud, "Ok, I am really shy and self-conscious about my body, especially with this baby belly, saggy boobs and my C-section scar. But, last night Alice kept going on about how attractive you and Anne Marie were and how cool you both were being nude in front of us. She said she really wanted to be that way and just might give it a try. I didn't say anything, but was thinking the exact same thing."
A wave broke over us as we sat there and the water dripped enticingly off her breasts. She caught me looking and laughed.
"That's what I mean," she continued. "You are looking right at me, well, at my tits. You are not embarrassed by this. Earlier when you complimented both Alice and me on our bodies, I began thinking that this is good. I liked being looked at and having a man tell me he likes what he sees. Then, when we were walking I really got into the feeling of freedom being naked. I liked looking at your dick as we walked, there I've said it aloud. Alice was right on that account. And, having my hand on your butt and yours on my ass, well, that felt good. So, when I was laying up there, I figured I like this sense of openness and I am not going to freeze up just because it is unconventional. Screw it, I thought, I am going to enjoy today come what may."
I reached over and hugged her as we sat in the shallow waves.
Just then one of the girls and the boys, who had gone by earlier, stopped.
"So, what do you think? Warm?" called out the girl, who had given us the advice before.
"Fabulous," answered Sharon. The water only came half way up her thigh as she knelt there, and she seemed totally comfortable talking with these three kids with her entire body uncovered. "Why don't you join us?'
I was not sure I heard her correctly. A few hours ago, she practically fainted because someone might see her nude. Now, she was inviting others to join her.
The young girl glanced at both boys. They looked lost for an answer.
"Why not," said the girl. She trotted back to where there was dry sand and in a second stripped off her suit. The boys were totally taken aback.
She jogged back to us and we stood to greet her. There was about a three foot stretch of pebbles before you got to the soft sand. Sharon and I reached out and she took our hands to get across.
We were almost knocked over by a wave and decided to go out past where they were breaking.
"Hi, I'm Kelly."
"Sharon and Owen," I replied. "Are your friends coming?"
Kelly laughed and said, "Well, I'm sure they are in total shock. We all go to college together in Rhode Island and are working summer jobs in Hyannis. Each of us took off from work this morning to enjoy this perfect beach day. They have never seen me naked, except when one of them tries to look down my blouse. I'm sure they don't know what to make of this. But, I figured, what the..."
Kelly hesitated, perhaps thinking she might offend us "older folks."
Sharon piped in, "You figured, what the fuck, and went for it."
Kelly laughed and fist-bumped Sharon. "You got it."
Kelly had a tight young girl's body, with firm breasts, a narrow waist and a neatly trimmed dark patch. She had a glowing smile and very white teeth.
The three of us started heading deeper into the ocean. We all caught a good wave and road it back toward shore. Breaking the surface, we saw the two boys still standing there. Kelly bounced up and told them to come in, without their suits she emphasized. The taller boy made up his mind and dropped his suit. He flung it back toward Kelly's on the dry sand, but it landed about five feet short. He shrugged, turned and plunged in.
He also had a young body, with no visible fat, little chest hair, and a thick black pubic patch framing his thin penis and sack. He jumped up after his first dip, and we all again saw proof that cold water has a definite affect on the male member. He saw us looking down and then inspected himself. "Hey, Kelly, you know all about shrinkage, right?"
"Right, but don't worry I won't tell everyone that you have a magic way of retracting Mr. Happy into a peanut shell."
The boy laughed and said, "It is what it is." He then extended his hand and introduced himself as Timmy. We reciprocated and then Kelly asked if Jake was coming in.
We were out deep enough that the sound of the waves probably hid the sound of our conversation from reaching the boy standing alone at the shore.
"He's got a boner and is ashamed to come in."
Kelly giggled and said, "Really? It wouldn't bother me. How about you, Sharon?"
Sharon smiled and shook her head.
"Well," continued Kelly, "I'm not going to worry. Let's catch some waves."
The four of us headed back out. There was a lull in the waves, so we just bobbed together waiting for the waves to pick back up. The water was below our chests and the women's breasts were visible. I could tell Timmy was trying to look at both Kelly and Sharon without seeming too obvious. He was not successful.
"Jesus, Timmy," said Kelly. "It's Okay to look. We're naked, and we are naked because we want to be. I'm not trying to hide my tits, so freaking look at them. As a matter of fact, I think I might be a bit disappointed if you didn't."
Timmy blushed and said he really wasn't staring.
"Yes, you were," replied Sharon. "And, I agree with Kelly. It's Okay."
She moved next to the younger woman and put her arm around her shoulders.
"Now, take a good long look. This is educational, sort of the before and after. Kelly's tits are standing right up and looking good. Mine are drooping down, and looking so-so good. So, before kids and after kids." As she said this she lifted a breast, and Kelly did the same.
"If I may," I interjected. "I agree with most of what Sharon said, except that Sharon's tits are way better than just so-so. They are beautiful."
"Right on!" echoed Kelly. To illustrate the point, she put her hand on Sharon's left breast. "Wow, these are beautiful. They seem so heavy compared to mine." She reached and placed Sharon's hand on her own right breast.
Sharon left her hand on Kelly for a few more seconds and then dropped it. She said, "Mine are so heavy because I am recently stopped nursing. In a few weeks they will shrink a bit, but they are bigger than before I had kids."
"Well, no matter the reason," I said, "your breasts are incredibly beautiful."
Sharon turned to me and mouthed 'thank you'. Kelly briefly put both her hands on Sharon's breasts and once again declared them "awesome."
Sharon turned and gave me a hug. I really was telling the truth and looking at both of those two sets of fantastic breasts, I let nature take its course. Sharon immediately felt my erection pushing against her stomach. I thought she would flip out, but she actually held the hug a few seconds longer and slightly ground her pelvis into my boner.
Breaking away, she first gave me a peck on the cheek, then kissed me full on the mouth, and under the water let her hand wrap around my stiff member and gave it a gentle tug. We just stayed in the spot, and she kept her hand on my erection. She then, with a laugh in her voice, announced that a big swell was coming and we should get ready for some great waves. We rode one in. Timmy caught a bigger one and went all the way to shore. He got out and went to talk to Jake, still standing at the water's edge.
Kelly ended up next to us and said it was nice to see a couple who still were turned on by each other. Sharon looked shaken and asked what she meant.
"Well, I wasn't like staring," said Kelly, "but it was fairly obvious you were copping a feel on Owen before. Hey, why not. You're married and ought to have a little fun. I was thinking about doing the same to Timmy, who by the way, got a boner watching us touch each other, but I think he would have freaked out."
"What makes you think we're married?" I asked.
"Sharon has a ring, you're hanging around nude together, and are you're like almost making love in the water. "
"You're very observant," I told her. "Do you think Timmy also caught on to us?"
"Yeah, right," she said sarcastically. "He was way too engrossed in checking out our tits. But, I was right about you guys playing grabby before, right?"
I laughed and slipped my arm around Sharon's shoulder and let my hand slide down to her breast. Sharon played along and took hold of my penis, and winked at Kelly.
Kelly blushed and said, "You guys are way cool. Like, you're touching each other and it's no big deal."
Sharon laughed and said, "Oh, it's a big deal right now." She smiled and let her index finger rise up.
"Really," exclaimed Kelly. "Like boner-ville?"
Sharon nodded and said, "See for yourself."
Sharon turned me so my back was to the shore. As the last wave moved out, I stood up and the water level dropped below my waist exposing my erection and Sharon's fingers wrapped around it.
"Wow," said Kelly. "That's an awesome cock, Owen. Sharon must be a happy woman."
Just then a wave came in and pushed Kelly into us. Her hand reached out for balance and landed by accident, well maybe not totally by accident, on my hard-on.
Sharon felt the young girl's hand next to hers. She said, "Not bad, eh?"
Kelly let it linger and said, "No, not bad at all."
"This is fuckin' awesome, Owen. I could see you were well hung when we first met on the shore. I was intrigued that you were uncircumcised. I'd only known a couple other guys like that. I never saw any of them with a hard-on. It is very, very nice. Sharon, you are one lucky woman. I can only imagine what it must be like, you know, having sex."
As she spoke, Kelly let her fingers slide up and down, and reached lower to feel my balls.
"God, if Jake only knew how horny I am now. Hell, maybe I should just screw Timmy. I don't think he'd go for it, though. He is hot for Cheryl, she's the blond girl who was with us before. But, the juices are flowing right now, so who knows what could happen." She winked as she gave me another tug on my erection. She leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the lips, pressing her breasts into my chest as she did so.
"You don't mind, Sharon?"
"It's cool, sweetie."
"No, you are cool. Totally cool," Kelly said. She leaned into Sharon and kissed her, and their breasts brushed each other.
We heard Timmy call out and when we looked up, we noticed that Jake had left and we could just make out his shape going back down the beach in the direction of the clothed part. He must have been shouting for Jake, but he kept on walking.
"Too bad," said Kelly. "I was kinda' curious about what he looked like nude. I thought by getting naked we might jump start something. I was turned on thinking about him having a hard-on under his suit. I would have enjoyed seeing that. But, Timmy's real cute, so no complaints. And, Owen is not dog meat. Right, Sharon?"
Kelly looked over my shoulder and noticed Timmy making his way back out, she removed her hand from my erection and leaned in and kissed me again, pressing her breasts into my chest and my erection into her stomach.
"Awesome, just, awesome
We laughed. Kelly watched Timmy make his way back out, his dick bobbing up and down.
"Well, Timmy is easy on the eyes. Don't you think, Sharon?" she asked.
"Definitely, but I feel like a cougar even thinking that," replied Sharon.
"Don't," said Kelly. "You're not old and a cute naked guy is still a cute naked guy. Just like Owen."
"No disagreement on my part," responded Sharon. Since Timmy was making his way back out, I removed my hand from Sharon's breast. Kelly noticed and reached under the water to see if she had let go of my still stiff member. Letting her fingers go up and down me and feeling Sharon's hand wrapped around my base, she smiled coyly. She took her free hand, grabbed one of my hands and placed it on her left breast. I felt the firm flesh and stiff nipple.
"Not big and full like Sharon's," she said, "but not too bad on its own."
She winked and squeezed me one last time.
"No, not too bad at all," I said gently squeezing her nipple and feeling it stiffen even more.
"Cool," commented Kelly.
We all broke apart. As Timmy rejoined us, we went deeper and caught more waves. After a few more rides, we all decided to get out, since we were feeling the chill of the ocean. Thankfully my erection had subsided.
We awkwardly exited, fighting the undertow, the pebbles and the steep climb up the sand. I was behind Kelly, marveling at her young and firm ass and her exposed pussy as she bent from the waist and doggy-crawled over the stones. She glanced behind me saw me staring at her open pussy. She looked at my dick. She winked and gave me a thumbs up sign.
I invited the couple up to use our towels to dry. Kelly picked up her suit, but Timmy could not find his. Evidently, the waves reached it and carried it away.
I told him to come up and get dry and we'd think of something. We arrived to find Alice waking up. She seemed surprised at seeing the four of us, but quickly recovered. After introductions, we all grabbed towels and dried off. Timmy was now trying not to look at three naked women instead of two and all three sitting Indian style with their pussies exposed. By the way he held the towel in front of him, I guessed the visual sight was getting to him.
We still had some water and trail mix left and we sat on the blankets enjoying the nourishment and chatting. Timmy kept the towel in his lap.
Finally Kelly said, "For Christ's sake, Timmy. We all know you have a hard-on. It's natural and no big deal. You are looking at three gorgeous bods. So, stop making it geeky and stop the towel in the lap shit."
He turned even redder than the burgeoning sun burn on his cheeks. He seemed clearly undecided.
"Tim, it is no big deal," Kelly continued. "Owen had a huge hard-on when we were in the water. I saw it. Ok, so don't freak out."
Alice looked at me and Sharon and we grinned sheepishly.
Slowly Timmy tossed the towel aside.
Kelly looked directly in his lap.
"Very nice, Tim, very nice."
He smiled and stretched out on his back next to her, his manhood rising like a sundial. I tossed her the sunscreen, and grinning devilishly she applied a thin coat to Timmy's boner. He had a smile a mile wide.
As she gently stroked him, working the lotion onto his erection, Sharon put a glob in her own hand and slowly inched it toward me. Alice's jaw dropped as Sharon reached my now semi-erect penis. She rubbed it onto my member, which obediently rose to the occasion.
Alice shook her head in amazement at this bold gesture from her sister-in-law. Now fully erect, I lay back and let my erection bask in the sun and the attention from three beautiful women.
About an hour later, Kelly said they should get going. Timmy, now back to a flaccid state, asked what he was going to do. There were three other girls with them, and they had to walk through a bunch of people in the clothed part to get to their spot.
I said he could take one of our towels and wrap it around him, and hope that would work until they could get back to their spot down the beach. He said he did have some cutoffs he could put on, and that a towel wrapped around him would be just the thing.
As they stood to go, Kelly said to Timmy, "Let's not get dressed yet. We can walk down to that bend in the shore, before we start to encounter the clothed people."



Timmy nodded and stood to go.
As we said our good byes, I sensed that Kelly wanted to hug us. Sharon sensed the same thing, and made the decision for her. She opened her arms and embraced Kelly. Kelly responded, pushing her body tight against Sharon and once again kissing her lips. Alice gave her a little kiss on the cheek, but did not hug. Kelly turned to me, 1,000 watt smile in full blast.
"Well, Owen, it sure has been nice meeting you."
She stepped into my arms and pressed her body close against me. I felt her nipples in my chest and her bush against my groin. She whispered in my ear.
"Thanks. I think you have an awesome body and I will long remember you with a hard-on. Once again, I say Sharon is one lucky woman."
She broke free, after a little grab on my cheeks. With a big wave, we bid good-bye to Kelly and Timmy.
They were hardly out of ear-shot, when Alice turned to Sharon.
"What has come over you, Girl?" said Alice. "You stroked a guy in front of me and two other people. I cannot fuckin' believe it."
Sharon laughed heartily, "I can't believe it either. But, today seems to be a day of many firsts. Besides, didn't you like the reaction it got from Owen?"
Alice blushed and nodded. "I did, a lot," she said.
The ladies said they should get going. I again reminded them that they had no commitments, and invited them back to the beach house, for showers, drinks and dinner.
They both demurred at first, but then Sharon shocked all us by stating. "Come to think of it, there is no reason not to go. So, what the fuck? Let's do it."
We all laughed and began dressing and packing up. I had them follow me in their car back to Anne Marie's house.
After dumping our stuff on the screened porch, I said I would get them bath towels. I returned with a pile and a couple washcloths. I said there was an outdoor shower around the side of the house. It had two heads, and they both could go if they wanted. I said that Anne Marie enjoyed the two of us showering together and just talking about the day. I was not implying anything sexual between the two women and that it just might be fun.
"Well, after spending most of the day naked with my sister-in-law, I guess there're no surprises left," voiced Alice.
"Surely, this is not the first time you two have seen each other nude?" I asked.
They exchanged a glance that I could not interpret. Alice said that might be a story for later, but now, asked me to point them to the shower.
About ten minutes later they returned, each with one towel wrapped around her body and another around her wet hair.
I claimed it was my time. I had already taken off my clothes and had wrapped a towel around me.
I was half-way out the door when Alice called out, "Need anything."
I responded over my shoulder, that a cold beer goes great in an outdoor shower.
I was under the hot spray, when a voice said, "Here."
I turned to see Alice offering a Corona with a slice of lime. She still had the two towels on.
Thanking her, I grabbed the bottle, pushed in the lime, and took down about a third in one big swallow. "Man, that tastes good."
I handed her back the bottle and she placed it on the railing near her.
I began to lather my hair. Alice undid the towel from her hair and began vigorously drying it. Her actions caused her other towel to loosen and slip off.
She squealed and began to reach for it and then stopped. She looked at me and gave me a look as if to say 'why bother' and let it fall.
She worked on her hair for a while and then pushed it back over her head, and rested against the railing. She took a sip from my beer and offered it to me. I took another long pull and handed it back.
I was at the point where I would be washing my private parts. As my hands began to lather my penis, Alice spoke.
"I suppose if I were a real lady, I would leave now."
"But, you are a real lady, and a real woman. And, there is nothing wrong with watching, if it pleases you."
"It does please me," she said in a small voice.
"Normally, this is when Anne Marie helps me," I answered.
Alice looked at me, and my soap covered member, which had begun to swell a bit.
"Shit, I can't tell you how much I want to."
"But?"
"But, I haven't figured out what that would mean, and I don't like doing stuff that I am not sure about."
I ran my hand up and down my penis, lifting it and letting it drop.
"Does everything have to have meaning? Can't some things just happen because you wanted them to at the time?"
I now was using the washcloth to lift my balls and wash them. Alice kept staring at what I was doing. She lifted the beer and drained the remainder.
"Owen, the problem is that something that feels good at the time still will be examined when that time is over. And, if I can't give it meaning while it is happening, then I will be lying to myself.
"If I were to join you in the shower, I don't know what that means. To me, to my husband, my son, to Sharon, to Anne Marie—to you. Too much to think about, no matter how much I want to do it. So, I'm going back inside."
She picked up her towels and began to walk away. Still covered in lather, I stepped out of the shower and called her name.
"Alice, I sure didn't mean to offend you. I was sorta' just teasing?'
Turning she smiled, "And, sorta' just not, right?"
"Yeah, but still I didn't want to piss you off."
"You haven't pissed me off. In fact, I'm flattered." She smiled as she walked back to stand next to me.
I leaned in and kissed her cheek. "Thanks, and sorry if I acted like an idiot."
Holding the towel between us, she put her hands around my waist and held me tight. "You're not an idiot. You are a very sexy man, and I may be the fuckin' idiot for walking away."
Her hands slipped onto my butt and she pulled me close to her. We kissed softly for a second. The combination of the situation and her touch produced a likely response.
As I stiffened, Alice could feel it and then she, herself, stiffened.
"Oops. See, I should have gone sooner."
"My bad," I replied.
Alice stepped away, taking her towel with her. She hesitated, then looked down. I didn't cover up. My erection was at full tilt, and the foreskin had completely retracted.
Smiling Alice said, "Well, it's nice to see you again, my friend. Too bad the circumstances are what they are. But, I really have to be running."
She turned, then turned back quickly. Putting the towel aside, she again hugged me, only this time there was nothing between my erection and her soft belly. I could feel her breasts pushing against my chest, and the tickle of her pubic hair against my penis. Lifting her face, we kissed, with my hands cupping her firm buns and pressing her sex hard into my erection. After a few seconds, she stepped back.
"Now, that is something that feels so incredible in the moment, and I think, it's going to be a memory that I don't have to rationalize."
She slipped her hand on my erection and stroked me a number of times. Then, using it turned me back toward the shower.
"Owen, please take care of that before Sharon sees it and decides to do what I am doing," she said as she softly stroked me.
Chuckling, I said, "Well, it isn't foreign ground to her, either."
"So, I saw and still can't believe it. And, she also was grabbing you in the water? Well, I better get my saggy ass up there and get the whole story out now."
As she jogged away, I called after her. "Alice, it's not saggy, it is a sight to behold. And, ask her about us being married."
She flipped me the bird over her shoulder and continued up the cedar walkway back to the front of the house.
I took Alice's advice and took care of the problem, finished my shower and went back inside.
The women were stretched out on a double chaise lounge on the deck with their hands entwined, letting the sun dry them off. Their hair was still damp, but their naked bodies appeared dry.
I carried a tray with a bottle of Chardonnay in an ice bucket and three glasses. I was standing in front of them pouring, when Alice said looking at me naked all day, especially staring at my dick right now, was making her horny. Sharon let out a soft "Amen"
I toasted them and then announced I had ordered steamed lobsters from the fish market in Wellfleet. They would be ready in an hour. I had also started a pot of potatoes that would produce garlic mashed.
"We didn't agree to stay for dinner," piped up Sharon.
"But you never said no, and I already ordered them. I'll get dressed and then head into town. I can pick up the makings of a salad, get some fresh bread from the fruit stand, and get a couple containers of Ben and Jerry's for dessert. All that with some more chilled wine; what more could you ask for?"
"A naked waiter?" retorted Alice.
"No problemo."
I then told them when I got back we should call Anne Marie. I had gotten a text message from her earlier that told me she was working late and then the team was going out for a late dinner. She would be back in her hotel around 1 AM London time and would love to hear from me.
"With the time difference, we can call her before we eat."
"We?" both women said in unison.
"Of course, why not?"
"And, do you plan to tell her that you were naked on the beach with us all day?" asked Sharon practically incredulous.
"Sure, and I probably will add that I had a 20 year old salivating at my wondrous physique, fondling my irresistible manhood, and, oh by the way, that I got two nice gropes on my fully excited member from two fabulous and beautiful women during this time as well."
The looks of shock on their faces were perfect as I turned to go upstairs to dress.
After I returned from my shopping mission in town, I found the women setting the table for dinner. I had half-expected them to have left, but was pleasantly filled with a sense of anticipation that they were there. I had no intentions of trying anything with them, but I did enjoy the slightly charged sexual atmosphere that had developed.
They both still wore towels around them. I asked why they were dressed that way, and Alice answered that the only clothes they had were their bathing suits. I forgot that fact and invited them upstairs, promising to find them something of Anne Marie's to wear.
Our bedroom was a loft above the living room. There were a king-sized bed, night stands on either side, one dresser and a large walk-in closet. Two walls were all windows, with a slider onto a small deck. There was a half-wall that opened over the living room, and the back wall was solid, since it abutted the master bath.
I pointed them to the closet and told them to start foraging.
Alice asked what they should wear. I laughed and said it's not a formal dinner. Sharon chimed in that I was right, especially since I was to be their naked waiter.
"Only if you want me to be?"
"Why wouldn't we," she replied. I sensed that maybe the women had enjoyed a bit more wine since I left.
I seemed to hesitate, and Sharon immediately got serious. "Owen, we were just kidding. Really. We would never expect you to do such a thing."
"You mean you would be offended?"
"Hell, no," inserted Alice.
"Then, you want me to be your naked waiter?"
"Only, if you want to?" said Sharon.
I smiled and said, "Look, ladies, I am an exhibitionist. When Anne Marie and I are down here, we almost never wear a stitch. I never mind getting naked and I get a thrill out of being naked with others, whether they are dressed or not. That's partly why I like nude beaches. The other part is it feels so liberating to be out in the sun and the water without clothes. And, I think you both can relate to that. But, hell, I'd love to be your naked waiter."
With that, I pulled off my shirt and dropped my shorts. I was not wearing underwear.
Both women seemed to pull back.
"What's the matter? You saw me all day without clothes and now you seem, I don't know, sorta' stiff."
Alice tried to explain. "I don't know about Sharon, but thinking about you being our naked waiter seemed like a fun game. We both talked about it when you were in town. It seemed sorta' naughty, but also, sorta' exciting and, like I said, fun. But, now seeing you nude, it's different. At the beach, or before on the deck, it was all part of being at a nude beach. Now, we're in a bedroom, and I guess I'm wondering if this is acceptable."
"Acceptable to whom?" I asked.
"Well, to Anne Marie, our husbands, I don't know," stammered Alice.
"First, do you plan to tell your husbands about today and being nude?"
Both women looked shocked and vigorously shook their heads.
"Do either of you plan to tell your husband that you grabbed my erection?"
Sharon gasped and shook her head, Alice just said "No."
"All right, so that's settled. Now, about Anne Marie. I really don't think she will mind. This is the kind of relationship we have. So, that is not a sticking point. So, rummage around in her closet and find something decent, or not so decent to wear, and let's have dinner."
Sharon asked if Anne Marie would mind everything that has happened and now may happen tonight. I said let's ask her. I picked up my cell and was struck by inspiration.
"Before I call her, I am letting you know that I plan to put each of you on the phone."
Both women shook their heads 'No'.
"Yes, so you can ask any questions you want or she can ask you. But, I am telling you, what we have done is going to be no problem. As a matter of fact, let's be sure."
I picked up my cell and brought up the camera function.
I asked the women to open the closet door. On the back was a large full length mirror. I then stepped in between them.
"Drop your towels."
"What," cried Sharon?
"Drop them. I'm going to take a picture and send it to Anne Marie."
"Are you completely crazy?" asked Alice.
"Quite the contrary. I'm trying to show you that being nude and having fun is not the mountain you are making of it. Now, we all know you have nothing to hide, so drop them."
"You have to promise to destroy this picture after," begged Sharon.
"I'll do whatever you want with it," I assured them
Alice, followed by Sharon, dropped their towels. They each snaked their arms around my middle.
I looked at the three naked bodies reflected in the mirror. Holding the camera at my waist, I aimed and pushed the button. Holding up the screen, the three of us regarded our nude selves staring back.
"Perfect," I shouted.
"I don't believe we are doing this," sighed Sharon.
"For once, I agree with you, dear. We must be out of our minds," said Alice.
"Hey, the only thing you're out of is the self-imposed cage you keep yourselves in."
I pulled us all onto the bed and dialed the number in London Anne Marie had left me. I was hoping to catch Anne Marie before she went out to dinner. After a short delay I was speaking with the desk clerk and then put through to Anne Marie's room. She picked up on the third ring.
"Hell-o, darling, I miss you," I said
"Miss and love you too," answered Ann Marie.
We talked about her work and how it was going. She and Trish were exhausted. They were back at the suite freshening up before meeting the others for dinner. They were sharing a large suite and Trish was taking a whirlpool in Anne Marie's bath, since it was the only one with this feature.
"Hmm!"
"Don't 'hmm' me, Owen, " Anne Marie said. "It's no big deal. We've done a lot more than see each other naked, as you will remember."
"Didn't mean anything by it, love, just teasing," I reassured her.
"Besides, before we left she was promoted to associate director and she now technically reports to Alan. This is her last assignment as my assistant, but she does not report to me now."
"So, there may be room in the whirlpool for one more?" I probed.
"Well, it is a big tub," said Anne Marie coyly.
She then asked about my day. Smiling, I said it was interesting. Anne Marie knew that there would be a good story behind that description and asked for the details.
I filled her in on the day, not leaving any meaningful detail out, including Sharon and Kelly grabbing my erection in the water and Alice's attention to me in the shower. Both women feigned embarrassment.
I then told Anne Marie I was going to send her a picture. I flashed over to the text messaging function, wrote a short note that said "wish u wr hre" and attached the photo and hit send. Connecting back to the call, we chatted some more, with Anne Marie asking for descriptions of Kelly and Timmy.
I repeated out loud that she wanted to know who had a better dick, Timmy or me. Both women shouted out, "Owen"
Anne Marie laughed on the other end, then said wait she was getting the picture. After a pause, she came back on the line and said, "You all look fabulous. Let me talk with the girls."
I handed the phone to Alice. Judging from the part of the conversation we could hear, Anne Marie was kidding with Alice and probably complimenting her on her figure. Alice kept responding with positive answers and then handed the phone to Sharon. The conversation seemed to flow in the same direction. At one point Sharon blushed and said "Yes." She then kept nodding as Anne Marie spoke with her. Finally, she said good-bye and handed the phone back to me.
"Sweetheart, they seem so nice. I wish I was with the three of you now. Listen, Owen, you have my implicit trust and whatever you three decide to do is fine with me, you know that. But, they are married, not happily it sounds, so tread gently, my love."
As always, Anne Marie has wisdom beyond what I ever could attain. I acknowledged the truth of what she said. I then pressed the speaker button at her request.
Her disembodied voice filled our bedroom. "Listen, kids, have fun tonight. Owen makes a spectacular host and waiter, naked or otherwise, so I suggest you let him serve you. Sharon and Alice, my closet is yours. Find something that makes you feel beautiful and sexy, because, lord knows, you both are. Finally, I sense that more than a little bit of drinking has occurred and so I suggest you put away the car keys and everyone plan to stay home safe tonight. Girls, promise me, no drinking and driving."
Sharon and Alice looked at each other. After a long pause, Sharon nodded and was joined by Alice. "We agree," voiced Sharon.
"Wonderful. I can attest that our bed can easily hold three bodies, and leave space in between. I'm not suggesting that you have to sleep together, but lying in bed and watching the night sky through the skylight is an experience without compare. Last night Owen and I must have seen a dozen shooting stars. Of course, that was after he made me see stars for another reason. Darling, I will miss that tonight. Now, I have to rush, I think I hear some splashing in the whirlpool. I should be home by midweek, if all goes well. Good night, ladies. Owen, please take us off speaker."
Sharon and Alice both shouted their good nights. I listened as Ann Marie again pledged her love and I assured her she had mine.
As I hung up, both women leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.
"You are one lucky man, Owen," said Alice.
"No argument there," I replied.
"I can't imagine a love like you two have," said Sharon. "It's so obvious that you are head over heels in love, yet Ann Marie is perfectly cool with you lying on her bed with two naked women. God, my husband would kill me."
I wrapped my arms around their shoulders and held them tight.
"Ann Marie and I have something so special that it blows my mind whenever I really think about it. If the three of us were to have sex tonight, and, believe me, I am not saying we will, but, if we did, Ann Marie would understand. She would want to know how I felt, if I felt any differently about her because of it, and then she would be fine. Her fear is that I stay with her out of a sense of duty, not out of love. I probably am not as open, but I am getting there. I know Ann Marie has had lovers since we've been together. She is actually sorting through a complicated relationship with a beautiful, young, exciting and completely uninhibited woman she met and lives down the beach. And, I have a strong suspicion that she and Trish are going to pick up where we left off before Trish started working for her—and may be doing so as we speak. And, she has a French lover she sees when she has business in Paris. We once shared a ménage a trois with him. Am I jealous? A little, but mostly I'm scared. I'm afraid she might leave me. In the end, neither of us knows where our own desires and curiosity may take us, but for now, we are so in love with each other that I ache when she is away."



The three of us lay in silence in the still of the early evening. Alice slipped her hand on my chest and softly rubbed my chest and stomach. Sharon noticed and added her hand. Together they moved up and down my front, from neck to the top of my pubic region.
Alice then placed her hand on my flaccid penis. Her hand was warm and soft and felt good against my bare flesh. Sharon reached between my legs and gently cupped my balls. She massaged them tenderly.
Alice broke the silence, but not her caress on my penis.
"Owen, you said before that you did not think we would make love tonight. Is that because of us or you?"
"Oh, definitely because of me. You both are so sensual, attractive and intriguing. I feel like I have only seen the tiniest glimpse of the complexities of each of you. I would love to explore you physically and then lose myself in your mind, your personality. I am simply blown away that each of you has a man that ignores this treasure in front of him every day.
"But, I cannot give myself to you without you wanting the gift. What we would have would be very, very good sex. I don't mean to compliment myself, but I have learned from experts how to make love to a woman. And, I sense in each of you an ember that just needs a breath to make it flame. So, I know it would be hot, wild and ever so satisfying. "
"Jesus, I'm fucking wet just listening to you," said Alice.
"Ditto," echoed Sharon.
"That's the point. We all could just let it go and have a fantastic night of pleasure. But, in a couple days Ann Marie is coming back, and, the harsh reality is I will put you aside in a second. Is that what you want? You have a husband, and a family. You want to give that up for one night and then live with, perhaps, regret for breaking the bond?
"I am not a defender of marriage. I think people can be committed to each other without the legalities. I also think that some relationships can include more than two people. But, I am not sure the two of you are of the same mind. I believe you are not happy right now. If so, make a positive decision. We are very close to edge of what we can do here, on this bed at this time, without risking something major in your life. I am sure you never thought this morning that you would end up naked in bed with a man you hardly knew and another naked woman. I am also certain that even this afternoon you didn't even remotely consider that in a few hours you'd be lying nude with your hands on my dick and balls. So, this is not a positive decision, it is a reaction. A sensuous and exciting reaction, but is it something you want to hang your entire future on? So, yes I'd love to fuck both of you, but you both control the course. Maybe, you can decide that sex for sex is good and engage without regret. I just don't know."
I stopped talking, but the soft hands continued to enclose my most private parts.
Alice spoke first. "Well, you certainly got one thing right, I never thought I'd have some guy's pecker in my hand tonight."
We all laughed.
"But, you're right about a lot of the other stuff. Can you believe this is only the fifth penis I've ever touched? I was not a virgin when I married, but I only had sex a few times—five penises in all, if we are counting--before I got married. I know I come across as some wild thing, but I am really a traditional little girl. I love my son, I love him more than life. I am not happy with my marriage, but I'm not sure I want to chuck it out, either. So, yeah, the thought of sex with you is tempting, but I'm not sure I could handle the aftermath. But, then again maybe I could and maybe I want to try.
"All that being said, I am really turned on right now, and wetter than I've been in years."
"God, Alice, sometimes you are over the line," said Sharon.
"Hey, before you agreed you were wet, right? And, so, are you? Are you, Sharon?"
In the smallest of voices, Sharon said yes. "But, I get so embarrassed talking about it. It's like a good girl wouldn't be like that."
Alice laughed. "Sharon, you are totally nude lying on a bed with me, your fuckin' sister-in-law, who is also totally nude, and you have your hand on a guy's balls. With all that, you think you're such a 'good girl' that you can't admit your turned on. Come on."
"Well, when you put it like that..." As she spoke she pushed Alice's hand off my penis and snuggled my member in her hand. Alice snorted a laugh and lifted my sac. "Shit, these are awesome."
"Yeah, they are. I never felt any like that. I never got turned on by a guy's scrotum, but I definitely like the feel of these," asserted Sharon.
"The thing is, Owen," said Alice. "Sometimes I wonder if you couldn't just turn off all the complexities of life for one night, and just go for it. Just let it happen. Enjoy the moment."
"That sounds like a bad beer commercial," said Sharon, "but I get your point. Right now, I think I could let my sexual desires take over. I almost think I could fuck you. But right now, I want to kiss you down there."
Slowly she moved her head toward my crotch. On the way she glanced at Alice with a sheepish grin. Alice lifted my penis and Sharon kissed the tip. She slipped her hand over Alice's and took my tip inside her mouth. She sucked gently, kissed my tip, working her tongue under my foreskin. Finally, she released me and kissed her way up my stomach and caressed my lips with hers.
"Wow," I said, "that was beautiful. Is that a prelude for more to come?"
Sharon was resting her head on my shoulder.
"I can't say," she spoke into my skin. "But that was delightful. I still can't get my mind around screwing you, though."
"OK, so maybe no fucking tonight or maybe not," I said. "Interesting. But, now I do have a question you can answer, since we are apparently speaking the truth. Before I mentioned that you probably saw each other naked before, and you two exchanged a weird look. What gives?"
Each woman lifted her head and looked at the other. They then broke out in peals of laughter. After catching their breath, Alice explained.
"Well, you know we're married to twins. We always go on vacation together, and have regular dinners together, go over to their parents' house together. In short, our lives are co-mingled. As the years have gone on, both Sharon and I noticed that the boys seemed mighty curious about the other's wife. After a swimming party at their parents, my husband would try to casually say something like, "Gee, Sharon is looking good. That was a nice suit she had on. It showed off her body really well. Uh, she has a pretty big chest, it seems."
"Yeah," Sharon continued, "and mine would say, 'Boy, that Alice is something. She's a little fox. Not that much on top, but I bet she looks great naked."
Both women shook their heads. Sharon continued. "Of course, Alice and I would share these little comments. We also shared that by this time sex was a monthly occurrence at best. So, Alice got an idea that maybe we should give the boys a treat and maybe fire up the old engine again."
Alice picked up the story. "So, one weekend we suggested we have a cookout and swimming party at their parents' house. We each had one child by then, and we arranged for one babysitter to watch them both at my place. The guys at first tried to put it off because their parents were gone on vacation. We told them that was the point, we'd have the pool to ourselves.
"That was enough to plant a seed even in that dense soil that constitutes their imaginations. So, all of a sudden, they were all for the idea. I'm sure they imagined a skinny-dipping party and each were dying to see what his brother's wife looked like naked.
"The weekend came, and I swear, they wanted to get over there at 10 in the morning. Sharon and I had agreed to wait until the afternoon, and had arranged for the babysitter to come at 1. Everyone met at my house, and the guys were like nervous kittens. They kept pacing, checking out their watches, asking when the sitter was coming, and mostly driving us crazy. Finally, she arrived and we gave her instructions and the number to reach us. The boys had us in our cars in less than a minute.
"We arrive at the house and they carried in the cooler of beer—always a necessity—and another cooler with the steaks and fixings. They hardly plopped the stuff on the deck when they suggested we go swimming. Sharon and I played like we didn't feel like it, and would work getting the food ready. They tried to change our minds, but we acted like we really didn't want to swim. Finally, my husband just blurted our, 'Fuck the fuckin' food, we want to go skinny-dipping.'
"Sharon and I acted shocked and asked what they meant. Now, our dear hubbies are normally as eloquent as a sixteen year old boy asking a girl out for the first time. So, they stumbled and stammered that they thought that's what we meant by having the place to ourselves. We responded what a silly idea that was. We meant that we wouldn't be bothered by our kids or their parents and could have a nice quite meal, just the four of us.
"Well, if disappointment had a face it was painted on our men. I actually thought Sharon's hubby was going to cry. So, then I said, you really want to go skinny-dipping. It was like I had just thrown a drowning man a life preserver. 'Yeah' was the most coherent answer we got.
"So, we said, well it's kinda dumb, but I guess we could. Well, the guys ran to the pool and stripped faster then either of us thought possible. They were facing us, and for the first time we saw both twins naked. They each are about 40-50 pounds overweight and it's all gut and ass. They have these funny little dicks that seem even smaller because of the stomachs looming over them. They both also shared a slack-jawed look of anticipation.
"Sharon and I played it to the hilt. We slowly shed our shirts and shorts. I went first and unsnapped my bra and let it fall. My husband did not even glance in my direction, but my brother-in-law actually had a little drool going. Sharon then said she was having trouble with the clasp of her front closing bra. She said she had a paper cut and couldn't use her fingers all that well. So I stepped behind her, and slowly reached my arms around coming over her shoulders and down over her breasts, still confined in the bra. I let my hands go over the cups, giving them a squeeze, and then fidgeted with the clasp, finally getting it undone and letting the puppies loose. I saw the boys had decent chubbies sticking up under their bellies. I let my hands travel up back over her naked breasts, and said "Ooh, Sharon, these are so nice.' The guys actually meowed. We each turned our backs on them and eased off our panties. Together, we turned around and gave the boys the full Monty. Both now had the best erections either of us had seen in months. We walked toward the pool and dove in. The boys flopped after us. We began playing keep away with a beach ball—boys against the girls. Somehow, as if it were by accident—right—Sharon's husband was circling me and mine near her. As each of us struggled to get the ball, we'd rub against our brother-in-law, pushing our asses against their tiny boners. They were in heaven. I then suggested we have a horse fight. I said let's have brother against brother, but with different wives. So, I climbed on my brother-in-law's shoulders and Sharon did likewise. I don't know how we kept from peeing, we were holding our laughter in so much. So, we begin fighting, all time I'm grinding my bare pussy on my brother-in-law's neck and Sharon is doing the same. It was then I think we both realized we had never seen each other naked, either. I saw Sharon's big boobs bouncing around, and the sides of her pubic patch sticking out behind my husband's head. I admit it was an erotic site. Sharon admitted she was checking out my body and felt about the same way.
"Anyway, we soon declared a tie and we each climbed down. Of course, we managed to sort of turn as we slid off and rubbed our titties on the boys' chests. We had agreed before hand, that given the chance we'd give the boys a real memory. As I reentered the water, I turned away from Sharon's husband and then pretended to slip. I fell backwards into his arms. His hands grabbed me and slipped up on to my breasts. At the same time, I pushed my tush into his boner. I thought he was going to have a heart attack by the sound he made. I acted surprised and asked if that was what I thought it was. I reached between his legs and pulled his little boner. He sorta' whimpered. I called out to Sharon that I found something hard and pointy in the water. I only pulled him a couple times, because I didn't want him cuming then.
"Sharon told me, she slid all the way down my husband's front, letting her pussy rub against his boner, and as she was steadying herself reached out and grabbed his hard-on. She immediately said, Oops, sorry, but didn't push away. She, too, gave him a mini hand job. She answered that she found one, too. I then asked Chuck if he thought my boobs were too small compared to Sharon's. All he could do was stand there with his mouth open. So, keeping one hand on his weeny boner, I put one of his hands on my tit. He had the smarts to put his other hand on my other tit. He started squeezing them way too hard and I backed away. He took the hint and just played with them.
"Bruce saw what his brother was doing and reached for Sharon's boobs. We let them play with us for a short while, all the time teasing their erections with our hands and rubbing our pussies against them. Each of the guys kissed our tits and sucked nipple. I confirmed with Sharon latter that it was more of a slobbering than anything else.
"Breaking away, we both went to the side and climbed out. We stood there letting them look up at us, right into our bare pussies.
"And, just to push all their buttons, we dried each other off, not sparing any part of the other. We finished with a little kiss on the lips,"
"I then said I need my man right now, and Sharon agreed. They hoisted their fat butts out, still with woodies. We had agreed before to push to one last point. Quickly dropping to our knees we each took the other's husband's erection in our mouths. The guys whimpered as we gave them the beginnings of a blow job. We sucked until we each knew the other's husband was getting to close to coming. Comparing notes later, we agreed that those little peckers felt the same in our mouths.
"We stopped and stood up. I said I wanted to fuck my husband in the bed he grew up in. I think he was hoping we'd switch partners, but that was never in the cards. He then figured my pussy was better than none, and followed me upstairs. Sharon dragged her man into their parents' bed. It turned into a major event for both of us. The guys lasted almost four minutes, and I actually got a second round when after the first fuck, I started talking about how Sharon looked nude, how beautiful her tits were, how they felt when I was drying them, and what a sweet kisser she was, and how did her mouth feel on his cock, and what did he think of how her boobs felt, and did he like her hand on his dick. And, miracle of miracles, the old boy rose to the occasion, and I rode him to a near orgasm. It was the closest I came to an orgasm with him in three years, and the only time I've ever been that close with him since."
All during the story, both Alice and Sharon had the giggles and seemed to delight in retelling the adventure. Sharon summed up by saying that she could only get "one hump out of her man." She wished she had thought as quickly as Alice and maybe she could have had a two-fer.
The women still held me in their hands, and I was at full mast as they softly stroked me up and down.
"So," I asked, "is this the second time you've seen each other naked?"
Sharon responded no. "Since that time, we've been more relaxed with each other. I've seen Sharon nursing a bunch of times and,..."
"And, what?" I asked.
Alice looked at Sharon. She just smiled and nodded.
"And, one time I suckled her breast and tasted her milk."
"Wow, that sounds very exciting," I said.
"Yeah, whatever," said Alice. "So, it's no big deal if we jump in the same bathroom to change, or when we are at the beach house we rent, we share a shower and wash each other's hair."
"Just hair, nothing more?' I quizzed.
"Owen, you have a dirty mind," chided Alice with a little squeeze on my balls that made me squirm. "I admit that we both agreed that kissing each other that day was sexy, and that I truly did like the feel of her boobs. And, I enjoyed nursing her boob. But, I'm sure neither one of us has any desire to have real sex with each other, or, for that matter, that either of us has ever had sex with a woman. That little show we put on for our husbands was just a show. Right, Sis?"
Sharon's hand stopped its slow stroking of my penis. The silence in the room was total.
"Sharon, right?" repeated Alice. "You don't want to have sex with me, do you?"
"Of course not. I love that we are best friends and sisters-in-law. But, I'd be lying if I didn't say you are incredibly beautiful and have a fantastic figure. I like looking at you naked. And the time you tasted my milk, well, I never told you this, but I had an orgasm when you were doing it."
"Wholly shit! And, I thought I was being weird because I got wet when I was sucking your nipple. I think that just looking is great and I think you are so pretty," said Alice, "and, yes, you are sexy when you are naked. But, I don't think that means we want to have sex with each other. Does it?"
"You didn't answer the other part of the question, Sharon," I put in. "You didn't say if you'd ever had sex with a woman."
Alice butted in. "Of course she didn't, Owen. God, you guys just love thinking about two women together. So, put his dirty little mind to rest, Sharon. Tell him."
Again, the silence.
"Sharon, come on. Tell him, no way, no how."
Silence.
I leaned my head toward Sharon and kissed her hair. "It's Okay, sweetie. You don't have to say anything, and you certainly don't have to answer that question."
I felt her hand tighten on my penis, as she snuggled her head into the space between my neck and shoulder. She then turned on her side and drooped her leg over mine and fit her body to me, still keeping a hold of my member. I sensed her need for reassurance and held her more tightly.
In her little girl voice, Sharon said, "I've never been with another man since we got married—well until right now as I hold a huge erection in my hand. But, I do get so lonely, and feel so starved for love and affection. I wasn't looking for this; it was something that sorta' happened. I never thought I would breathe a word of this to another soul, but now I want to. Owen, what about the lobsters?"
I laughed. "The ever practical Sharon. I put them in a warm oven, all wrapped up. They'll stay warm and moist. So, tell us, Sharon. Tell us your story."
Alice also turned on her side and drooped a leg over mine. She moved her hand off my sac. I immediately missed the tender caress she was providing. Her hand then travelled to the cheek of her sister-in-law.
"It's all right, darling. I love you and you can tell me anything. If you want to share, do it."
Sharon took her hand from my penis and put it on Alice's face, "Thank you and I love you, too."
They leaned their heads across my chest, and softly kissed each other and smiled, then kissed on the lips again in a tender fashion. They seemed to enjoy the sensation and kissed again, even longer this time.
I was touched by this tenderness, but was sad to loose the intimacy their hands had provided.
"Alice, first, I need you to be totally honest with me," she said as she looked at Alice.
"Ok, I will."
"You never had sex with a woman. Not even once."



Alice looked steadily at Sharon. She softly stroked her cheek.
"Sharon, I never made love to a woman."
Sharon nodded and began her story.
"Funny, I never thought about sex with a woman until that time with the guys at the pool. Even though Alice and I were just kidding, it was a turn on. Then when she sucked my breast and I came, I began to fantasize about a woman a bit more. No make that a lot. What happened started a couple years ago. My son, Jake, was two. I was scheduled for my annual physical with Dr. Sherrie."
Alice jumped in. "Don't tell me you and Dr. Sherrie got it on. Jesus, she is really beautiful and I admit I had a little fantasy about her once. I thought that if I ever was going to do it with a woman, it would be someone like Dr. Sherrie."
"Not with someone like Sharon," I asked.
"Owen, you do have a devious mind," responded Alice. "Sharon is beautiful and desirable, but I do not fantasize about her—well that's not true. I do a little, but not too much. I mean she is beautiful, with a great body and is a wonderful person. So, there's no harm in mild fantasies, right? And, true confessions, I also got turned on when I sucked her breast. I use that as a masturbatory fantasy. So, now that's out."
Sharon shook her head in amazement. "Ok, enough of that crap. And, yes, Owen, to your next question. Sometimes I fantasize about Alice. Happy?
"But, it was not Dr. Sherrie. She is the best doc I have ever had and I would never risk that. And, I agree, she is beautiful."
Sharon continued her story.
"Well, I arrived at the office and after a short wait, the receptionist told me which exam room to go to. I was there a minute, when after a soft knock, the door opened and in walked this woman I never saw before. She was wearing scrubs and carrying a chart.
She introduced herself as Colleen, a nurse practitioner. I asked where Agnes was. Colleen explained Agnes had a knee replacement and was out for a couple months. She was a temporary substitute.
"Don't worry," she reassured me.
"Oh, I wasn't worried, just wondering."
I was taken aback at how attractive this woman was. She stood about 5' 2" and had a trim figure. She wore her blond hair in a pony tail and her face was incredibly smooth and fair. Her green eyes sparkled with blue flecks and her smile made you want to smile. She looked like an 18 year old.
Colleen read more doubt in my face. "You think I am a kid, right?"
I began to say no, but Colleen continued. "It's no big deal, most people think I'm too young to be a real professional. I am a certified nurse practitioner, have lots of experience and also have a special certification in gyn. And," she added with another blast of her high voltage smile, "Looking at your chart, I am not quite two years younger than you are."
I tried to assure the woman I was not doubting her.
Colleen laughed. "I know I look like a kid. I probably would kill to have someone think I'm 15 years younger than I am when I'm 50. But, for now, I have to do a lot of 'splaining."
We both smiled at the humor.
Colleen then reviewed what was in store.
"I see this is your annual, so I'll start with height, weight, blood pressure, temp and respiration. Then, and I hope you don't mind, I'll examine your breasts. If I detect anything, I'll inform Dr. Sherrie and she will take a closer look. If you prefer, I'll let Sherrie, uh, Dr. Sherrie do the exam."
I reassured her that Agnes did the same, so it was no problem.
"OK, then since Dr. Sherrie will be doing the pelvic, after we get through with all the other parts of the exam, she'll come in. I also see that you're having a skin exam. May I ask why?"
"Well, five years ago, Dr. Sherrie noticed an unusual mole on my thigh. She referred me to a dermatologist and he determined it was a melanoma. It was just beginning and he took care of it in his office. But, since then I feel better having a total skin check. My insurance won't cover a dermatologist doing a screening, so Dr. Sherrie checks me out. Thank God, she never found anything else, but it gives me some peace of mind."
"Good way to deal with it, Sharon. You don't mind if I call you by your first name?"
"Sure, I mean no. I mean, first name is fine."
"Great. Any questions?"
"Nope."
"Good, I'll step outside and please get undressed completely. You can keep your socks on and put on the lovely and stylish Johnny and I'll come back in to get started."
I blurted out, "Oh, you don't have to bother stepping out. After all, you will be seeing me naked anyway."
I could not believe I just said that. First, I never got undressed in front of anyone, including Chuck. Second, I invited this complete stranger to watch me strip. And, third, I experienced some sort of erotic shock wave when I said it.
"Christ," I thought, "I must be out of my freaking mind."
Colleen lost her smile for just a second, then recovered. "Of course, but it's office protocol. So, get ready and I'll be right back."
Kicking myself mentally, I stripped and quickly pulled on the Johnny, tying it around my neck and had to leave the back open since my hands were shaking too much to tie the strings. I then sat up on the exam table, feeling the paper under my cheeks as I slid back.
In a minute there was another knock at the door, and a voice softly asked, "All set?"
"Yes," I answered.
Colleen came back in, with the mega-smile back in place.
I began to apologize. "I'm sorry about before, I didn't mean to put you in an awkward position. I really don't know why I said that."
Colleen smiled and said don't even think about it. She then motioned me off the table.
"Let's start with the dreaded scale, although you look to be the perfect weight for your height."
I shrugged and stepped up on the scale. I immediately regretted not taking the extra effort to tie the gown behind me, as my bare ass now was visible to Colleen.
Colleen subtly said, "These things can be a pain, want me to get it for you?"
I felt the tug on the strings at my waist and nodded. Colleen quickly pulled the back together and tied a bow.
Checking my weight, she then slid the measuring stick up until the top part rested on my head. "Yep, both within acceptable ranges."
"Really, I feel like I've gotten a little heavy."
"No, you're 131 lbs and 5' 7. Just about where you should be."
Coleen then had me get back on the exam table. She took my blood pressure in both arms and recorded my temperature.
"I'm going to listen to your lungs." Walking behind me, she undid the stop strings of the Johnny. I felt an unexpected flush as the nurse's hands brushed my skin.
Colleen said, "I'm just warming up my scope, it gets a little chilly hanging around my neck. OK, now, take a deep breath and hold it."
I Sharon felt the warm metal against my back. On command, I let out one breath and took in another.
Colleen then came back around and stood in front of me.
"May I take down the Johnny? I'll check your lungs and heart rate and then exam your breasts. Then, you can cover up again."
I nodded. Coleen slid the paper down to my waist.
Our eyes met and Colleen blazed her smile. I thought this was to make me relax; it actually made me feel a tingle between my legs. "Shit, what is happening to me?" I screamed inside my head.
Colleen put the metal end under my left breast and two other places on my chest. She made a notation on the chart.
"Ready?"
I said "Yes."
Colleen's fingers touched my left breast. The first sensation I had was how soft they were. I gave a little jump.
Colleen pulled her hand away. "Is everything all right? Did I touch a tender spot?"
I laughed. "No, it's just that your hand is..., well, with Agnes it was, well..." I laughed again.
"Sorry, I'm not making sense."
Colleen seemed to nod in agreement.
"Agnes has been checking my breasts for five years. And, it was the only part of my annual exam I dreaded. It's because her hands are so rough, they sorta' felt not so nice on my breasts."
It was Colleen's turn to laugh. Looking around and then speaking in a low voice, she said, "Can I share a secret?"
I assented.
"Well, you are not the first person to have this reaction. So, I asked around and found out that Agnes is a gardener. She loves digging and working with her hands. The office staff all said they were always rough and scratched up. So, you are not alone. I'll try to be gentle."
"Oh, you are," I breathed. Again, I kicked myself mentally. I was acting like a love struck teen, and this poor nurse must think she's dealing with a psycho.
Colleen looked me in the eye for a long second. She then turned her gaze to the exposed breasts in front of her.
As promised, she gently felt, lifted, prodded and probed each breast. As her soft hands performed their duty, I, to my continued shock and humiliation, became even more damp between my legs. She had me lay back on the table and did a thorough exam.
When she finished, I sat up as she spoke to me. "They seem perfect." As she said those words, she looked directly into my eyes. I tried to read any hidden meaning, but could find none.
"I didn't feel anything out of the ordinary, but, as I said, feel free to have Dr. Sherrie exam you. I certainly would not be offended."
I said I trusted Colleen's judgment.
"Good, now, why don't you cover up and I'll go tell Dr. Sherrie you're ready for the rest of the exam."
As Colleen left the room, I pulled up my top and then hopped off the exam table. To my horror, there was a huge damp spot where I had been sitting.
"God, they will think I am some crazy woman," I thought. I knew I had to act quickly. Grabbing the paper on the exam table by the end, I pulled it down until the wet spot was gone. I ripped off the piece with the telltale mark. I then realized that the doctor was going to be examining me and I was still wet. Still holding the crumpled paper from the exam table, I pulled a couple tissues from the box on the table. I hoisted my gown, holding the hem with my hand that grasped the crumpled paper, and spread my legs, and started wiping the wetness, when the door opened. Colleen took in the entire situation, and quickly turned back.
"Uh, Doctor, I left the chart on my desk."
I heard the reply from the doctor that she'd pick it up.
Colleen quickly closed the door and hurried over to me. She noticed the wadded paper in my hand that was still holding up my gown and exposing my naked pussy. Colleen grabbed the paper wad, moved over to the trash can, stepping down to open the lid and tossed in the paper. She motioned for me to get back on the table. Just as I scrambled back up, the office door began to move inward. I was still clutching the tissues and was panicking. Colleen noticed and held out her hand. I shook my head not wanting to place the intimately soaked item in this woman's gloved hand. Colleen nodded vigorously, and I turned it over to her. Colleen deftly dropped it in the pocket of her scrub's smock and turned to greet Dr. Sherrie.
"Sharon," called out Dr. Sherrie, "so nice to see you. How's everything going?"
I assured her all was well. Sherrie inquired about my son and how I was enjoying motherhood.
She then did the usual inquiries about my periods, any unusual bleeding or discharges, and discomfort during intercourse. At that I snorted. Both women looked at me, and I pretended I had coughed, and said "excuse me."
She turned to Colleen. "Anything you need to tell me?"
"No, everything appears normal."
Sherrie scanned the notes, then looked up at Colleen. "Did her breasts look good?"
"Absolutely," replied Colleen quickly.
The three women shared a look and then laughed. "Well, that sounded a lot different from what I meant," said the doctor. "Please excuse my choice of words"
I was now blushing and felt my face must be scarlet. "No excuse necessary, Doctor."
Sherrie nodded and once again reviewed the chart.
Sherrie undid the strings around my neck and slid the gown onto my lap. She reached under my arms and checked lymph nodes. She asked me to lie back while she examined my stomach and felt along my colon. She lifted the Johnny exposing my lower half and examined the nodes in my crotch. I reported no pain or discomfort. Sherrie had me sit back up and said I could pull my gown back up.
The doctor asked me to lie back, scoot my fanny to the edge of the table and put my feet up in the stirrups.
I was now again extremely wet between my legs, but knew I could do nothing about it. I was going to be shamed in front of my doctor and this nurse.
As I spread my legs and fit my feet into place, my blush felt like it extended down my whole body.
The doctor was just about to lift my gown and insert the speculum Colleen had in her hand, when the intercom buzzed. The disembodied voice apologized for the intrusion and said there was that phone call the doctor was waiting for.
"Sorry, Sharon, but this is a bit of an emergency I've been trying to manage today," said Dr. Sherrie. "If you are comfortable with Colleen getting you ready, I'll finish the exam as soon as I return. This will only take a minute."
I assured her there was no problem, and the doctor left the room.
Colleen sat in the stool and lifted the gown. The next thing I felt was the tissue gently wiping my sex and thighs.
Colleen then spoke and told me to breathe normally and apologized in advance for any discomfort. As the instrument entered me, I grunted with some discomfort and prayed it didn't look like freaking Niagara Falls down there. I then felt the tissue wiping away any excess fluids.
In a minute the door opened to admit Sherrie.
"All set, doctor," said Colleen.
Sherrie took her place on the stool and adjusted the speculum. She turned on the light she had slipped on her head and began the exam. She asked Colleen to look to see if she saw anything abnormal. After a few seconds, I heard the nurse say everything looked normal.
Sherrie took a couple swabs for the lab work and then asked Colleen to remove the instrument. As it came out, I once again felt my wetness being daubed away. Sherrie then performed the bimanual exam. I knew my wetness was now obvious as the physician inserted two fingers inside me and rested her other hand on my abdomen, but I knew I was usually a little damp after the speculum was removed. Completing the exam, Sherrie pulled off her gloves and tossed them in the wastebasket.
Sherrie said I could sit up. "Everything looks fine, Sharon. I already had your lab results on your blood and urine, and they are all looking good. You seem to be in perfect health. I'll get the lab results back from this exam in a about a week, and will give you a call. Is there anything else you want to ask about or anything you want to tell me?"
I thought that I should ask my physician if it were normal to be aroused to the point of orgasm during an exam, and if it were to be expected that I couldn't keep my eyes off the blond nurse standing next to me. But, I left that all unspoken and said I had no questions.
"Good. Now if you will stand, I'll do your skin exam." Sherrie donned a clean pair of gloves.
Colleen gave me a hand off the table. I was happy for the help because I felt a little weak-kneed.
"Sharon, if you would now remove your Johnny, we'll take a look. Colleen, would you handle the light and bring over my magnifying glass?"
I slid the gown to the floor and stepped out of it. Naked I faced the two women. Colleen stood next to Sherrie, holding a small light with a powerful beam.
"Please turn around, and we'll start on your back."
I complied and felt the light touch of Sherrie on my skin. I felt her touch a couple spots and heard the doctor said "nothing". As she ran her hands over my buttocks, she paused below my right cheek.
"Colleen, take a look here. See that little scar?" As she spoke, Sherrie lifted my cheek a little. "That's where we found that melanoma. Thank God we found it early. And, we've had no additional problems."
After finishing my legs, Sherrie pulled over a stool and had me sit. I gave a little jerk.
"Sorry," said Sherrie, "that's probably a bit chilly on your tush."
I then felt the doctor's hands examining my scalp. Occasionally, she asked Colleen to shine the light one way or another.
Finishing, she asked me to stand and turn around. I faced the two women and tried to act calm. I caught Colleen's eye, and the nurse seemed to give me encouragement and mouthed the words, "Relax, you're doing great."
Sherrie worked her way down my front, and both legs. She then returned her attention to my pubic area.
"Colleen, come in close shine the light here. See that mole? I want to get a better look. I'll take the light, and will you spread the hairs so I can see?"
As the nurses hands alit on my pubis, I felt another gush. The only way Colleen could position her hands to help achieve the view the doctor wanted was to rest a finger right near my hood. The slight pressure made my insides flip.
Holding the light in one hand and the magnifying glass in the other, Sherrie closely examined the spot in question. "Can you pull the hair back a little more, please?"
Colleen used a little more pressure and spread the silky brown hairs.
After a moment, she said "OK."
"Sharon, you put your gown back on, and hop back up on the table."
I complied and sat with hands folded in my lap. I noticed before I sat down the large wet spot where I was seated before, and prayed the doctor did not see it.
"Sharon, everything looks fine. That one spot in your pubic hair is most likely a dark mole. It is hard to see because of the thickness of your pubic hair, but I am ninety-nine percent sure, it is benign. That would be an odd location for a problem spot, but, just in case, I am going to refer you to your dermatologist. He can do an exam and biopsy it, if necessary. Sharon, I am leaning way over on the side of caution, and I do not want you worrying. This will prove to be just a regular mole, but with your history I do not want to take even the slightest chance. So, don't fret. Get his opinion and then all our minds will be at ease."
I tried to take in all this information, but, as with most patients, just focused on the thought I might have another melanoma.
"You think I have a cancerous mole?"
Sherrie paused and looked directly at me. "No, I do not. But, why leave even the slightest trace of doubt. I'll call Dr. Carey right away and ask him to see you tomorrow. Can you make it?"
I nodded.
"Good. I am going to ask him to get back to me immediately after his exam of you, and I will call you right away. By this time tomorrow, we will have put all this behind us. All right?"
Sherrie put her hands over mine and squeezed. I felt myself begin to tear up but managed to repeat, "All right" and offer a weak smile.
"Sharon, I don't mean to alarm or upset you. I am sure this is nothing. Now, get dressed and I'll have the referral slip waiting at the desk."
Sherrie said good-bye and left the room.
As the door closed, I broke down. I usually was not this emotional. But I also usually did not become sexually excited by another woman.
Colleen put her hand on my shoulder. "Sharon, I took a really good look, and, for what it's worth, I agree with Sherrie. It's a mole. But, since it is dark, or at least appears dark in your pubic hair, we need to be extra cautious, especially because of your history.
After a moment, I said "OK."
I reached out and hugged her. I needed some physical reassurance. Colleen did not pull back, but let me cry on her shoulder and hugged me back.
In a few moments, I had recomposed myself and sat back.
"God, look at me. A blubbering mess. I'm sorry you had to put up with me like this. And, God, I am so embarrassed about, you know, how I was, uh, down there. Thanks for helping me. I don't want Dr. Sherrie thinking there's something weird happening with me."



Colleen turned on the full watt smile. "Hey, don't give it a thought. You are not the only woman who experiences reactions to being touched, even during a physical. So, forget about it."
"Good, 'cause I don't want you thinking that I was like, well, you know, uh, well, I don't want you thinking I'm some sort of freak, or something. It must be some hormonal imbalance, or something."
Colleen looked a little taken aback. "Sharon, I never thought you were any kind of a freak. And, if you mean, that I thought you were somehow reacting to a woman's touch, then please put that thought out of your mind. You had a physical reaction and became embarrassed. No big deal. I sensed you didn't want Sherrie to notice, so I helped. I was worried you might think me as unprofessional because of what I did."
"Are you kidding? I am like eternally grateful."
"OK, no more to be said. Get dressed, pick up that referral and, as Sherrie said, by this time tomorrow all will be forgotten."
Both women were right about the mole, it was perfectly harmless. I realized, however, that Colleen was extremely wrong that the day would be forgotten.
Sharon paused in her story and Alice jumped in.
"So, big deal you got a little horny when the cute nurse felt your titties. Hey, I liked when I felt your titties at the pool that day. And, I got wet when I sucked your breast. That doesn't constitute crossing over to the other side of the road for either of us."
Sharon said there was more to the story, but she was famished and wanted to eat.
We agreed to start dinner only if Sharon promised to finish her story later. She promised and got up off the bed.
I told them to find something comfortable to wear in the closet and I would go down stairs and put everything out.
"Are you going to wear something comfortable?" asked Alice.
"We'll see," I said smiling.
About ten minutes later the women came down to find me in the kitchen wearing an apron, with long gauzy pants underneath.
As the women entered the kitchen, I examined them intently. "You've both chosen well."
Alice was wearing one of my oxford shirts. It hung on her. She left it unbuttoned, but tied one of Anne Marie's thin silk belts around her waist. The effect was tantalizing. When she walked the bottom part spread to reveal her neatly trimmed patch. If she turned or bent over, the top part gapped to expose one of her pretty breasts.
Sharon had chosen a long caftan made of purple material that was practically translucent. Her breasts and dark nipples and the dark triangle between her legs were clearly visible.
I finished the salad and carried it to the serving bar next to the dining table, where a large platter sat with the lobsters disassembled but positioned back in place.
Also, on the table was a basket filled with warm French baguettes, broken into manageable chunks. There was a stone wine cooler with an uncorked bottle resting inside. I had dimmed the lights and lit four candles on the table. On the serving bar, there was a side dish with garlic mashed potatoes.
I motioned the women toward the stack of plates at the head of the bar. Alice went first and placed salad and a scoop of potatoes on her plate.
I pulled off my apron and stood in front of her. The gauzy pants clearly allowed my manhood to show through. From when I wore these pants for Anne Marie and Trish, I knew it was usually more exciting than wearing nothing.
I reached for Alice's plate, then offered my arm to her. She took it and I led her to a seat at the table. Placing the plate on the colorful mat, I pulled the chair out and eased her into it. I then picked up the linen napkin and placed it in Alice's lap and eased the chair back to the table.
I returned to the serving bar and repeated the process with Sharon. Standing next to her, I lifted the platter of steamed lobster and held it so she could serve herself. After she selected, I moved to the other side and offered the crustaceans to Alice.
I lifted the wine from the cooler, uncorked it, wrapped a linen towel around the bottom of the bottle and poured two full glasses for the women and one for me. Standing at the head of the table, I offered a toast.
"To beach days, lobster dinners, spectacular sunsets, chilled wine, new friends and great stories."
Sharon and Alice lifted their glasses, and Alice added, "And, to handsome waiters."
Sharon chimed in, "Especially to handsome waiters with beautiful cocks."
They clinked glasses and sipped the cool wine.
I fixed a plate we all dug in, realizing we didn't have lunch and were hungry.
I noticed that the wine glasses were low and stood to refill them.
I was pouring for Alice, when she said, "I know this sounds weird, but I agree with Sharon, you do have a really attractive dick."
Sharon giggled and raised her glass for a refill. I went to her side of the table. As I was pouring she asked about being uncircumcised.
"What does it feel like?"
"It feels like my dick. I have nothing to compare it to," I laughed.
Sharon took a long pull on the wine and asked, "But, where's the little heady thing?"
Alice and I burst out laughing at her choice of words.
"What?" exclaimed Sharon. I mean Chuck's has this head, you know, the mushroom cap thing. But, Owen's comes to a point."
"That's the foreskin, deary, and it retracts," answered her sister-in-law. Sort of like a convertible. You saw the tip earlier when Owen had a hard-on"
"Yeah. Well, I don't get it. Where does it go?"
I refilled Sharon's glass and in the process emptied the bottle. I asked if they were agreed that no one was driving tonight. The women looked at each other questioningly. Finally, they both nodded.
"Great," I said. I disappeared into the kitchen and returned with a new, chilled bottle. I uncorked it and topped off my glass and leaned over to Alice to do the same to hers.
Standing next to Sharon, I said. "So, want a demo?"
She was clutching her glass, and looked back and forth from her sister-in-law to my penis barely hidden by my pants. Alice told her to go for it, and Sharon nodded.
I loosened the drawstring and they dropped to the floor.
"OK, you know the basic anatomy. The shaft is the shaft." I lifted it to show her underneath. There was a prominent vein running along the bottom side.
"Now, most shafts are the same, only different sizes. Some are longer, some are thicker, but they all are pretty much the same. Now at the end is my foreskin, and if you look closely," I said as I held up my penis, "is the foreskin opening. My foreskin is long and covers my head completely. I can pull it back and expose my, as you called it, little heady thing. I have sensation in my foreskin that helps me get excited and get hard. When I do get an erection, the foreskin folds back on itself and the head is out, as you saw before, and as I get excited it slides back and forth stimulating the glans—this part."
Sharon's gaze was fixed on the object of the lesson.
"Go ahead, try moving the foreskin."
"Oh, I couldn't."
"Well, I could," piped in Alice. "So if you don't, send that waiter over here."
They laughed and that broke the tension Sharon was feeling.
"What the fuck!" She took my penis in her left hand and placed her fingers of her right hand on the foreskin. Pushing gingerly she tried to move it back.
"It won't break, Sharon. You can push a little harder."
Sharon closed her fingers tighter on the tip and pushed back. The foreskin slid off the head, exposing an end that looked familiar. She moved it back and forth several times, obviously enjoying seeing the head appear and disappear.
"Very good, Sharon. Now we better stop before it gets a mind of its own and stands up for itself."
Sharon blushed realizing how into touching my penis she had become.
Pulling up my pants I announced, "Now, who wants more salad or lobster?"
Alice handed me her plate and asked for salad. I dished out a serving and went to give her the plate. She asked for another claw, and I positioned one for her. As I was handing the plate over, Alice reached for my penis.
I was taken by surprise and almost dropped the dish.
"Well, I can't let Sharon have all the fun. Besides, I never had an uncircumcised one either."
I remained still while Alice let her fingers travel the length of my shaft with only the thin material in between
As she released my member, I said. "Hey, quick, grab your glasses and on out onto the deck."
We quickly stood exited through the French doors to the deck. I pointed out the horizon where the enormous orange ball was sinking into the blue bay.
Truro was so far down on the Cape, past the elbow, that our view over the bay was actually looking back toward the west. So, we had the unique experience of seeing the sun set over the water while being on the east coast.
The sky was a mélange of orange, red, purple and deep blue. The sun seemed close enough to touch as it glided down behind the calm waters of Cape Cod Bay.
We stood in silence watching the spectacle nature provided us. The women each snaked an arm around my middle, and we huddled together in the growing darkness. When the last ray seemed to sizzle in the water, I lifted my glass in a silent toast. The women joined me.
I turned to my left and Alice looked up. I bent and softly kissed her lips. Turning to my right, I caressed Sharon in the same way. We moved into a group hug, holding near naked bodies tight against each other. The girls kissed me again and then tenderly kissed each other, holding it for several seconds.
I broke the embrace and said we better go back in before we got mosquito bites in places that would be awkward to itch.
We reassembled at the table and finished our meal in an easy silence. When they claimed they could eat no more, I rose to clean the table.
Sharon held out her glass, and I filled it, doing the same for Alice.
Sharon sighed. "This has been one of the most extraordinary meals of my life. Owen you are one of a kind. God, our husbands wouldn't know how to even set a table, let alone make it look so beautiful, and, yes, romantic. The food was great, I love the flowers you arranged, everything is perfect. It is surreal."
"I'll say," agreed Alice. "Especially having a waiter with..." she paused and Sharon joined in "a great cock."
"No, no," continued Alice, "we mean a nearly naked waiter with a fantastic body, an ass made of steel, and a penis worthy of a Greek sculpture."
I laughed, "I better put on some coffee before you two wax poetically into a coma. You already are delirious."
Laughing together, the women then offered to help.
"No way. Take your wine and go out on the screened porch. You might catch the lights of some sail boats coming in or larger ships going out. I'll bring coffee and dessert."
The women settled on the comfy sofa, each resting on one end, while their feet met in the middle. Despite the oncoming evening, it was still warm on the porch.
In a while I appeared carrying a tray. There were three mugs of steaming coffee and three bowls filled with Ben and Jerry's Chocolate and Heath Bar Crunch ice cream. I also served a plate of Pepperidge Farm cookies.
With dramatic groans that they could not eat another bite, the women took the coffees and the ice cream anyway. We all enjoyed our treats in silence while gazing at the moon reflected on the water.
After I bused the dirty plates and returned with fresh coffee, the women made room for me in the middle of the sofa. I said I was getting a little cool and should go put on some clothes. They protested, so I pulled a light cotton blanket out and covered the three of us. I had pulled up a long padded bench that served as a footstool for us. We were comfortable and cozy.
"Sharon, tell us the rest of your story," I asked.
"God, you really don't want to hear all that," she quietly replied.
"Yes, we do for two reasons. One, I want to get to know you more and I believe you are opening a door that has remained closed to everyone, even Alice." I could feel Alice nodding next to me. "And, secondly, I am sure it will be an incredibly erotic tale. I was turned on thinking of you standing nude in front of two women."
"Amen," chipped in Alice. "And, the part where Colleen wiped your wet pussy. Well, I could have used some tissues, believe me."
We laughed and I again coaxed Sharon to continue.
"Ok."
She explained that everything was fine with the mole, as she said. She didn't have to go back to the office and she never saw Colleen again at Dr. Sherrie's."
"Hey, you said there was more to the story," said Alice with a mock pout.
"Oh, there is. Trust me."
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Sharon said she didn't see Colleen, but she thought of her. In fact, she wove a fantasy around her. She would imagine they fell into each other's arms in the exam room and made love to each other. Sharon shyly admitted it became her number one masturbatory fantasy.
Sharon tells her story:
So, about two or three months later, Chuck and Bruce were on a golfing safari to Arizona and my mother offered to take Alex for the weekend to give me a break. Alice, you had gone to visit your mom and give her some quality time with her grandson.
Some of the teachers were going out for drinks that Friday, which was a regular event for them. I always begged off because I had to get home to take care of Alex and make dinner for Chuck. I shocked the others when I asked if I could join them.
It was getting toward the end of the school year, around mid-May. The kids were climbing the walls, and probably would be shocked to learn that their teachers were more eager to get out than they were.
That Friday had been overcast and there was talk of thunder showers that night. The high school was in the middle of downtown and our favorite bar was only about four blocks away. I hitched a ride with a friend, who said she would drop me at my car on her way home.
The bar was an Irish-themed place with a big oak bar in front and a restaurant in back. In the bar area, there were several large booths, we all piled into one of them. We ordered pints and started loosing up and sharing horror stories from our day.
Soon, it was past 6 o'clock and people started getting ready to leave. I said I had to hit the ladies and then I'd take that ride back to my car at the school.
As I was coming out of the restroom, I ran right into a woman who was going in. The woman was smaller and at first all I saw was the blond top of her head.
As we both began to apologize, I looked at her face and recognized Colleen. I literally gasped.
Colleen looked at me and asked if I were all right. I could not speak, so nodded and moved past her. Colleen headed into the restroom.
I had only taken a step when a voice called out, "Sharon?"
I turned to see Colleen half in and out of the bathroom.
"It is you," Colleen had the full 1,000 watt smile aimed my way and I was wilting under its power.
Colleen held up a finger and asked if I could wait a second, while mimicking the urge to go.
I couldn't form a word, so said nothing. Colleen took that as a yes and popped inside, closing the door after her.
Almost in a panic, I was frozen in place, when I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was my friend asking if I were ready to leave.
I cannot to this day explain why I said what I did.
"Why don't you go on? I ran into an old friend and I think I'll stay and catch up with her."
"Are you sure," the other woman asked. "It looks like it could rain any minute."
"Sure, I can have her drop me at my car. Thanks, anyway. I had a great time."
The woman gave me an air kiss on the cheek. And, said we had to do this again before school was out.
I fidgeted and paced the small hallway outside the restrooms. I kept asking myself the same question, "What the hell am I doing?"
I had no answers when I saw Colleen emerge and walk toward me.
"Hi!" Her smile lit up the dark hallway.
"Hi!" I could not utter another word. Colleen was dressed in jeans and a white collared shirt with a red short sleeve T-shirt on top. I affirmed my earlier judgment, made when Colleen was in scrubs, that she had a trim figure. The jeans were tight enough to show she had thin legs and a small behind. The top indicated more substance than I guessed from her size. Her hair was pulled back into a pony tail and held in place with a red elastic. As we walked back into the bar area, I noticed that Colleen had just freshened her make-up for the lip gloss was smooth. She had light blue eye shadow that accented her green eyes. Her clear and smooth skin shown even in the dimmed light. Colleen had red nail polish and wore one gold ring on the thumb of her left hand and a small intricately woven white gold ring on the ring finger of her right. She also had a delicate gold bracelet on her left wrist.
"Have time for a drink?" asked Colleen.
"Uh, sure, but just one 'cause I've already had two beers."
Colleen made eye contact with the tall bartender and signaled two pints.
He poured them, she paid, and she handed one glass to me. A couple was just leaving a tall table with stools and Colleen guided us to take possession of it.
"Cheers," offered Colleen and we clinked rims.
The deep amber lager slid easily down my throat, and I felt a rush. "Easy," I thought, "don't want to fall on my ass."
There was the slightest pause and we seemed to be searching for an opening line. We then both started to say something and both stopped, laughing.
I tilted her glass to Colleen and indicated she could begin.
"Well, this is a nice surprise. I never expected to run into you here. Actually, I didn't expect to run into anyone. I was with a couple friends. We were thinking of a movie and stopped by here to discuss our choices and have a drink while deciding."
"Oh, then you should go with them. I don't mean to interrupt your plans," I said in a rush.
"Too late. They saw me with you and waved good-bye and are off. I wasn't interested in any of the choices they offered. So, you are sort of rescuing me from a deadly two hours."
"Oh, well, then 'Cheers, again, to time not wasted.'"
"Cheers."
We sipped some more beer. I picked through the fresh bowl of bar mix a waitress dropped at our table, looking for cashews. I found a couple and munched.
"And, you?" prodded Colleen.
"And, me what?"
"What were you doing here, and who'd you ditch?"
I smiled, "No one, really. Just some fellow teachers sharing the woes of trying to break through the adolescent mind. As a matter of fact, I rarely come out for happy hour. But, my husband, Chuck, is away for the weekend, and our child, Chuck's and mine, is staying with my mother tonight. So, with my husband not waiting for me, I figured I would have a drink with the girls. I mean they're just girls I work with. Of course, what else would they be? Girls, that is, I mean just girls I work with. So, husband out of town, Sharon goes out with co-workers."
All while I was talking, my inner self was shouting, "Shut up! You are a blithering idiot"
Colleen nodded and said, "Sharon, I know you're married. I reviewed your medial chart that day. And, you certainly don't have to tell me that the girls you were out with are just your co-workers, nor do you have to remind me four times that you have a husband."
"Oh, I didn't mean anything by that. I just kinda' opened my mouth and all this gibberish came out. So, don't think anything of it. I mean, why you would care if those women were co-workers. Who else could they be? I mean really. Not that it would be wrong to be out with girl friends—you know, girls who are friends—even if they weren't co-workers, which these happen to be, as I think I said about fifteen freaking times. I am now just going to zip my lip."
Colleen blasted her with the full wattage. I marveled at how white her teeth were.
"Jesus, you have the whitest teeth."
"Uh, I'll take that as a compliment and not a suggestion that they may not be the originals?"
"Compliment, yes, absolutely. I never thought anything else. It's just that they are so white, not that I was staring at your lips, uh, your mouth, it's just that I sorta' noticed them, because....because, uh..."
"Because they're white?"prompted Colleen.
"Yeah, white. Right. That's all it was a notice of whiteness. Yep, just a little notice."
I thought my inside voice was going to explode. "Will you shut your trap? She is thinking you are certifiable and you still keep rambling on and on."
I smiled weakly. Colleen shook her head.
After a long drink of my beer and what seemed like a longer silence between us, I tried to steer the conversation back to sanity.
"So, you still giving Dr. Sherrie a hand on the patients? No, I mean 'with' the patients, not on the patients. Of course, you have to put your hands on the patients, but I was referring to helping out, you know."
Colleen seemed to stiffen, and her eyes darkened.
"If you are implying..."
"No, no! I'm not implying anything. No, nothing. Nope, no implications whatsoever. Just asking if you are still helping the doc with the exams. You know, keeping the old breast express on time." I tried to keep my voice light and sound funny. But, even to my ears, it came out more like sarcasm.
Colleen set her glass down and glared at me. "I don't know what you're suggesting. But, that day in the exam room, I thought I was helping you. I am a professional and I can assure you anything that happened in that room was strictly above board, and I resent your innuendo. I can see you think otherwise, and I realize I should not have asked you to stay. Obviously, you are reading some dark motive into a rather innocent gesture."
Colleen started to reach for her purse
I felt my stomach flip several times. I really wanted Colleen to stay, even though I could not give a coherent reason why I felt this way.
"Colleen, please don't go. I have no idea what I am saying. I am nervous and words seem to be coming out at random. I'm happy I ran into you and I'd like us to sit here and finish our beers. Please!"
Colleen seemed unconvinced and tugged on her purse strap.
"Please. I admit I am a fuckin' klutz, but I'm not a mental case. I'm just really, really nervous. Stay, come on, please."
Staring me in the eyes, Colleen asked, "Why are you so nervous?"
"I have no fucking clue. And, another thing, I never say 'fuck'"
Colleen laughed, "Yeah, so I noticed."
That seemed to break the ice. Colleen let the purse strap go and picked up her glass. She drained the remainder and signaled the waitress for another round. We waited in silence until two new pints rested on coasters in front of us.
"Well, to answer your original question, if I can even decipher it, is no. I'm no longer at Sherrie's. You'll be happy to know that Sandpaper Agnes is back. "
We both laughed at the reference.
"I'm in an office on the other side of town. Probably will be there another month or so. Then, I think I'll take some time off in the fall and chill on a beach somewhere, maybe Mexico."
"Sounds great."
Colleen asked what was doing with me.
"Same old. We're screaming toward the end of the school year, the kids are out of control, the teachers are loosing their last bit of sanity, and the administration will be thrilled to see both of us leave."
Colleen nodded an understanding.
"Look," I said, "at the risk of driving off the cliff again, let me explain."
"Really, no need to," assured Colleen.
"No, I think I need to. This is embarrassing for me, but let me try to get it out. That day in the office, well, the planets must have been in some freakish alignment. I was totally flipped by how, well, you know, how I was down there. That never happened to me before and I was ashamed in front of you, a perfect stranger, and then thinking that Sherrie, whom all her patients just idolize, would think I was some kinda' slut. Anyway, I totally appreciate your help and discretion. You were so cool. And, believe me, I never thought you were anything less than professional. I, however, was acting like I checked my brain at the coatroom. So, a belated thank you, even though I think I am blushing from humiliation right now."
"You are, and it looks so cute." Colleen tipped her glass toward me and sipped her beer.
I could say nothing, but swallowed so hard I choked, and had beer spurting out my nose and onto the table.
"Very classy," cooed Colleen.
That broke me up and caused more beer to shoot out my nostrils. I was fumbling for a tissue in my purse, when Colleen handed me a pile of bar napkins. I wiped, while trying to apologize for this latest gaff.
"You are an amazing woman, Sharon. So full of the unexpected. But, please don't eat any of those goldfish, I wouldn't want to see what they look like popping out your nose."
We both laughed easily. After that, the conversation flowed smoothly. I learned that Colleen had lived in town about five years, after moving from the mid-west. She just temped in gyn offices and it paid enough for her to have free time and afford the things she liked. I asked about her life in the mid-west. Colleen demurred and said that is a long, long, not-so-happy story that will wait for another day, if ever.
I decided not to push it. We both declined when the waitress offered to bring another round.
We gathered our purses and headed to the exit. As we approached the door, I spoke up.
"Could I ask a big favor? I rode over with a friend and my car is still at the school. Do you think you could drop me off?"
Colleen flashed the high beam smile and said, "Funny, I was going to ask you for a ride. I came with my friends."
I suggested we walk the four or five blocks to my car, and then I could give Colleen a ride home. I lived in the suburbs and Colleen was along the way.
We stepped into the early evening and immediately felt the heaviness of the air.
"Oh boy, I think we better hurry. It's going to break open any minute," I said.
Colleen looked up and confirmed the forecast. We set out at a fast walk.
We hadn't gone a block when a peal of thunder rattled windows along the block and the sky opened. It didn't start with a few drops that turned to a shower and then a downpour. It just went from ominous to sheets of water in a second. We both screamed and started running. After two more blocks we were winded and slowed to a walk. By this time we were soaked down to our skin and looked like drowned rats. Our clothes clung and hung to our bodies. The rain didn't let up and we sploshed along until reaching my Acura.
We scooted in and just looked at each other and started howling. With our hair plastered to our heads, streaks of mascara running down our cheeks, and clothes that had abandoned any hope of maintaining a shape, we looked ridiculous.
I started the SUV and turned the heater on full blast, even though the outside temperature was in the 60s. Colleen told her me address and off we went.
In ten minutes, I pulled up in front of a yellow Victorian on a pleasant tree-lined avenue.
Colleen turned to me and said, "Come in. I'll fix us a drink and we can dry off. You can't drive on the highway in this rain, you'll kill yourself."
The rain had increased in intensity as we had crossed town, and I knew Colleen was correct. I could hardly see twenty feet in front with the wipers at full speed. The highway would be a disaster.
I turned off the car. I had an umbrella in the way back, and offered to get it.
Colleen looked me up and down and then did the same to herself. I got the message. It was a waste of time.
Screaming we jumped out of the car and raced to the large porch.
Gasping for breath, we laughed and laughed as Colleen extracted a key and let us in the entry hall. The house had been divided into three apartments. The original stairway was ahead and led to the second and third floor units. To the right was a door that admitted to Colleen's first floor space. Colleen explained it wrapped around the stairs and had all the original details she loved in Victorians.
Pushing the door in, we entered Coleen's living room. It was large with a big fireplace that had been converted to gas. There was a curved bay window section in front and built in bookcases flanking the fireplace. Colleen directed me through the dining room and into the kitchen.
She dropped her soaked shoes by the back door, and I did the same.
"Something to drink?"
"Something warm would be great."
"I'll put the water on for tea. In the meantime, we have to get out of these clothes or risk pneumonia. There is a bathroom down the hall on the left."
As she spoke she led me down the hall and called over her shoulder. "Wait here a sec." She ducked into a door past the bathroom and emerged with a white robe.
"They say one size fits all. I suggest you go in there and take off your clothes," said Colleen with a twinkle. "Yeah, I know I say that all the time. At least, this isn't some scratchy paper gown that has your butt hanging out the back. Actually, you ought to take a shower to warm up. Put your clothes back in the hall and I'll pop them in the dryer. It'll at least make them semi-wearable."
I began to protest that it wasn't necessary, but Colleen insisted it was no bother.
"Look, take a shower, have a cup of tea, and maybe the rain will let up and you can drive home in dry or at least slightly damp clothes."
I agreed and took the robe. Colleen indicated there were towels in the bathroom linen closet, which was the door on the right in the bathroom.
Closing the door, I was amazed at the size of the bath. It must have been a small bedroom before being converted to a bath. I estimated it was probably behind the main stairs and had no windows, so obviously was in the interior of the home. The walls were a soft white with pale blue wainscoting on the bottom. A club-footed tub, equipped with modern fixtures, stood to the left and a separate, all glass shower was just beyond it. There was a marble topped sink with a large mirror over it. The toilet was set off to the right.
The tile floor had several area rugs to create a cozy feeling, even in such a large room.
I draped the robe over the edge of the tub and began to strip. I started to shiver as I peeled the water logged garments off. I made a neat pile and then slipped on the robe, grateful for the soft comfort. Opening the door I set the wet things on a small stool in the hall.
Coming back in, I settled on the toilet and relieved the pints I consumed at the pub. I opened the shower and turned on the water adjusting it to hot. I turned and faced the far wall, where there were two doors. I thought Colleen said the linen closet was on the left and pulled open the door.
I was wrong. Instead of shelves of towels, I was staring at a naked Colleen. This door led to her bedroom and she was struggling with the twisted elastic in her hair. I was immediately taken by the sight of her nude body.
With her arms frozen up over her head, her breasts were pulled up. They were round and not as large as I thought, having judged them under the red shirt. They were topped by prominent nipples that stood out on areolas barely larger than the nipple. She had a narrow waist that expanded to hips that were only slightly wider. Her legs were shapely and looked taut. I was taken by the closely cropped and shaped blond patch that allowed her sex to show through. I thought this was the most beautiful vision I had ever seen.
Colleen looked directly into my eyes, then smiled with full force.
"Wrong door?" she teased.
"God, sorry, yes."
Colleen laughed and said "No problem. Now, we're even. No secrets."
She walked toward me, the bouncing and swaying of her body transfixing me.
She eased by and popped open the door to the linen closet. I examined the naked back of the smaller woman, seeing defined muscles and the tiny, tight buns that seemed to be suspended by an unseen force on the top of her thighs.



Colleen turned back and handed me a large bath sheet and a washcloth.
She winked and said, "Linen door, bedroom door," as she made an exaggerated gesture toward each. "Now, get in that shower before you use all the hot water in this part of town. I'll take mine after you're finished."
Colleen reached up and kissed me on the cheek, then spun me and gave me a gentle push toward the glass stall. I heard the bedroom door close behind me.
I walked in a daze to the shower, dropped the robe and stepped into the welcoming hot water and steam. I immediately felt the warmth reaching into my body. After standing under the powerful shower head, I used the shampoo, then the body wash.
Sharon looked at Owen and Alice. "I am going to tell you some intimate details and it is a little embarrassing. But, I have come to trust you both."
We both hugged her in reassurance.
As my hand traveled between my legs, I felt my knees buckle. My mind flashed to Colleen standing naked before me. I let my hand linger and soon knew that there was more wetness than what the water was providing. I gave into the sensation and began rubbing myself. The shower had a built in seat, and I rested one leg on it. I then slowly inserted two fingers inside and began a deliberate stroking motion. My other hand found my hood, pulled it back and began exciting the exposed clit. With the cascading water, the erotic image, and my two hands working in synch, I was rapidly approaching a climax.
I had my eyes closed, but then sensed something. I opened them to see Colleen standing in the middle of the bathroom watching. Colleen was holding a hair dryer, but her gaze was fixed on me.
I wanted to cry out, but had no voice. I willed my hands to cease their activity, but they gave no response. I knew I was beyond the point of no return and just let the waves crash over me.
I let out a long, soft moan and felt my body shake. I closed my eyes while the orgasm shook me. When the last tremor faded, I opened her eyes only to see an empty bathroom.
Could I have imagined Colleen standing there and watching me? Was my forbidden erotic fantasy that strong, that now I was conjecturing spirits to voyeur me in self pleasure. Was I going crazy?
I turned off the water and dried in the luxurious bath sheet. I pulled on the robe and then noticed the hair dryer on the vanity. Was that here before, or did I really see Colleen with it in her hand.
Digging through my purse,
I retrieved my brush and dried my hair. Securing the robe tightly, I opened the correct door that led to the hall and found my way back to the kitchen. Colleen was behind the counter, cutting up small lemon bread. The teapot was on the counter and two cups, sliced lemons and honey stood nearby.
"Tea?"
I nodded and Colleen poured the steaming liquid. I opted for honey and sat on a stool. We remained quiet and sipped the herbal warmth.
Colleen looked over the rim of her cup. "Sorry. I thought I'd just drop the dryer off. I should have respected your privacy. I thought I'd be in and out in a second."
"How long were you watching?"
"Oh, not long, really, just a second. And, I really couldn't see anything with the steam and all."
"Don't be coy, Colleen. How long were you watching."
Colleen sipped her tea and looked away out the kitchen window into the dark rainy night.
"Sharon, I couldn't turn away. Sorry. But, it, no you, were so beautiful and so erotic, I had no power to stop looking. I feel so ashamed. I shouldn't have been there, and certainly shouldn't have stayed."
I took in her words.
"I don't know why I did it. I just felt an urge and got carried away, I guess," I said softly.
"So, it had nothing to do with seeing me nude? Or, nothing to do with how you felt at your exam?"
I feigned surprise. "Of course not. It's not like I'm sexually attracted to you, or any woman."
"Ah, that's a shame."
I let that line hang in the air.
Colleen finished her tea and announced she was taking her shower now. She invited me to take my tea and the plate of lemon bread into the living room. Colleen had turned on the gas fire and lit some candles. The room was as cozy as possible and a perfect antidote to the cold and rainy outdoors.
Fifteen minutes later, Colleen appeared dressed in flannel bottoms and a sweatshirt. She held a pile of neatly folded clothes.
She sat in a chair next to the couch where I was.
"You can stay as long as you want," she offered.
"Thanks, but I'm tired and the rain has let up. I think I'll get dressed and go."
"Whatever you want, Sharon. Your clothes were still soaked, so I pulled together a couple things that I had from a friend, who left them here. I'll finish drying your stuff. The only thing I don't have is underwear. I don't think mine will fit you, so I guess you'll have to go commando."
I hesitated, then took the offered pile and headed to the bathroom. I dressed and was back in the living room dressed in jeans about a size too large and a polo shirt. I was conscious of how my breasts moved under the fabric without a bra.
Colleen was holding a yellow rain slicker and matching hat.
"More leftovers from an old acquaintance." I thanked her and pulled on the slicker and then my soaked loafers.
Gathering my purse, I walked to the door. Colleen stood by my side.
"Sharon, sorry if I upset you."
"No, you didn't, believe me. I think it's best I go now."
"Could we get together again, maybe have dinner?"
"Uh, I don't know. Well, maybe, but let me think on it. Okay?"
Colleen lit up the subdued light with her smile. "That sounds like a possibility. I like that. Besides, you have to get your clothes back once they're dry."
I smiled back and reached for the door.
Colleen put a hand on my arm and pulled me around to face her.
"Well, until you decide, let this be a reminder and an appetizer."
She slipped her hand behind my neck and pulled my face toward her own. Rising on her toes, Colleen kissed my lips. I tried to pull back, but Colleen held fast. She kissed me again, and this time I kissed back, ever so slightly.
I then broke free and mumbled I had to go. I rushed out the door and ran to my car. Sitting inside, letting the engine warm up, I thought, "What the hell are you getting yourself into, girl?"
Later that night, alone in my bed, I let my hands slip between my legs and imagined an answer to that question that brought a brighter glow to the heat of my orgasm.
"Holy shit, Sharon," exclaimed Alice. "You can't stop there. Did you fuck her, what happened next?"
"Alice is right. Please don't leave us hanging.
Sharon smiled. "Let's find another bottle of wine and see if Anne Marie was right about watching the stars through the skylight."
The women stood and then held out their hands to me. Helping me up, they both giggled at my erection behind the thin material of my pants.
Alice grabbed hold of my hand and pulled toward the kitchen, while Sharon cupped my buns and pushed. I retrieved another bottle from the fridge, opened it and, together we climbed the stairs to the loft.
We shed our remaining clothes, and pulled down the covers. We snuggled together, with just the top sheet offering a light protection, and a noticeable tent where I lay. Heads resting against the headboard, I filled their glasses.
"And, now, as Paul Harvey used to say, the rest of the story," I announced in a mock radio voice.
"Well, to quote another famous person," said Sharon, "'Fasten your seatbelts; it's going to be a bumpy ride'"
Sharon continued her saga.
I was frazzled for the entire weekend. When Chuck asked if anything was wrong—and I knew I must be acting out of my head if Chuck noticed—I blamed it on the pressure of getting everything done before the end of the year.
I kept handling the card I found in the pocket of the jeans that Colleen gave me. It was Colleen's business card and on the back were her home and cell phone numbers. I did all I could to not pick up the phone and call.
I wanted to see her again, even if to prove I was not attracted to her. But, then, I admitted that it was a lie. I was attracted to this woman. I thought maybe I should never see her again, and this silly urge would go away. But, I kept remembering the sweet taste of Colleen's lips against mine and the sight of her standing naked in her bedroom. I replayed that image in my mind over and over. The pretty breasts, the tight abs, the slight crop of blond, almost transparent pubic hair, the lips of her sex showing, the firm, little ass. Over and over, I let the images wash over me. I was in a constant state of arousal. Of course, Chuck didn't pick up on it, so I was forced to rely on my trusty fingers while showering—this time with the door locked.
If the weekend seemed long, the work week was interminable. Twenty times a day I picked up my cell to dial Colleen's number, and twenty times I disconnected before it could ring. It was the classic did want to and didn't want to.
On Friday, I turned down another offer to go out with the teachers. Chuck was home and I had to pick up our son from day care, make dinner, blah, blah, blah. The truth is I was frightened I would run into Colleen again.
I busied myself over the weekend with household chores, grocery shopping and eating two pints of Haagen Daz Coffee Mocha. On Sunday evening, Chuck said his father was putting together a foursome for the member-guest tournament at his club. He wanted Chuck and Bruce to play as guests with him and one of his club buddies. They would stay at his parent's house and play a round on Saturday and Sunday.
Maybe because my nerves were on end thinking about Colleen, I snapped at him. "Did you ever think that I might have some plans on a weekend? Did it ever cross your mind that I might like to do something besides stay home all weekend to watch our son and clean?"
Chuck was clearly taken aback. I never talked this way to him. "Honey, is there something you wanted to do next weekend?"
I thought I should tell him, "Yes, dear, there is. You see I want to go over to this woman's house and see if we can fuck each other." But, I let restraint be my guide, and answered, "Well, not exactly, but I don't like being taken for granted. Maybe I just want to go out by myself, or with Alice, go shopping, have lunch, go to a movie. Do something, for Christ's sake, besides stay home. You just decide you're going to play golf and that's it. I like to have a little life of my own, you know."
"Life of your own?" echoed Chuck. "We have a life together. I don't have a life of my own. I work to support this family, I go out with you to parties, like to Bruce and Alice's. This is our life."
I felt defensive, and didn't want to sound that way. "I didn't mean a life of my own (but I really did mean exactly that), I meant some time for myself. That's all."
"Hey, sure, I can understand that. I have an idea, how about I ask my Mom to take Alex this weekend. I'll be there anyway, so it won't be a big deal."
I considered the offer, but then thought about the subtle and not so subtle digs my mother-in-law would get in the next time she saw me. She always made a comment about "how much she loved having to care for the kids, and Sharon or Alice should not give a thought that it was any inconvenience to her. She was always happy to reschedule her appointments." No, I didn't want any more of that.
"No," I told Chuck, "you go. Stay over there because you'll be out late and have to be back on Sunday for the second round. I'll be fine. We can work out another time when maybe I'll go and pamper myself at a spa, or something. You can watch Alex." Even as I said it, I knew that Chuck would never spend a day caring for his son.
Chuck lit up because he knew his weekend was safe and he, too, knew he'd never end up spending a day alone with his son.
"Sure, great idea, Honey. Let's be sure you do that real soon."
All that week I gave Chuck the cold shoulder, but I was reasonably sure he never noticed. His plan was to pick up Bruce at his house and they would drive together the forty-five minutes to his parents' house on Friday. They'd be back late Sunday.
As Friday approached, I became more agitated. I decided to act. Calling our top babysitter, I was more than pleasantly surprised to find out she was available on Saturday. It seemed she had a big final paper due and was planning to work on it over the weekend. I pushed my luck and asked Ellen if she could come mid afternoon and stay into the evening. Ellen agreed and said she'd see me at 3 in the afternoon.
Now I had to find the courage to call Colleen. It was Thursday, and I sat in my empty classroom as the clock approached four o'clock. Finally, steeling myself, I dialed the number I had long ago memorized. The phone rang and then was answered voice mail prompting to leave a message. I hung up without saying a word. As soon as I did, I kicked myself, knowing that my number would appear in the Caller ID. I decided to try Colleen on her cell. Again, it went to voice mail, but this time I left a message.
"Hi, it's me, Sharon. Hi, I guess I said that. Well, I thought I should come by and pick up my clothes, and was wondering if maybe Saturday night was good. I won't have to stay long, or anything, but I thought I should get them—the clothes, that is. So, give me a call on this number and then we can see if Saturday is a good day. Well, good for picking up the clothes, you know. OK, bye."
I disconnected and hit my forehead with the phone. "I sound like an idiot. Did I even make any sense? Well, that's that. I won't have to worry about her calling me back for a date. Wow, was I really thinking this would be a date?"
I packed my stuff and drove home, picking up Alex along the way. Getting home I and Alex played on the floor for a while, then I fixed his supper, gave him his bath, and read a story. He soon was asleep for the night.
I knew Chuck was going to be late, he told me about a client meeting that included dinner. I knew that meant a huge steak, beers and a brownie sundae for dessert at Applebee's.
I had done a load of laundry and was folding towels when my cell rang. I jumped and then tried to calm my heartbeat. It had to be Colleen. I looked at the ID and recognized Colleen's cell number.
"Hell-o".
Even over the phone, I could feel the warmth and brightness of Colleen's smile. "Hey, it is you. I was afraid I'd get voice mail. It was wonderful to hear from you."
"Yeah, well I thought I should call and, you know, like I said, come over and get the clothes."
"Of course," said Colleen with more than a trace of laughter in her voice. "No problem, but I do have a little conflict with Saturday. Is Sunday doable?"
My heart sunk. "God, she has a date," I thought. "Stupid me thinking she's sitting around waiting for my call. Saturday night, like she wouldn't be busy then."
I said, "Well, I'm sorta' working around a babysitter and I know she can't do Sunday. So, maybe some other time. No big deal."
After a pause, Colleen came back. "Let me try to work something out. I'll call you back."
I was about to tell her not to go to any trouble, but Colleen had already clicked off.
"This is not meant to be," I said aloud. "And, I don't even know what 'it' is"
Ten minutes later, the phone chirped again.
"Hey, I got things moved around, so Saturday works great. How about I cook a little dinner?"
"Gosh, I didn't mean for you to change all your plans, and you don't have to go through the trouble of making me dinner..."
Colleen interrupted her. "You didn't make me change plans, I decided to do that because I wanted to do it. And, dinner is no problem. I love cooking for people, especially people I like."
That last comment hung in the air, until Colleen prompted, "Are you still there, Sharon?"
"Yeah. Well, sure, dinner sounds great, as long as it's no trouble. But, you just said it wouldn't be trouble, so I guess it won't be. Right? Anyway, can I bring something? And what time?"
I again amazed myself by sounding like one of my adolescent students.
Colleen laughed gently. "Well, let's say around 6. You can bring your favorite white wine, and wear something pretty. See you on Saturday."
The phone went dead before I could respond. "Did she say wear something pretty? Does she think this is a date? Shit, this is a date. And, I've got nothing to wear."
The next day as Chuck and Bruce drove off to their golf weekend, I dragged baby Alex along to the mall so I could pick out an outfit perfect for...perfect for...perfect for what? "Perfect for a woman to wear who knows she wants to be seduced," I concluded. I called Ellen, my babysitter, from the mall, and asked if she could come earlier. I wanted to get a mani-pedi. Ellen agreed and even offered to come to the mall and pick up Alex. That way, I could stay there and get my nails done.
Ellen arrived and took notice of the bags I had already assembled. She asked if there was something special going on, commenting on the shopping, the mani-pedi, and my obvious nervous state.
"Oh, no, nothing really. Just having dinner with a friend tonight. And, I haven't treated myself to a little TLC in a while," I lied.
Ellen seemed to buy it and then pushed Alex's stroller away. She was the perfect babysitter and kept a child seat in her car so she could drive kids around.
I went to the nails store and enjoyed the hour's worth of attention. As I made my way down one corridor, I passed a hair salon, and on impulse went in. The trendy young man asked what I wanted.
I laughed and said I had no idea. But, I wanted something a little more daring, but not radical. I wanted it to be attractive, but not too much. I wanted it to be noticed, but subtle.
The man smiled and said, "Oh, you want sexy."
I choked, but then realized that was exactly what I wanted.
After the shampoo, cutting and slight tinting and rinsing, I was not sure I was looking at myself in the mirror. My shoulder length brown hair now barely reached my neck and had slight henna highlights. It framed my face and made my eyes stand out, while seeming to give more prominence to my cheekbones. I stared and let the realization creep up on me. I looked sexy.
The young stylist also suggested a couple make-up changes and I left with a new array of eye shadow, rouge and lipstick.
I arrived home with more than a couple bags full of options.
Ellen took one look at me and said, "Wow. Mrs. B. you are looking hot. I love the hair and your make-up."
I blushed and said I wanted a little change.
"Well, you got that. Looking good."
I excused myself and went upstairs. I had a little over two hour to get prepped for dinner.
Drawing a hot bath, I soaked some of the tension out. I left the tub and stood in the shower to rinse off the soap. After drying off, I used my best body lotion to smooth my skin, and bemoaned the little stretch marks on my breasts. Regarding my naked body in front of the full length mirror, I finally admitted, it wasn't too bad. I immediately followed the thought by adding "Not that anyone is going to see this body tonight."
I slipped on my new silk underwear and immediately noticed that I required a serious trim job if I were to wear these panties. Stripping them off, I used scissors and a razor to tame the unruly mess. Now the panties showed no stragglers.
On top I wore a sheer silk bra that matched the practically nude color of my panties. Turning to look at my back, I thought my ass looked good in the new panties.
I had laid out five different outfits on the bed.
"What the hell was "pretty?" I wondered.
After trying and tossing them over a dozen times, I settled on a lightweight dress, belted at the waist that fell just to my knees. The top had a scoop neck that showed just a hint of cleavage. The print was a subdued floral in pinks and lilacs. The pinched waist accented my chest and my long legs helped balance the bottom. The fabric moved seductively over my rear. I opted for no stockings, and wore low heels with open toes to show off my red toenails.



I slid on a delicate gold necklace with an emerald pendant and did a final inspection in the mirror. My new hair, make-up and clothes had vanquished the practical mother and left a sexy young women in her place.
I grabbed my small clutch with just the essentials of lipstick, breath mints, hair brush, cell phone and wallet.
Finally, I unwrapped the new fragrance I bought and put a dab behind my ears, between my breasts, on my wrists and, with a giggle, lifting my skirt, placed a couple drops between my legs.
I twirled one last time and headed down stairs.
Ellen had fed Alex and was reading to him on the leather sofa in the family room. She looked up as I entered and her mouth dropped.
"Mrs. B. You look super. God, I've never seen you dressed before. I mean, you know, all put together like this. Wow! You are really, really hot. Where did you say you were going?"
I realized maybe I had overdone it and now everyone would be thinking I was stepping out on a date.
"Oh, just to have dinner with an old friend—a girl friend."
"I guess you want to show her you've still got it, right?"
I laughed, "Yes, something like that."
Alex put his arms up for a hug and I looked at his spaghetti stained clothes and grubby hands. Ellen saw the look and took charge.
"Hey, Alex, I'll hold you and you give Mommy a little kiss on the cheek, OK?'
Alex smiled and kissed me while Kathy held the rest of him away from me.
I reminded Ellen I'd have my cell and to call if anything came up.
Ellen promised and told me to take my time. "I can even sleep over, if you want, Mrs. B, if you are going to be out late on the town or something. Just let me know."
"I don't think that will be necessary, but thanks. My friend is staying at the Concorde and has a suite, so if I get too high, I might take you up on your offer. I'll check in later."
"Hey, let's just say I will stay over. So, let me know if you're going to be home, but either way, I'll sleep in the guest room. It will give me lots of time to work on my paper."
I was soon on my way to Colleen's when I realized I'd forgotten the wine. And, I meant to pick up some flowers. Cursing at myself for this slip, I stopped at a shopping plaza along the way with a grocery store with both a wine section and a florist concession.
I quickly picked out a white wine that I'd had before and thought from the price that it should be good. At the florist stand, I hand picked an assortment of flowers.
Standing in line, I could swear that men were checking me out. The teenage boy at the cashier, whom I had seen dozens of times before while shopping here, was all smiles. He even tried some small talk as he rang up my purchases.
"My God, he's trying to flirt with me," I thought. "Most times he never even looks at me."
It was a little after six as I turned onto Colleen's street and pulled up in front of the yellow Victorian. I was about to get out of the car, when my cell rang. I recognized Colleen's number.
"Hi."
"Hi, I just pulled up outside. I'll be right in."
"I know, I saw you. Why don't you pull up in the driveway, then you won't have to leave it on the street. I'll see you at the back door."
Colleen clicked off. I wondered at the request, but backed the SUV up and pulled in the driveway. As I neared the back of the house, Colleen came and motioned her to pull into a parking space next to the porch.
I stopped the car and gathered the wine and flowers. I stepped out and Colleen came toward her.
Colleen looked me over and smiled brighter than I had ever seen.
"You are beautiful, Sharon. I love your new hairdo."
"Thanks," I said, "It was sort of a spur of the moment. I wasn't sure what I wanted or how it would turn out."
Colleen put her hand on my arm, "It's perfect. It makes your face even more outstanding. And, I love your dress."
I blushed and murmured thanks.
I regarded Colleen. She wore a light white silk blouse that was open nearly to her waist. Underneath, I could see a silk cami with sheer lace covering her breasts.
The blouse was tucked into black silk drawstring pants, which hung loosely from her hips. On her feet she wore black cloth shoes with Oriental designs in gold.
Instead of her ponytail, Colleen let her blond hair fall softly to her shoulders. She wore a black lacquered head band to hold it in place. Her make-up seemed to be non-existent, except I knew there was a lot of work involved in allowing it to appear so natural. She had light red lip gloss that helped accent the sensuousness of her mouth and elegantly framed her dazzling smile.
She had three cold chains around her neck and gold and copper earrings that dangled from her delicate lobes. Even at a little distance, I could detect an exotic fragrance wafting my way.
Colleen slipped her arm through mine and guided me up the back stairs and into the house. We stepped into the kitchen and Colleen asked for the wine.
"Let me cool it. We can have it with dinner."
After placing the bottle in the fridge, she turned and smiled again at me.
"I can't get over the difference your hair cut makes," she said. "You look younger and really vibrant."
I felt my blush rising and tried to distract Colleen by holding out the flowers.
"Here, they made me think of the summer light in the evening and the color of your hair," I said. I had rehearsed the line all the way over and now it sounded trite and contrived.
Colleen beamed and took the flowers. "That's a great thought and compliment. Thank you." She lifted her head and kissed me on the cheek.
"Hmm, you smell wonderful," Colleen said and kissed me on the other cheek.
"You, too," I murmured as I breathed deeply while my nose nuzzled Coleen's neck.
Colleen arranged the flowers in a tall vase and invited me into the living room.
She set the vase on the low table in front of the fireplace, which was unlit on this warm evening. Also on the table were a wine bucket with a bottle of champagne sticking out, a tray of shrimp and fresh raw oysters accompanied by two small dishes of cocktail sauce and horseradish, and a small round marble plate with a coarse pate, cornichons and chopped onions. A basket of thin crackers completed the display.
Colleen eased her self onto the floor, and kneeling, poured two glasses. I sat on pillows at the side of the table. Colleen raised her glass and I mimicked her.
"Well, let's see. How about a toast to new friends, warm spring evenings and adventure?"
My eyebrows lifted, but said nothing, just nodded and clinked the rim of my flute against Colleen's.
"Ooh, that is smooth?" I said.
"Yes, I love champagne. Makes me feel sophisticated and light-headed at the same time. Next to tequila, which makes me absolutely crazy, I think I've done the most outrageous things high on the bubbly."
I took another sip and responded lightly, "Well, maybe we should take it easy. Wouldn't want you to get too outrageous."
"Why not?" rejoined Colleen with more than a twinkle in her eye.
I could just manage a giggle and then took another sip to avoid having to say anything else.
Colleen told me to dig in. I loved raw oysters and these were excellent. I swallowed two and washed them down with the liquid gold. I switched to the shrimp and finished by tasting with the pate.
"God, this is incredible. What kind is it?" I asked.
"It's a country pate. There's a pasta and wine shop in the neighborhood that makes it themselves. I agree, I've never had any as good as this."
We gnoshed and sipped in silence for a few minutes, enjoying the taste and texture while allowing a little tension to build between us.
"So, how was your day," asked Colleen. "Do anything interesting."
I finished my first glass of champagne and Colleen was refilling it as I began to answer. Already, I felt the first slight effect of the wine.
"Yeah, I dragged little Alex around the freaking mall trying to find something to wear that would fit the definition of 'pretty'." The words left my mouth before my mind fully censored them.
"Oh, I don't mean it was a bother. It's just that you said wear something pretty, and I don't think I have anything that would fall into that category. Practical? Plenty of practical. Comfy? Got that covered. Appropriate? Wouldn't want to look inappropriate in church or dinner out with the in-laws. But, pretty? Not much hope in my closet."
I stuffed a shrimp in my mouth to stop babbling.
Colleen smiled. "Well, I didn't mean to put you out. I just thought we could have a special dinner and dress up a little."
"Oh, it's fine. I kinda' enjoyed the shopping. No, that's not right. I hated the shopping, but I enjoyed the results."
Colleen nodded. "Well, you certainly succeeded. Pretty, it is. Very pretty."
"You think so? Ellen, my babysitter, said I looked hot. Been a long time since I even looked luke warm."
"I'd say your babysitter has an acute eye," said Colleen over the rim of her glass. "Only, I'd add smoking hot."
I felt the redness explode over my face and travel down my chest and arms. I broke out into a mild sweat.
"God, I hate that I get like this," I said," fanning myself with one of the linen napkins Colleen had laid out.
"I find it cute and quite disarming" she replied. "I might even find it flattering, if I thought you were blushing because of me."
I now had to mop my brow with the napkin and hoped my make-up was not running down my cheeks. I could only nod and sip some more champagne.
Colleen topped off both glasses and killed the bottle.
"Well, stay here and enjoy the rest of the hors d'ouvres and the last of your drink. I need to see to dinner."
"Can I help?"
"Thanks, no. I have most things under control. Just a few last minute additions and we should be ready in a few minutes. I call you when it's time to open the wine."
"More wine? I hope you're not trying to get me drunk," I blurted out, immediately regretting the implication hanging in those words.
Colleen just smiled and said, "No, actually I hope you keep all your senses on high power. You can enjoy life's experiences better that way."
She turned and disappeared into the kitchen, leaving me swopping sweat from my face and in between my breasts.
I eased up off the floor and onto the oversized white couch. It was soft, and I sunk back into the cushions.
I again felt the panic rise in my throat. What am I doing here? This was not just some innocent dinner with a friend. I hardly knew Colleen, and I was dressed with the intent to make myself sexually appealing. I was fairly sure Colleen had flirted with me and intimated that she wanted intimate things. But, am I totally sure? Could I have misread the signs? Was this just a dinner? Did Colleen just want to start a new galpal friendship?
I heard the familiar sounds of a kitchen at work. An oven door opening and closing, pot lids being handled, the fridge being used. It could be just another night at home, only I would be the one in the kitchen, not some beautiful blond, with the silky blouse and creamy breasts peeking out of the lacy cami.
More panic threatened to overturn the delicacies I only recently sent down my throat. Did I really think I was going to have sex with Colleen? Was I seriously considering becoming physical with anyone, but especially a woman? God, I must be crazy and better get out of here now.
"Penny for your thoughts," came the voice from beside me. I startled and saw Colleen standing next to the couch.
"Oh, oh, Colleen, I have to go. This is, well, this is so lovely, but I really have to go. I mean, I don't know, well, I don't really know what's going on. Hey, maybe nothing is going on. Sorry. I have to go."
I stood up, a little unsteady.
Colleen didn't move, just looked at her with her dazzling smile.
"Sharon, relax. It's just dinner. Dinner! You are having a mild panic attack and letting your mind get way in front of you. I put a lot of time into this dinner, and I know you'll love it. Stay, we'll be fine. Really."
I looked at the smaller woman. "You mean you don't want to make love to me?'
Colleen laughed out loud. "Of course, I do, silly. But, I'm not sure you do. So, let's be two gals having a bite to eat. Just relax. I'm not going to get you drunk, or drug you to jump your bones. I'm a hellava' cook and you will be swept away by my skills. So, let's eat."
"So, no sex?"
Colleen slipped her arm through mine and we walked to the dinning room.
"Dear, I never said that."
We sat across from each other. Colleen indicated the white wine that I brought and an opener. As I began to uncork it, Colleen went back into the kitchen. She returned in a moment carrying two square white plates.
She placed one in front of me and the other at her place. She took the opened bottle and poured two glasses of the Chardonnay.
I looked on the plate and saw two small servings of stuffed sole, accompanied by a salsa of mango and peppers. There was a salmon colored sauce dribbled over the fish.
Colleen offered a silent toast and then we tasted the fish.
My mouth exploded in a wild mix of flavors. The bland sole came alive with the salsa and the piquant taste of the sauce. The best I could express were several loud, "Mmmm's".
I broke off a small piece of the French bread and put on a generous pat of butter. The bread was crunchy on the outside, and warm and yeasty on the inside. As the butter melted in, it soaked the mounds and valleys and transformed the simple food into a comforting taste that helped sooth my nerves. I sipped some wine, and had another helping of the bread.
"God, that was delicious."
"Take it easy on the bread, or you won't have room for the rest of the meal."
"The rest? I thought this was dinner?'
"Just the fish course. Here, have some more wine. Great choice! Goes perfectly with the sole."
As I savored the wine, Colleen cleared the white plates.
Colleen's next course topped the fish, and so did the salad, cheese, all accompanied by appropriate wines.
I finally moaned, "No more! Please!"
Colleen smiled as she cleared the remnants of the cheese course and the half bottle of a dry burgundy.
"Let's take a break before dessert," offered Colleen. "We can relax on the couch and let everything digest for a while."
"I don't think I could even consider dessert, but I bet it's as delectable as the rest of the meal. So, I agree, let's rest and then see about dessert."
Colleen reached for my hand and helped me up. "Dearie, my chocolate is not delectable, it's decadent."
Still holding my hand Colleen led me back to the living room. I sunk into the white couch and slipping off my shoes, pulled my legs up underneath.
Colleen disappeared back into the kitchen and came out with a tray holding a bottle of Pellegrino and two glasses of ice.
She poured the sparkling water and handed me one glass, then sat at the opposite end of the couch, dropping her shoes on the floor.
"God, I really am stuffed and my stomach feels like I'm carrying a ten pound baby. I feel tight and I'm not even wearing pantyhose," I said, and then immediately realized how that comment might sound.
"I mean I'm wearing panties, of course, just no pantyhose." Again, I astounded myself with the level of my blithering.
"Well, I'm going to forgo fashion for comfort," confessed Colleen. She pulled the drawstring on her silk pants and tugged at the waistband until it gave her an inch of relief. "Why not loosen your belt?"
I thought this might be a come on, but thought even more about relieving the pressure. I undid the buckle and pulled the belt free, dropping it on the coffee table.
We looked at each other and sighed in unison. We both immediately started giggling.
I asked about Colleen's day.
"Actually, I spent the day shopping and working on dinner."
"Oh, I didn't mean for you to go to all this trouble," I said with a tinge of guilt.
"It was a pleasure not a bother," she responded.
"I enjoy planning a special meal, working out the menu, making a list of all the ingredients and other things I'll need. Then, I plan out my shopping and the order I'll go to each store. It gives me a lot of satisfaction to immerse myself in the details. I also love the preparation and cooking. So many nights, I just throw something in the micro or heat up some take-out. Having to cook for someone special is a treat. Actually, this was one of the best days I've had in a while. So, I should be thanking you for giving me the opportunity."
I raised my sparkling water in a toast, "Then, here's to good days and better dinners."
"Cheers to that," said Colleen and we touched rims.
The conversation flowed easily between us. I talked about work and the joys and frustrations of being a mother. Colleen offered some funny observations and contrasted my life with hers.
"From over-commitment to let-it-all hang out," said Colleen with a warm smile.
She then asked if I could try a little dessert. "I spent a lot of time on this—it's called Chocolate Ecstasy. And, given our overstuffed state, I think that may be an apt description. How about just a sliver and some coffee?"
"God, I shouldn't, but I also can't ever refuse chocolate. But, just a sliver and let me help you."
Colleen smiled and said "No way. Just sit and relax. I'll be right back."
She jumped up off the couch. In her haste she forgot to retie the drawstring, and her black silk pants dropped immediately to her ankles.
Colleen shrieked and I stared at the sheer black thong that clearly showed her neatly trimmed blond bush. Colleen bent over and grabbed her pants and turned her back as she pulled them up. I took in the nearly naked and perfectly shaped rear end, and felt my heart rate kick up.
Over her shoulder, Colleen offered an apology. "Sharon, that was completely unintentional. Please know I would never do something like that on purpose."
I, surprising myself beyond all measure, reached out and lightly touched the now covered cheek and said, "It's fine. And, a fine ass. Don't give it a thought." As I said this, I marveled as the firmness of the buttock as it shown under the delicate softness of the silk.
Colleen reached back and took my hand that was softly placed on her butt and put her hand on top of mine. She first pushed it slightly into her butt, then pulled it off and, as she turned to face me, gave it a squeeze. She bent at the waist and lightly kissed my fingertips.
I pulled Colleen's hand toward me and returned the kiss on her fingertips.
"Again sorry. Now, I'll get dessert and try to keep my drawers up."
As Colleen rounded the corner to the kitchen, I called out. "Hey, no big deal, I saw more than that the last time I was here."
I immediately felt she should bite my tongue. What the hell am I doing and saying.
"Yeah, I guess so. And, I have had the great pleasure of enjoying the beauty of you."
Colleen returned with the tray filled this time with two mugs of steaming coffee and two plates with a slice of dark cake, drizzled with a caramel sauce. On the tray was a delicate China bowl filled with what was obviously fresh whipped cream.
Colleen set the tray down and passed me a plate. This time, Colleen sat on the middle cushion, closer to me. She lifted the bowl of whipped cream and offered it to me.
I hesitated, and then gave in to full surrender. I took a large spoonful and plopped it on top of the cake. I then considered the enormity of the challenge before me.
"I cannot eat this entire thing," I sighed. "I will burst. Really."
Colleen smiled and nodded in agreement. "Share a piece?"
"Deal!"
Colleen picked up the plate and cut a piece of cake with her fork. She then dipped it into the cream and offered it to me. I leaned forward and allowed Colleen to slip it into my mouth.
Moans of delight escaped my lips as I sampled the first bite. "God, this is unbelievable. And, you made it yourself?"



Colleen nodded and took a forkful for herself.
She fed me another bite. I then took the fork from Colleen, and carefully placed a mouthful in the midst of the perfect smile that had captivated me from the first I saw it.
Colleen held my wrist and slowly licked the fork clean, before taking it from my grasp.
She cut another piece and loaded even more whipped cream on, and brought it to my lips. With a light touch, she dabbed some cream around my mouth, before slipping in the fork. After withdrawing the fork, she leaned in and delicately licked the cream and a few chocolate crumbs from my mouth.
I put forth no resistance, and the next sensation was Colleen's tongue gently asking for entry, which was quickly granted. The taste of chocolate, caramel, cream and Colleen mixed in an exotic blend inside my mouth. Her tongue explored the expanse of my mouth and slowly withdrew. I wanted it back and pressed my mouth firmly against Colleen's. Colleen rewarded my with more of the sweetness of her tongue, accompanied by the strength of her warm lips on mine. I used my own tongue to test every surface of Colleen's as it filled my mouth. I sucked it deep into me and felt the tip tickle the roof of my mouth. As it slowly withdrew, I allowed my tongue to follow it back past the lush lips, perfect white teeth and into the warm cavity of another woman. A new sensation for my tongue, but one filled with erotic pleasure that sent a hot current through my nerves and started the first flow of the womanly moisture of arousal.
I leaned heavily into Colleen and was taken aback as the other woman pushed me away. I opened her eyes searching for an answer for this rejection.
Colleen read the look and softly laughed. "Honey, I have to put down this plate before we're wearing the cake."
Replacing the plate on the table, Colleen pulled my face to hers and kissed my lips, then eyes, nose and cheeks. She returned to my lips and covered them with minute nips. Colleen eased herself back on the couch, and pulled me on top of her. I felt the other woman's legs spread, and settled in between them. As we kissed, with our bodies pressed to each other, Colleen moved her hands down from my back on to my rear, cupping a cheek in each hand. With tongues slipping from mouth to mouth, Colleen softly rolled my cheeks in her palms. She then pulled on the light fabric of my dress until the hem reached the tops of my thighs. Colleen let her hands go under the dress, move up my thighs and slip under the edge of my panties. With her hands on my bare flesh, Colleen pulled down until our sexes pushed against each other.
I responded with a reflexive motion and slowly ground against her. My own sex was becoming wetter with each kiss and each rotation of Colleen's hips.
Colleen broke a kiss and looked up at me, as I responded in wonder.
"Are you all right," Colleen asked in a whisper.
"God, yes. I have not been this turned on since I can't even remember."
"So, you don't want to stop?"
"No, no. I want more."
Colleen blazed her incredible smile, kissed me then said, "Let's get up."
I moved off her and sat back in the corner of the couch.
Colleen sat up and then stood, standing directly in front of me.
"Well, if you're sure, then as Johnny Cash might have said, 'Because you're mine, Please pull the twine'"
I gazed at the drawstring of the black silk pants. With trembling hands I reached out and pulled the ends. Colleen's pants once again met the floor, this time without shame.
I ran her hands up the back of her thighs and felt the tight buns that fit perfectly in my hands. "God, you are so smooth, so taut."
Colleen bent and placing her hands under my arms, pulled me to a standing position. She then bent and caught the hem of my dress in her hands, lifting it as she straightened. With one motion, she moved it up, over my head and let it fall on the couch.
Her eyes roamed my nearly nude body, with only a sheer fabric providing slight cover.
"You're beautiful, Sharon, I hope you know that."
I blushed, sending a crimson flush down my chest and onto my breasts. Colleen kissed my neck and slowly worked down to my breasts, covering each with light caresses. I almost swooned with the sensation. Colleen slipped a finger under each strap and eased them off my shoulder. Kissing my mouth, she reached behind and undid the clasp. Stepping back, the bra came free.
Colleen took a half step back to better admire my nude upper torso.
She kissed my right breast, and used her tongue to tease the nipple into stiffness. "Since the first moment I saw you in the office, I wanted to have these breasts. I wanted them to be mine to taste, tease, torture and savor."
I shivered with the pleasure of Colleen's touch of tongue and fingers. "I hate my stretch marks, they make my tits too ugly."
Colleen laughed. "You are crazy, girl. These are beautiful. I don't think I could ever get enough of them."
I pulled Colleens face tight to my chest, and offered a low sigh of thanks, speaking into the fragrant blond hair.
I then unbuttoned the last two fasteners on Colleen's blouse and pulled it off her. I could see the erect nipples practically bursting from the silk of the camisole. I quickly pulled it over Colleen's head and stared at the perfect breasts, I only briefly glimpsed before, but had masturbated to in memory all week.
Tentatively I reached for them, marveling at their warmth, softness and firmness. I played with each nipple until Colleen squirmed under my touch. Bending over, I pressed my lips against the nipple on the left breast, then opened my mouth to take it in. With my tongue I sensed the miniscule bumps along the erect point, and then, opening my mouth wide, took in the entire. I sucked softly, while flicking the nipple with my tongue.
"Jesus, that feels good," exclaimed Colleen. "Are you sure you never did this before, because I am creaming right now."
Pulling my mouth away and freeing the small, precious mound, I smiled and looked into Colleen's eyes. "First tit ever, I swear it. But, I know I want some more." I began to move in again, when Colleen grabbed my hand and said, "Follow me."
We ran into the bedroom, and Colleen flung back the covers. We fell onto the soft sheets in an embrace. Kissing and exploring each other's breasts with our hands, we rolled back and forth.
Colleen then started kissing her way down my body. After paying due attention to my breasts, she thoroughly savored my navel, and brought her lips to the top band of my panties.
"Moment of truth, babe. Once these are off, we are officially lovers," proclaimed Colleen as she ran her fingers underneath the band, letting her tips brush over the top of my pubic region.
"Then fuckin' get rid of them," I cried out.
Colleen tugged the sheer underwear down as I lifted my hips to free them. She spread my legs, kissed her way up one thigh, then the other. She soon arrived at the point where no woman had been before.
With first her fingers, then her tongue, Colleen caressed all of my sex, bringing the clit to engorgement, then licking it to bring me to the edge.
Sensing my nearness to a climax, Colleen backed off and eased one finger inside. I was mumbling something incoherent to Colleen and began moving my pelvis in rhythm with Colleen's exploration. After a few delicate probes, Colleen located the g spot and began massaging. I responded with wild thrusts. I grabbed Colleen's hair and pushed her face toward my clit. Colleen needed no more persuasion and started licking the nub as her other hand rubbed the spot inside.
In a minute, I screamed, and clamped my legs around Colleen's head. I tried to pull her face away from my sex, but Colleen just licked harder. A tremor from my toes to head shook me and I cried out, then let the rush of the climax overtake me. With a series of shocks, I finally relaxed my legs and collapsed back into the mattress. Colleen removed her finger, gave one last love kiss to the still tender button that glistened in front of her, and moved up to embrace me.
I fell asleep in another woman's arms. Without knowing how long I was out, I awoke with a start. Colleen was still holding me and looking directly at my face.
"You are so precious when you sleep. You look like a child, no pretense, just soft breaths and parted lips. I had everything I could do to not kiss those lips, but I didn't want to wake you."
Pulling Colleen to me, I said, "Well, I'm not sleeping now."
We kissed for a few minutes. I settled into Colleen's embrace.
The silence filled the bedroom. Finally, Colleen asked me.
"Regrets? Second thoughts?"
I took a few moments to respond. "Darling, that was the most outrageous, mind-boggling, over-the-top and fulfilling orgasm I have ever had. Regrets? God, my only regret is why did I have to wait until I was 30 to experience sex like this."
"Even if it was with a woman?"
"Yeah, well, I never expected it would be with a woman. But, then again, I never expected to find out that there was sex like this on earth. So, no second thoughts. Just a desire for second helpings."
We laughed heartily and kissed some more.
"Now, Colleen, at the risk of an apprentice preparing to show his work to Da Vinci, I want to take a little journey down south myself. I may not know what I'm doing, but I sure as hell want to get there."
Colleen laughed again. "Well, dear, I love an earnest woman. So, hit the trail, and don't be offended if I provide a little GPS guidance along the way."
I kissed her and then made my way into terra incognita. I enjoyed every step of the way.
Sharon fell silent after relating her story.
Alice and I put their arms around her and held her tightly between us.
After a long while, Alice spoke softly to her sister-in-law.
"Sharon, that was awesome. God, I never knew. How long did this go on?"
"For about nine months," said Sharon. "Colleen decided to postpone her Mexico trip. I'd tell Chuck I was going to a movie or out with a friend. When he was on a golf weekend, I'd get a babysitter, and Colleen and I would meet for a half day of fun and sex at her apartment. She was so natural, so free, and I loved being with her. She made me feel more of a woman than I've ever felt with Chuck. Weird? I've been married all these years, and it took a woman's touch to light my fire. I never even thought of sex with a woman before."
"So, what now you're gay or bi?" asked Alice.
"No, I think I'm pretty much the same as I was before. Only now, I know what fabulous sex is like. Do I want to be with another woman? Not necessarily, but certainly not opposed to it, either. But, I do miss the rush that Colleen gave me. I'm back to vibrators for my thrills. Chuck is no more interested or capable than he was a year ago, so I guess I'm resigned to a life of no-sex but self sex."
"Maybe we can change that," said Owen as he and Alice snuggled with Sharon
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*
Lying in the king-sized bed looking up at the stars through the skylight, the three enjoyed the sexual tension brought on by both nudity and the erotic nature of Sharon's telling of her affair with Colleen.
"Have you thought about an affair?" asked Alice
"You mean like with a man? Perhaps someone like Owen?"
As she spoke she ran her hand up and down my erection.
"Yeah, like that," said Alice, as she, too, rubbed my penis.
"Well, I know this will sound really dumb after what I just told you guys, but I don't know if I could cheat on Chuck. I know you probably think I was cheating on him with Colleen, but I just feel it was different. I mean she didn't have a dick to put in me and maybe I think that's a big difference."
"Really?" said Alice with a skeptical tone. "What do you think Chuck would say? Do you think he would feel that you cheated on him by screwing another woman?"
"Good point, Alice. I don't know. But, you sound so hostile. I thought you would understand. I mean your sex life is no better than mine."
"That's the problem, Sharon. I do understand. And, I'm not hostile, I'm probably pissed. Pissed that you never told me and pissed that you had great sex, while I was in the Sahara Desert of marital relations."
"Sorry, Al, but I was afraid to tell you. Afraid you would judge me, or think I was a tramp or something. I mean I felt fine being with Colleen, but I did hold back on you."
"Ladies, I am totally into this story, and I mean totally," I said, "but you, two, are driving me crazy."
Both women exchanged a glance and looked down at their hands moving up and down my erection standing straight up.
"Oh, I see,"" purred Alice. She touched the head with her fingers and then slid them down the hard shaft.
"Me, too," murmured Sharon. "I can see the little heady thing now." Tentatively she reached out, and stroked me. I placed my hand on top of hers and squeezed, signally she did not have to use such a light touch. She responded by firmly grasping my erection and stroking up and down.
"Can you believe this, Sis?" quizzed Alice. "You and I stroking the same cock, and it belongs to neither Bruce nor Chuck. Amazing."
"Sure is," agreed Sharon, "and it's long and hard. God, I forgot such things existed." She leaned over and placed a light kiss on my tip. Alice gasped at the gesture, but then, too, joined her sister-in-law. She took my tip into her mouth, and ran her tongue around it, pushing slightly into the opening.
"Ladies, that feels better than I can express. But, let's take a break. I think our desires are running way ahead of our common sense. "
Sharon nodded and then put her lips next to Alice's and they both licked my shaft. Sharon spoke between nips at my engorged member.
"Ok, but I think this is pretty fuckin' amazing."
"Amen, sister, amen," rejoined Alice.
"All right, one last one for the Gipper," mugged Sharon. She opened her mouth and took my length inside her. Using her tongue as an added stimulus, she worked her head up and down several times. Coming back to my tip, she just teased it with her tongue. Now, Alice joined her. Their tongues touched and then they kissed, deeply and tenderly. Moving apart Alice took the whole of me. She too ended with a tonguing of my tip, and once again the two women worked together, and once again, they ended with a kiss and an exchange of tongues.
"See, Alice, the stars are still in the firmament," teased Sharon.
"Yeah, but I much rather kiss this gorgeous cock than you, no offense meant."
"None taken, sweetie. And, I agree. Besides, I'm not trying to seduce you. Well, not too much."
They laughed, but the women kept their hands on me.
"Really, I am so turned on and you are killing me,' I said. "At least let me give back something."
The women looked at me, then Alice asked, "Like what?"
"Like this." I pulled Alice's head toward me and kissed her deeply. She responded and I opened my mouth and pushed my tongue into hers. She moaned and kissed back with her tongue. We kissed passionately for several minutes, then I gently broke free.
Turning my head toward Sharon, I kissed her. She, at first, held back, but then responded with passion and aggression. I then turned back to Alice and we again kissed. As we were exploring each other, I felt a mouth on my penis. I moved my head from Alice, and we both looked down to see Sharon licking, kissing and sucking my hard member.
"Let me taste you, Alice," I whispered.
She rose on her hands and knees and straddling my chest with her knees moved up until her sex hovered above my face. I placed my hands on her cheeks and pulled her down onto me.
As my tongue plunged in, Alice let out a cry. Sharon stopped her ministrations and looked up to see her sister-in-law with her eyes closed, rubbing her breasts and licking her lips. Sharon moved up on the bed, keeping her hand on my erection, but now watching as Alice ground her pussy hard against my face.
Sharon reached out and took one of Alice's hands and brought it to her lips. She lightly kissed her palm and then pressed it against her cheek. Alice smiled, said nothing, but moved Sharon's hand to her tit. Sharon fondled her breast and tweaked the nipple. Soon, Sharon saw Alice tighten, then with a scream, Alice arched her back, clamped her thighs and mashed her hand on top of Sharon's that was still teasing her nipple.
Her climax ebbing, Alice collapsed on the bed. Sharon leaned in and kissed me, tasting her sister-in-law on my still wet lips and face.
"How about me?"
I smiled and rolled her onto her back. I lifted her behind and slipped a pillow underneath. I kissed my way to her dark triangle and spreading her lips with my fingers, licked the red nub pushing out of its hood. Sharon's groan told me all I needed to know, and I soon was inching her closer to the edge.
Alice put her arms around Sharon, and kissed the top of her head as her sister-in-law lifted her pelvis higher and pushed it harder into my face. Alice began to lightly run her finger tips over the erect nipples of her sister-in-law. Sharon responded with a deeper groan. Alice then used her hands to fondle and squeeze the large breasts lying flat on Sharon's chest. As I continued to use my tongue on Sharon's clit and extend it deep inside her canal, Alice moved her lips to a nipple and planted a soft kiss. Sharon reacted with such a twitch that I looked up. I saw Alice move to the other breast and tease the nipple with her tongue, then take a good part of it into her mouth. Knowing she was rapidly closing to a climax, I slipped two fingers inside her and began working her g-spot.
Sharon squirmed and then went stiff for a few seconds, finally calling out "Yes" and pushed harder into my head between her legs. A series of tremors racked her body and she lay back, covered with sweat.
We lay entwined on the bed and drifted off to sleep.
Awakening an hour or so later, we looked at each other and were overcome with a severe case of the giggles.
"Well, Holy Shit, I never thought this night would end like this," opined Sharon.
"Who said it's ended," offered Alice.
"What do you mean?" said Sharon.
"I mean we've come this far and by the looks of Owen he still has a ways to go. I mean let's fuck."
Sharon rose up on her elbow. "Are you serious?"
"Serious as shit, babe. Look, as far as I'm concerned, I've already crossed a line. And, you know what, I don't feel a damn thing. I think that my body has been aching for so long, that the pain has driven all other feelings away. I want sex, hell, I need sex. As far as cheating on Bruce. Well, I was not ever going to say this, Sharon, but I have more than a strong feeling that the twins have been having their fun on some of these weekends."
Sharon did not react as strongly as Alice thought she might.
"So, you think so, too?"
Sharon thought for a minute. "Well, there have been some signs. How did you find out?"
Alice said, "I found a drugstore receipt for condoms in Bruce's glove box one day when I was looking for a tissue. I figured, well, I don't know what I figured, but I put it out of my mind. We don't use them 'cause I'm on the pill and we rarely have sex anyway."
"Then, I saw a text message on his phone one day when he was in the shower and it buzzed. I thought it was probably Chuck and opened it. All it said was looking forward to Saturday. Got lots of toys. The address was mndy. I couldn't make sense of it at first. Then, I remembered that Mindy Horowitz used to talk about sex toys."
"Mindy Horowitz," screamed Sharon. "God, she is a cow. And, she is such a slob."
"Yeah, almost too funny. Here I am busting my ass to keep my ass in decent shape. And, he is fooling around with a 200 pound, bleach blond, loud and messy country club diva."
Sharon shook her head. "Well, if Bruce is banging Mindy, who is Chuck doing?"
"Well, who's Mindy's biggest pal?"
Sharon thought for a moment. "No fucking way! You think Chuck is screwing Holly Mindlebaum?"
"Whenever you see Mindy, you see Holly. And, Holly loved to listen to Mindy talk about her sex toys."
"Yuck, that's as bad as Bruce banging Mindy. Holly is a piece of work. I know I'm no beauty, especially after this last pregnancy, but Holly. God, I think her mustache is heavier than Chuck's."
The woman looked at each other and then burst into laughter. Taking turns pointing out the flaws in the two suspected mistresses, they kept shaking their heads in disbelief.
Settling down, Alice asked. "So, how do you feel about suspecting that Chuck has been cheating on you?"
"Pissed, but also relieved. I mean now I am totally not going to be guilty about Colleen. How about you?"
"Yeah, I was pissed at first. And, I couldn't figure it out. Then I thought about it. I certainly was not going to fight over him with Mindy. I love our son, my job and a good part of my life. If he wants to bump uglies—and I mean really uglies with Mindy, go to it."
The two lay back in silence, with me in between them. I was totally flaccid at this point and wondering where the evening was going.
"Sharon, Alice, what do you want?"
Alice spoke first. "I want us to make love to you. I want each of us to screw and I want the other to watch."
"Sure?"
"Yes, absolutely."
I turned to Sharon, "And you?"
"I want to have my brains fucked out, and I want to watch you fuck Alice's brains out."
We all laughed.
Sharon then spoke seriously.
"Owen, I don't want you to think you have to do this. It's sort of a fantasy, but I'm sure both of us would certainly understand if you didn't want to give mercy fucks to a couple old broads."
"Sharon, I would never think that having sex with either of you would fall into a mercy category. On the contrary, I would find it exciting and wonderful. You are two beautiful and complex women. God, I've already imagined what it would be like to have sex with you."
"But..." prodded Alice.
"But, two things. First, I would want to be sure this is what you both really want and not just some impulse that you will regret later. And, second, I don't want to be just the cock that was around when you needed it."
"Shit, Owen, I am so sorry," gushed Sharon. "Here we were thinking about ourselves and never even thought how you would feel. God, we are behaving so badly. You must forget what we just said. Alice, come on, we need to get back to our place."
"Wait, now you're overreacting. I didn't think you wanted me just for my cock, but I think you, two, are thinking with your pussies, if I may coin a phrase. Although I would enjoy the experience, I want to know we all would agree it was a smart move when we looked at it in the morning."
We remained silent for a while.
Alice broke the mood.
"Owen, you are a good and decent guy. But right now, I want to see if you are as good a fuck as I hope you are."
Sharon spoke softly.
"We've both described the pathetic state of our love lives. The fact that both our husbands are cheating on us does not come as a surprise. Actually, I am sort of relieved. I was feeling guilty that I stopped giving him blow jobs. That was the extent of our sex life. He never in all our years of marriage went down on me, but I, the dutiful wife, was quite loyal about sucking that ridiculous excuse for a cock. When we stopped screwing completely, I felt I was not living up to my wifely duties. So, I would give him a blow job. In the past six months, I just couldn't bring myself to do it anymore. He never made a move or asked me about it. So, our sex life just faded into black. If it weren't for my vibe and fingers, I would have no sex period.
"So, now here we are. Nowhere either of us expected to be this morning. Well, not really. I confess that when we talked about meeting up with you and Anne Marie today, I dreamed about how good you looked naked, and I fantasized about having your nice big cock inside me. Earlier, seeing it and touching it hard made me wetter than I have been in a long, long time."
"Maybe since Colleen," offered Alice.
"Yeah," said Sharon, "you're right. And, God, did she make me wet. I have never, ever experienced orgasms from oral sex like that. Actually, I think it was the only time I came that way—before tonight. So, being turned on by you, Owen, got a lot of things going besides my juices. It got my mind moving in a whole new direction. Then after confirming what I suspected about my husband, I figured what I really want right now is sex. I want to feel a big, stiff cock inside me, I want to feel a man's hands on my tits and ass. I would want to have a man's tongue between my legs. In other words, I want it all."
Sharon giggled and added, "I assume there are condoms here."
I pointed to the drawer of the nightstand.
Sharon reached for the drawer and said over her shoulder.
"Alice, dear, would you give Owen a nice blow job to get him ready?"
"My pleasure," she replied as she bent to the task.
Watching Alice's mouth move to my limp dick, filled me with anticipation. She looked up at me and we both smiled. Lifting it gently, she put her lips around my head and slowing took me in her mouth. In a minute I was as hard as I had been all night. Sharon ripped open a packet and after watching her sister-in-law work my hard-on, joined her in licking and sucking my cock. After a minute or so, she pulled off and guided Alice's mouth from my cock to her own mouth. They kissed softly and then Sharon unrolled the condom onto my erection.
"Alice, this may not be the time to say this," said Sharon, "but you are fantastically sexy. Before when I touched your breast and you touched me, and kissed my nipple, I was in ecstasy. So, having you watch me fuck Owen is just blowing my mind. And, feel free to lend a hand whenever the spirit moves you."
The women looked at each other, kissed on the lips, and Sharon climbed on top, positioning her sex at my tip. Alice grabbed my shaft and rubbed it back and forth on Sharon's lips until the wetness began to flow, while she softly rolled Sharon's clit in her fingers. She eased a finger inside Sharon and used the wetness to lubricate my erection. Sharon then slowly eased down, capturing all of me inside her.
"Ooh, this feels so good. Owen your prick just fills me up."
She began riding me, slowly at first, but building in tempo.
Alice moved her mouth to mine and probed deeply with her tongue.
"Sit on my face so you can look at Sharon."
Alice straddled my head, lowered her hot and moist pussy to my mouth and moaned as I thrust my tongue deep inside her. I sensed her hands leaving my chest and moving toward Sharon. Raising Alice enough so I could move my head, I peered around to see the women with their arms around each other's necks watching as each enjoyed deep sensual pleasure.
I moved back and started licking, sucking and probing. Alice responded by grinding harder against me and murmuring.
Sharon spoke to say she was getting close. I stopped my attentions to Alice, and eased her off me. I sat up and kissed Sharon passionately. She returned the kiss, fueled by the building orgasm and the taste of her sister-in-law on my lips and tongue.
I flipped her over on to her back and slipped her legs over my shoulders. Now I could reach deep inside her. With long, quick thrusts, I pounded her, evoking groans and accompanied by the slurping sound of aggressive sex.
Alice fondled Sharon's breast and tweaked her nipples and next reached behind me to cup my balls for a second. She released them and I enjoyed the sensation of having them bang against Sharon.
Sharon's breathe quickened and she moved her head back and forth breathing through her mouth.
Finally, I felt her clinch my prick with her vagina as a quiver overtook her body. She screamed and let the orgasm take her.
I pounded two or three more times and then eased her legs down onto the bed, resting my weight on my elbows. I slowly withdrew, enjoying the pull of her pussy. I slid down, lifted her ass and plunged my tongue as far as I could into her soaking opening. She cried out and tried to push my face away.
I ignored her effort and began working my tongue all over her swollen clit. She stopped trying to push me away and started pulling me harder against her pussy. I worked her with my tongue and finally inserted two fingers, one finding her g spot. With tongue and finger I moved her once more to the edge and then stopped. She moaned and begged me to keep going. Sensing her need, I licked and fingered her until she screamed three times and clamped her thighs hard against my head, while a gush erupted from her pussy.
Alice had been playing with herself watching us, and when she saw the liquid shooting from Sharon she reached over and touched her sister-in-law's pussy feeling the warmth move across her fingers. My hand was now out and Alice rubbed Sharon's lips and softly caressed her clit with her thumb. Sharon groaned and opened her eyes to see Alice's hand between her legs. She nodded, and Alice slipped a finger inside to explore the hot and wet spot. After some gentle probing, she gently withdrew and planted a tender kiss on Sharon's still swollen clit.
Sharon smiled and closed her legs, trapping Alice's hand in a warm and damp grip.
After a few moments, Alice pulled away. She looked at her wet fingers. I took her hand and licked one finger clean, savoring the sweet juices. I moved the other finger to her mouth. Hesitantly, Alice opened and I guided it inside. She licked her finger clean of her sister-in-law's orgasm.
The three of us lay on the bed, Sharon nestled between us.
Finally, she spoke.
"Unbelievable. That's all I can say. I hope you have something left for Alice."
We all laughed. Alice had been looking at my still erect cock.
"Sweetheart, you are not going to believe this, but I do not believe Owen came."
Sharon opened one eye and stared at me. "No way."
I shrugged and said, "Don't worry, it's not a reflection on you. I often last through two or three big O's with Anne Marie."
"Alice, are you still game?" asked Sharon.
Alice quietly nodded.
Sharon got up and peeled the condom off me. I was going to tell her that it was good, but I realized she had another purpose.
She took me deep in her mouth and sucked me.
After working me for a minute or two, she broke free.
"I wanted that cock in my mouth since I felt it in my pussy," she said. "It is better now than I imagined."
She dried me with the sheet and then rolled on a new condom.
I looked at Alice and asked, "Any requests?"
She turned red and said, "Thank god Sharon is also my best friend, or I could not say this. Doggy style."
I smiled and bent over to kiss her. I worked my way down her body, pausing to savor her breasts and her already wet pussy. I made eye contact with Sharon. She got the message, and joined me as we both kissed Alice's clit and wet, swollen lips. Alice growled like a wild animal.



Next I rolled Alice onto her stomach and lifted her by her hips. She rested her head on a pillow. Sharon lightly rubbed her back and each cheek.
I bent and spreading her legs, did a bit of oral from behind. Alice responded quickly and moved her butt back and forth in rhythm with my tongue. I then knelt behind her and placed my tip at her lips. Grabbing her hips, I eased my way inside her. She gasped and I pushed the final inch.
Slowly at first, but building both force and tempo I fucked her from behind. She rose up on her elbows and then on her hands, pushing her ass back toward me. The sounds of sex filled the bedroom.
Sharon reached in to fondle and then steady Alice's breasts as they swung fiercely from the thrusting.
After about five minutes, she cried, "I'm coming."
I rammed her hard and long, and she shrieked and pushed so hard against my groin that I thought my dick would come out her mouth.
She ground against me and I felt the tremors of her orgasm. I, too, was close but had not climaxed.
Alice asked if I came.
I said not yet.
"Take off your condom and fuck my ass," she pleaded.
Sharon took in air and I pulled out.
"Serious?" I asked.
"God, yes. I want your cock in my ass and I want you to come in me."
I pulled off the condom and reached over to the bedside table. In the drawer I grabbed a tube of lube. I dipped my fingers between Alice's legs. With some of the ample drippings, I covered my fingers and began to lube her anus with her own juices. I looked at Sharon and motioned her to give me her hand. I put a generous dab of gel on her fingers. She tentatively moved them toward the exposed pink opening of her sister in law. She rubbed the lube around the opening and then pushed inside the tight sphincter and moved it back and forth, forcing more lube in with each plunge, evoking tiny mewing sounds from Alice.
Alice called over her shoulder, "Is that you Sharon?"
Sharon confirmed it was.
"Oh, God, that feels so good. I am really turned on. Can you rub my clit, too?"
Sharon reached her free hand between Alice's legs and gently manipulated her sister-in-law's clit. Alice responded by rotating her ass, pushing against Sharon's finger still insider her anus and bearing down on her finger touching her sensitive nub.
Sharon removed her finger and nodded to me. She also took her finger away from Alice's clit, evoking a sad groan from her.
I placed my tip at her rosebud and asked again if she wanted this.
"Yes," was her throaty response.
I pushed, feeling initial resistance, and then popped through. I slowly worked it in and out until I could feel my pubic hair pushing against her cheeks.
I kept a steady pace, sensitive to any reluctance on Alice's part. She in turn responded with growls and pelvic thrusts. I picked up the speed and was going hard when I felt the first tickle in my balls.
I said I was going to come.
"God, can you hold for a couple more seconds, I'm coming, too."
I slowed and Alice cried again with a deep howl and I drove deep one last time.
My eruption took me by surprise by its intensity. I shot two times while yelling, "Yes, yes!"
Sharon said, "Let me see you come."
I pulled out, eliciting a groan from Alice, and stroking my shaft shot two more times across Alice's ass and back. I dribbled a few drops and then sat back on my haunches.
Sharon bent and licked my ejaculation from her sister-in-law's body, letting her tongue slide down the crack in her ass and tonguing some drops seeping out.
Alice fell forward on the bed, totally spent. Sharon lay beside her and took her in her arms.
I eased off the bed and went to the bathroom where I cleaned my semi-erect penis.
I returned with a damp washcloth and cleaned Alice's back, Sharon's finger that lubed her sister-in-law and then climbed in behind Sharon. Soon, the three of us were asleep.
I awoke about an hour later to find myself alone in the bed.
The women's voices echoed downstairs and soon I heard them climbing the stairs and giggling.
They appeared in their glorious nakedness holding a tray with a bottle of wine, glasses and a bowl of M&Ms.
We drank and snacked in silence for a bit.
"So...?" I asked.
"So, what?" Alice said.
"So, are we ok?"
They looked at each other and burst out laughing.
"We are so fuckin' Ok it's fuckin' unbelievable," yelled Sharon.
"And, that's from someone who never says fuck," added Alice.
We kissed and hugged.
Sharon looked at us and shook her head.
"What," prompted Alice.
"It's..., it's nothing, really."
"Come on," I urged. "There can't be any secrets between us now. Not after this."
"Well," said Sharon, "I can't believe we did this. It is totally mind blowing. I am not regretting it, so don't think that. But, to have sex, have sex with a man I just met, have sex while my sister-in-law watches, and, ..., well, ..., it's unbelievable."
"What are you leaving out," I pushed.
"Well, ok, don't take this the wrong way. But, I can't believe I saw you fuck Alice in the ass. That was incredible."
"Are you shocked and disgusted?" asked Alice.
"Hell, I'm shocked and blown away. I never knew you liked it that way."
"Well, I only did it once that way. And, it was in college and, true confession time, with my roommate. She wore a strap-on. It sent me to another planet. Then, when I got married and tried to get the old boy to come in through the back door, it was like I was a dirty, whore or something. He was so put off, that I never asked again."
"Wow," said Sharon, "but wait a minute. I thought you said you never made it with a woman."
"Sharon, I was afraid to tell the truth. Remember, this was before you told us your story. After hearing how you and Colleen were together, I felt like I should have said something, but the moment had passed. Actually, technically I never did make love with another woman—meaning that I never ate a girl's pussy, but I guess that I was physically involved one time.
"My roommate, Mary, was totally bi, bordering on lezbo. She wanted to have sex with me and kept asking me. I was not interested and kept telling her so. I told her I liked something hard. She told me she had just the thing. When she pulled out the strap-on, I almost fainted.
"We talked about it for weeks. Finally, I confessed to this fantasy about having anal sex. I had read an erotic novel that involved lots of anal sex and I sorta' got fixated on it. She said anything I wanted.
"So one night, we finished about half a bottle of tequila. I let her undress me. So, she grabbed some boob and rubbed my snatch. I did not let her get a finger inside and I would not kiss her down there or put my finger inside her. She got naked and played with herself as I watched. I got a little turned on and played with myself. Mary really liked that.
"When we both had worked ourselves into a nice frenzy, she donned the strap-on. I got into the doggy position and she took some K-Y and lubed my ass. I got wet with just her finger going in and out. Then she fucked me with it. She did finger my pussy a little while she was screwing my ass, but it was too difficult and she stopped. I came and came. She tried to eat me afterward, but after a couple licks, I wouldn't let her go further.
"Mary wanted this to become a regular event, but I said it was a once in a lifetime thing. She was bummed but, agreed. She did convince me to continue our masturbation sessions, each watching each other. That was fun and I got off a lot on it. We both got vibrators and that was wild. I let her use hers on me a couple times, and once I got her off with mine.
"After about a month of mutual masturbation sessions, I let her fuck my ass again. Well, that sort of broke the barrier and we did it about a bunch times. After the third time, I was still so turned on when she finished ass-fucking me, that I didn't stop her when she tried to eat my pussy. For the last three or four times, I'd come from the strap-on and then come again with her tongue on my clit. I stopped when I began dating a guy. We still did occasional jerk off sessions for fun, but no more strap-ons and no more oral. She found a girl and we just sort of stopped having sex sessions. We stayed great friends, but no more sex.
"So, since then, I've wanted another anal fucking. And, Owen, this was the best. Thank you."
Alice crawled in my lap and kissed me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and held me tight.
"Just don't think I'm a slut."
"I think you are a remarkable woman who is brave enough to say what she wants. And, remember, I came like a freaking fire hose."
Alice kissed me again.
"Now," said Sharon, "there is still one other thing."
"What?" Alice and I said in unison.
"I think Alice and I should give you a proper blow job for being such a great sport."
Alice grinned broadly. Together they sucked me hard and taking turns deep throating me, shared my orgasm, swallowing and licking me clean.
After that we collapsed in a sex drenched sleep.
The next morning we woke up late and lounged in bed until I had to pee. Coming out of the bath, I found the women snuggled together.
"Stay that way and I'll go make some breakfast."
They smiled and closed their eyes.
In about 45 minutes, I had set the table on the deck with fresh fruit salad, a plate of bacon, scrambled eggs, a pitcher of fresh squeezed OJ and a stack of wheat toast.
I called upstairs and encouraged them to come down.
As I was taking the coffee outside, Sharon and Alice made their way through the kitchen. They took one look at the brilliant blue sky and went searching for sunglasses. I donned mine as well since we all were nursing hangovers, both from wine and sex.
They came onto the deck and I stood and watched these two lovely women, naked except for their dark glasses make their way toward me.
I kissed each one and we sat and dug into the food.
"God, this is the life," uttered Alice as she finished her last piece of bacon, washing it down with coffee.
Sharon and I nodded.
"No, really. Here we sit having a great breakfast on a perfect day, without a stitch of clothing and all feeling thoroughly and most satisfactorily fucked. I mean, what can get better?"
Sharon laughed and toasted with her mug, I stood and offered my own toast.
"Another day at the beach!"
Sharon and Alice looked at each other. Sharon spoke first.
"Owen, we really should be getting back. We don't want to, but we should."
"Why?" I pushed. "You said your husbands would not be back until well after dinner tonight, your kids are in good hands, and the day is unbelievable. Come on."
They both looked at each other and then Alice said, "Well, we have to call to check on the kids."
"Ok, but make it quick."
They both rose, carried dishes into the kitchen and called to get an update on their children. Being reassured that all is well and that picking them up on Monday morning as planned is still good, they turned to me and Alice said, "Now, where is that sunscreen. But, first, as they say..."
"Yes?" I asked apprehensively.
"Well, we were talking," said Alice, "and before we had a perfect day on to the beach we'd like to have a perfect morning in bed getting fucked."
I howled and said the last one in bed has to watch.
We had another marathon session. To help me get started, as if I needed much help, the ladies faced each other and began masturbating themselves. After a couple minutes they moved toward each other and switched to masturbating each other. I watched in awe as their fingers disappeared in the other's pussy.
I was aching with lust, and I said in a voice barely louder than a whisper. "Kiss each other where you have your fingers."
They looked at me, then at each other and finally at their fingers buried deep in each other's pussy. With a sly smile, Sharon kissed Alice on the lips, the tits and finally began giving her oral. Alice writhed under her sister-in-laws attention and after a few minutes pushed her away, pleading, "No, I don't want to come yet. Let me do you. This will be my first and I can't imagine ever doing it with anyone else."
Sharon lay back with her legs wide open. Tentatively, Alice moved her head to her wet crotch and using her lips placed tiny kisses around her vulva. Sharon made encouraging sounds and then asked her to lick her clit. Slowly, Alice extended her tongue to the swollen button and moved it back and forth. Sharon responded so fiercely that Alice grew more adventurous. She licked in Sharon's slit and finally pushed her tongue inside. Sharon squealed and Alice lost all inhibitions. She moved her tongue back and forth between the clit and her vagina. Sharon, too, stopped her short of an orgasm.
They turned to me and took me by the hands pulled me between them. With an aching boner, I moved between them. I made love to both women, responding to their request to switch my cock back and forth from their pussies until they each came. I gave each another orgasm orally, and enjoyed another tag-team blow job that ended with them sharing my load and slipping their tongues down each other's throats.
I rested for a while and with their help worked up another erection. Wearing a condom, I entered Sharon and drove deep and hard. She screamed and came hard. Once more, I pulled off the condom, lubed her ass and plowed into Alice. She, too, was on the edge in just a few minutes collapsed back on the bad having come with a loud scream.
We slept, cleaned up and piled in my car.
We arrived at our spot a little after noon and spread two blankets, set the umbrella, and stripped.
I was walking around gathering rocks to hold down the edges of the blankets. As I set the last one in place, Sharon spoke up.
"Owen, you are so beautiful walking around nude. You seem so unaffected by your nakedness. We both love your body. The way your stomach flexes when you reach for something, the tightness of your butt, the muscles in your legs, and, of course, your lovely, lovely dick. We cannot get enough of just watching you."
I smiled and took a slight bow.
"And, I am enthralled by your beauty, ladies."
Alice guffawed, "Cut the bullshit, Owen. We saw Anne Marie. Now, that is beautiful."
"True," I said. "But, why must there be such a narrow concept of beauty. I am honestly turned on by each of you, and by both of you."
Sharon put in, "Right, we are such super model types."
"Look, did last night and this morning not mean what I thought it did?" I asked. "Was it not a journey of wonderful exotic and erotic pleasures? Do you think that was just a sham? Come on, I was turned on and still am."
The two women did not reply.
"Look, what's really going on here? Is this a bit of morning regret for last night?"
Each remained silent for a while, finally Alice spoke.
"Owen, this morning when you were showering after we were all in bed again, Sharon and I talked. Yes, we are feeling some regrets, but mostly we are feeling foolish."
"Why?"
"Because, a couple of practically over the hill women have no business thinking that a young guy like you could really be into us. Besides, where does it go from here? We go back to our less than happy lives and you go back to Anne Marie. Yeah, we know, you told us that before we screwed your brains out, but it still doesn't make us feel any less stupid."
I let their words sink in. I continued to look at them sitting across from me and wondered how they could not think I didn't find them attractive.
"I can understand what you are saying, but all I can say is last night and today are among the best experiences in my life. First of all, you are not over the hill. You are four or five years older than I am. You two are fantastic. I can't tell you not to feel guilty, but I can say that I believe what we shared was real, honest and true. I would repeat any of it in a heartbeat."
"So you don't think of us as two hopeless klutzes?"
I crawled over and opened my arms. They fell into me and we all kissed.
"Besides," I said, "from what I witnessed last night, maybe the two of you can help each other with easing sexual frustration."
They looked at each other, smiled and kissed. Sharon said, "We'll see."
Alice added, "Yeah, we'll see. I seem to have found a new taste that I like."
Sharon smiled and kissed her once again.
Then each woman let her hand rest on my sex, which immediately responded.
"Wow, I guess you guys really are cool."
We broke apart to see Kelly standing in front of us.
We sat back and looked up at her, all of us at a loss for words, although both women's hands remained in my crotch, wrapped around my erection.
"Well," Kelly said, "can I join you guys or what?"
I stood and said sure and reached for her hand. She stared at my erection and instead of shaking my hand, she shook the thing pointed right at her. We all laughed and she said, "I love the feel of wood in the morning." More laughs followed.
She undid her top and dropped it. Then slide her bottoms down. I always find it exciting to watch someone strip. Even though I saw Kelly naked yesterday, watching her undress in front of us was a turn on.
She knew I was watching and smiled. She sat down, and in the process exposed her pussy.
"So, did I like just interrupt something?" she asked.
"Of course not," said Sharon in a rush.
"Really," said Kelly. "'Cause it sure looked like the two of you were getting a good feel of Owen's business and each of you was kissing the other. I know I'm just a lowly college kid, but that sure looked like the start of a three-way."
We all exchanged glances, trying to read each other's reactions behind our sunglasses.
"Let's just say," I offered, "that we are physically relaxed around each other."
"Wow," Kelly laughed, "that's a new term for a group grope. Well, anyway that's cool, especially since Owen and Sharon are married."
Again we looked at each other.
"What?" asked Kelly.
Sharon told her the truth about us just meeting and that when Kelly caught us being playful in the water, we went along with her supposition that we were married.
"Ok," she said. "I get it. So, what happened that you three are what's the term? Oh yeah, 'physically relaxed.'"
Alice laughed and said, "Let's leave it at we were extremely physically relaxed for most of the night?"
"Awesome," offered Kelly.
"So, how about you? Any luck last night?"
Kelly laughed and said it was a hell of a story, if we were interested. We all eagerly said we were, and she began.
"Well, walking back to the other kids yesterday, I told Timmy he was cool and that I liked putting the lotion on his boner. I also told him I knew he was hot for Cheryl and that she dug him. It seemed to be news to him. Sometimes I wonder if guys get any of the signals women send.
"Any way, he wrapped the towel around them and we made it back to where our friends were. They all had heard from Jake that we were skinny-dipping with you guys and they wanted all the details. I left out the really good parts, if you know what I mean, but gave them a good overview of our afternoon.
"We decide to get going. Timmy asked how he was going to get dressed. I tossed a towel to Cheryl and told her to stand facing Timmy, extending the towel in front of him. I stood behind him, and before he knew what was happening, slid my arms around his waist and pulled back his towel. He was now facing Cheryl completely exposed. She gasped and stared right at his body.
"Timmy looked at her looking at him and then I heard, Cheryl say 'Oh, my.' I peeked around and saw that he had a big hard-on.
"I cried out, 'Timmy's got a boner.' The other girls, Mary and Annie, jumped up and looked inside the little towel fence we had formed. Timmy is trying to get a leg into his shorts and almost falling over. He backs into me and I prop him up. By this time Jake has joined us and we are all taking in his excited state.



"Mary, who is wild with masses of red curls and a wicked body, says, 'Timmy, where have you been hiding that pretty thing?' Annie, who is tiny and pixie-like with short hair and a boyish figure, adds, 'Nice rod, dude.'
"Cheryl, in the meantime, is looking like a little lost girl, but still staring at his boner. Finally, he is able to pull on his shorts. Mary tells him to be careful not to catch anything in the zipper. He doesn't but the boner is so obvious in his pants.
"We pack the rest of our stuff and head for the parking lot. We are all staying in two of those tiny cabins along the way out to P'town. The guys have one cabin and the girls the other.
We stopped and got beer and tons of snacks. We piled into our cabins and said we'd get back together in the guys' room after showers.
Those cabins are so small that there was no pretense of modesty. Soon the four of us were naked running in and out of the shower, drying our hair and getting dressed.
Cheryl said that the boys were missing a real show. We all agreed.
I was admiring the other girls' bods. Annie has these tiny boobs with really, really long nips. I don't know if she was turned on, but they were sure sticking out. She goes for the clean crotch look and the total affect is way sexy.
Mary is all curves and boobs. She keeps her red bush trimmed, but it still looks wild.
Cheryl, well, I think Cheryl is beautiful. Blond, fantastic tits and ass, and a sweet blond bush. We are roommates, and to be honest, sometimes a little bit more. Anyway, it was a turn-on watching us all prance around naked.
Meeting in the guys' cabin we opened the beers and dug into the snacks. We decided we needed pizza. Jake and I drove to a place we saw on the way and brought back three trays. When we returned, we knew that more beer was consumed in our absence and we did our best to catch up.
Needless to say we were well buzzed by the time the pizza was eaten. As with a bunch of drunk college kids, we immediately decided to play games. Finally, we got around to truth or dare.
We used a bottle to spin and identify the person to be given the choice. Whoever spun the bottle got to ask for a choice between truth or dare. Then the one who did the challenge got to spin and so on. If someone refused to do either, they had to strip and run around the cabin.
Anyway, after a couple geeky rounds of truths about the first time we did it, Mary spun and it landed on Jake.
He said dare and she licked her lips.
"Well, we saw Timmy's boner today. I want to see how yours compares."
The room went quiet. We all wondered what Jake would do, and, I think the girls realized that the guys would be looking for pay back.
Jake finished his beer and looked at Tim, who just shrugged.
"What the fuck," Jake said "but we have to change the rules."
"What?" demanded Mary.
"From now on, there are only dares. Agreed?"
The four girls looked at each other. I said "Ok by me." One by one the others nodded.
Jake stood. He unzipped his shorts and dropped them and his boxers in one move. Standing in front of us he was naked from the waist down.
His prick was a lot thicker than Timmy's and bent to the right. I was fulfilling a fantasy looking at him.
Getting in to it, he turned and flexed his ass. This prompted the girls to hoot. Annie sitting next to him gave him a slap on his bare butt, eliciting more whoops. Mary was emboldened and grabbed his dick and spun him back around.
Jake sat back down, obviously deciding not to put his clothes back on. With a wolfish look and now a nice semi-erection, he picked up the bottle and spun it. It pointed to Annie.
"I dare you to kiss Mary," he said.
The girls all said "Yuck" in unison.
Then, Jake added, "on her bare tits."
Mary glared at Jake and muttered, "Prick."
Jake lifted his member and waved it at her and said, "For sure."
Mary hesitated. I urged her to go ahead.
"Easy for you, Kelly, you still have a shirt on," she hissed.
Laughing, I said, "Hey, guys."
Timmy and Jake looked at me as I lifted my t-shirt and gave them a bare tit flash.
Mary had to laugh and said, "Oh, what the fuck."
She peeled off her shirt and undid her black bra, exposing her full, round breasts with large dark areolas and equally dark and erect nipples.
Jake stared at them and asked, "Not that cold in here, Mary. Is it me or thinking about Annie that has those pokies nice and hard?"
"You wish it was you, prick."
Again, Jake waved it and we squealed.
Annie looked like she was going to be sick. Cheryl told her it was no big deal and that we understood it was only a dare.
Slowly she crawled over to Mary and tentatively bent her head to her chest. She moved her lips to Mary's left tit, pulling away immediately.
"Not enough," barked Jake. "That's not a real kiss."
Mary glared at him, but then lifted her boob toward Annie. Annie leaned in again and this time gave the nipple a long kiss, wrapping her lips around the tiny nub and sucked the hard bud into her mouth.
"Fuck, that's not bad," moaned Mary.
"Yeah, not too bad," said Annie softly.
She spun and it pointed to Cheryl.
Annie took a long pull of beer and then said, "I dare you to take Timmy's pants and underwear off." After a pause she added, "And, don't use your hands."
By now we all realized that the stakes were going up quickly and no one wanted to be the one to chicken out.
Cheryl crossed to Timmy and had him stand. Using her teeth, she undid the button on his shorts, pulled down the zipper, and then tugged them down. She put her face in his crotch, grabbing his boxers by the fly and slowly worked them off. Her effort not only exposed him but gave him a growing boner, as her face grazed his sex more than once.
We were all really drunk by then and I started chanting, "Kiss it, kiss it."
The other girls and Jake joined in and Cheryl slowly put her lips to his tip and lightly kissed it. We all booed and she turned to give us a wicked grin. Turning back to the now stiff member, she licked it up and down his shaft, ending with her mouth taking in most of his shaft.
We sat in stunned silence. Cheryl finally released him and crawled back next to me. Timmy sat down with his prick sticking straight up and picked up the bottle, "Now," he said, "time to let things get really interesting."
Kelly said that by the end of the night everyone was naked, every girl had made out with every other girl, and the guys had their boners measured, and they had a mini-lipstick party with each girl leaving colorful traces on the guy's dicks.
"So, much for a bunch of horny college kids and some beers," she said with a laugh.
Her story did nothing to alleviate my hard-on, in fact it was now throbbing.
Sharon asked Kelly, "No sex?"
"You mean did I get laid? Sadly, no. We all got so wasted that I don't think we could. About 1:30 we girls crawled back to our rooms. The most exciting part was we were still naked as we scooted to the next cabin. We fell into bed and passed out. The closest to sex was snuggling naked with Cheryl. We actually tried a little mutual masturbation, but we were too wasted and passed out before anything really developed.
We all rolled out of bed hung over and still exhausted. The other three girls had to work later today and they got up and headed out, along with the guys. I don't have to work until tomorrow, so I thought I'd try my luck and see if you guys were here. My lucky day, I guess."
I looked up and saw some people walking down the beach in our direction. It is not cool to be seen on the beach in an aroused state. I mentioned this and turned onto my stomach.
Kelly took this opportunity to pat my buns and compliment me on my physique.
"Yes, we like it, too," said Alice. She tossed her the sunscreen and told her to give me another coat. Kelly covered my entire back and legs, but spent most of her effort on my ass, running her fingers down my crack and teasing my anus. She slipped her hands between my legs and softly massaged my balls.
We then all took a break and sat, talking about non-sexy stuff. After a while, my erection subsided and I decided to swim. The girls stayed on the blankets. Later I discovered they had quite an interesting conversation. Sharon and Alice filled me in the next time we got together. Kelly was quite an adventurous young lady. Her attitude toward sex, with either guys or girls, had an influence on Sharon and Alice, as they contemplated if their bi-curosity toward each other might actually move forward.
By three o'clock, we all began packing. I pulled on my shorts and t-shirt. Kelly laughed and said, "This is the first time I've ever seen you in clothes. I think I like the naked version better." She reached out and softly stroked my flaccid member.
Sharon and Alice added an "Amen."
In the parking lot, we said our good-byes.
Sharon and Alice were heading back to their rental to wait for their in-laws to bring the kids back. We promised to get together again when Anne Marie returned. I extended an invitation to Kelly to join us for dinner in the near future. She readily agreed and we all swapped contact info.
Piling into our cars we went our separate ways. I went back to the house, showered and crashed in the bed. I day dreamed about the erotic adventure of the last day and then fell asleep and dreamed of telling Anne Marie about my adventure and wondering what may lie ahead with her and maybe with her and Trish. I even thought about getting Anne Marie, Sharon and Alice together. Then, I thought, maybe Kelly could join us.
Hell, a guy can dream, can't he?
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When my roommate left for a new job on the other side of the country, I started looking for a replacement. What I found was way beyond my expectations.
I had a great apartment in Somerville, just outside of Boston. It was the second floor of a two family with two bedrooms, decent living room and kitchen, a full bath, off-street parking and a porch overlooking a small park. The rent was steep and I didn't want to move, so I put an ad on Craig's list. A lot of replies I discounted because they had pets, were smokers or just sounded way too weird. I was about to give up when I saw Megan's response. I never considered a female roomie, but wasn't opposed to it either.
I set up a time for her to come and see the place. She was prompt and I opened the door to see a tall, beautiful red-head. I'm six-four and she was only a couple inches shorter. She had shoulder length wavy hair, a trim figure and a great smile.
She said her roomie was getting married and would be taking over the whole apartment where they lived. She worked as a nurse in Boston and my location would be an easy commute.
I showed her around, collected a couple references and told her I'd call her. Her references were all positive, so I called her and told her I'd be looking forward to her as my new roomie.
I had some misgivings sharing with a girl. I always had guy roomies. I wondered if it would be awkward. What if I brought a girl home? I laughed and said slim chance of that with my recent dating history. What if she brought guys home? Well, I wasn't her father, so what the hell.
Megan moved in the first weekend in May. She didn't have much to bring. Her old roomie and her fiancé carted in a twin bed, beat up dresser, one bean bag chair, boxes of books and clothes. They got her settled and left. Megan spent the rest of the day settling in.
Around six I offered to get some pizza and beer and she readily accepted. Later as we sat in the living room we began to fill each other in on backgrounds. I'm a writer and she looked dubious. I assured her it's a regular job with a paycheck. I work for a high tech firm writing manuals, spec sheets, a newsletter and other stuff. She's an ER nurse and said she had strange hours. She might work three twelve hour shifts in a row and then be off for three or four days.
Megan was easy to talk to and easy to look at. I hoped I could adjust to having a beautiful woman living in my apartment.
We settled into a simple routine. I was usually up and out by 7:30. On the days Megan worked, she had to be at the hospital by 7:00, so we didn't see too much of each other. On her days off, we usually had dinner together and started becoming good friends.
Living with a woman caused some adjustments. I was pretty much a boxers or less around the house guy. Often, I wouldn't wear anything to go to the bathroom for a shower and I never wore clothes to bed. Now, I started wearing shorts and a t-shirt and being discreet about closing the bathroom door and other things so as not to seem like a jerk.
After about a month, the weather turned warm. The apartment had no air conditioning, so we tried to keep cool by a couple window fans, open windows and by not wearing a lot of extra clothes.
I couldn't help but admire Megan's figure. In running shorts, her favorite bottom, her long legs were nothing short of awesome. She favored tank tops that outlined nice but not large breasts and showed a flat and tight tummy. Her ass was phenomenal in her shorts, jeans or almost anything she wore.
We both enjoyed running and would often take a three mile run in the evenings. One night it was really hot and humid and we returned drenched. I said she could take her shower first and after mine we could hit an air conditioned neighborhood bar.
I had just finished a tall glass of water and was headed to my room, when Megan came out of the bath. She held a towel in front of her and we almost ran into each other. We apologized and she turned to head into her run. Her back was completely exposed. I looked at her ass and blurted out, "Holy shit."
She looked over her shoulder said, "Oops. Sorry." She dashed into her room and closed the door. I went into the bath and stripped off my wet running clothes, struggling to get my shorts over my erection that popped up the second I saw that perfect butt.
Now I love women and don't have any dominant fetish about any one part. All parts appeal to me. But, Megan did have the best ass I had ever seen in clothes. Now, seeing it naked and moving, it literally took my breath away. I'd put it right up with Nicole Kidman. It was tight, round and luscious. My hand strayed to the rod sticking out and, after a few minutes of attention, brought the release I needed.
I dried, dressed and Megan and I walked the few blocks to a bar. The cool interior was a relief as were the tall draft Sam Adams we had.
We sat at the bar and paid a little attention to the Red Sox game on the tube, but mostly drank, ate bar peanuts and didn't talk. That was unusual for us, because we talked to each other all the time.
Finally I broke the ice, "Megan, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have...well, I mean, I didn't expect to see your...what I'm trying to say is I hardly saw anything, honest."
Megan had a great smile that lit up her entire face, and she turned it on full blast. "Jake, you said 'Holy shit'. So I gotta imagine you saw my ass."
"Sorry, Meg. I was just surprised."
"Yeah," she answered as she sipped her beer. "You know I've been thinking about this sort of thing and have come to the understanding that living with the opposite sex roomie has its challenges."
"Challenges?" I asked.
She nodded and said,"Let me ask you something and promise to answer honestly. Before I was here, what did you wear around the apartment?"
"Boxers," I said and then smiled and added, "or less."
"Exactly," Megan said. "Now you're wearing shorts or pants all the time. Now, me, I am sort of a let it all hang out girl. My old roomie was a nurse too and we worked a lot of the same shifts. We'd get home and feel really grubby from being around sick and hurt people. So, we'd just about get in the door and we were stripping. We'd throw our stuff in a big hamper and walk around bare-assed drinking wine or beer until we each had our showers. Most days, it was just bikini bottoms around the house—at the most. When her fiancé moved in, we discussed it and said we weren't going to alter our habits. I can guarantee you he never complained." The last bit she offered with a grin.
I didn't know where this conversation was going so I did what most guys do, kept my mouth shut and drank beer.
"So," Megan continued, "as I said I've been thinking about it. I think I have an idea that will help."
"What?" I asked.
"Tell you when we get home," she said and ordered us two more beers.
At least this conversation broke the ice and we started chatting normally. We ended up splitting a burger and fries at the bar and had two more beers.
Arriving back in the apartment, Megan excused herself to go pee. I was sitting on the couch watching the end of the Red Sox when she came back in.
"So, do you want to hear my idea?"
"Sure."
"I say we just get it over with and then we can relax."
"Get what over with?"
"Being afraid one of us is going to see the other person naked or be seen partially naked or whatever. Or worse, imagining what the other person looks like naked. We need to get rid of the big curiosity factor."
"Megan, I haven't been trying to spy on you if that's what you mean."
"No, I'm not saying that, Jake. But, let's be honest. I see you looking at me sometimes when I have that old tank top and my nipples are poking out. Hey, I'm not pissed, but just saying that's natural. I'm a girl, you're a guy and we get curious."
"Meg, I'm really embarrassed. I don't want you to think I'm like mentally undressing you all the time. Ok, I will admit that one tank top is provocative, but I didn't think I was that obvious."
Megan laughed and her laugh was one of the sweetest sounds I ever heard. "You weren't that obvious, but I knew you were looking. And, true confessions, I was flattered. Besides, after the first time, I could've chosen not to wear that again. So, I guess I was being a bit of a tease."
She continued, "So we can agree there is some curiosity and that each of us has had to adapt to living with the opposite sex. I think it's stupid, so let's get it over with."
I still did not get it. "Megan, I don't want to appear to be stupid, but what are you talking about?"
Again the brilliant smile, "What I'm talking about, Jake, is that right now, right here in our living room, we strip off. We get buck naked and let the other person see it all. No more secrets, no more sneak peeks. Let it all hang out and then we can get back to living the way we want."
"So, you're saying we undress in front of each other?"
"Jake, that's exactly what I'm saying. So, stand up and let's do it."
I felt as if I were moving in a dream, but I stood. Facing each other, I pulled my polo shirt over my head and dropped it on the floor. Megan removed her t-shirt exposing a sports bra. She then dropped her shorts to reveal a pair of pink bikini bottoms. I undid my belt, praying that I would not get a hard-on and embarrass myself to death.
Megan looked at my boxers that were decorated with Patriot's logos and just shook her head.
In a fluid motion she pulled her bra over her head and without hesitation bent and tugged her panties to the floor, kicking them free with her foot. I stared at the magnificent naked body in front of me.
I was brought back to reality with a pronounced, "Ahem" from Megan.
I realized I still had my boxers on. I slowly slid them off and straightened to face her. She did not hesitate to look me up and down, spending some time on my crotch. She motioned with her finger and I turned my back to her.
"Holy shit," she exclaimed. We both burst out laughing at her imitation of me. I turned back to face her. She raised her hand and we high-fived.
I once again took in her body. Her breasts were on the small side, but stood out proudly from her chest. She had almost no areoles topped by dark, tiny nipples that appeared to be erect. Her tummy was flat and tight. She had a belly button ring that made her navel stand out. Her pussy was the same shade as her hair, a mixture of reds and strawberry blond. She slightly trimmed the side and the top, but the rest was a wondrous jungle of tufts, curls and color.
Her breasts and crotch were lily white as opposed to the fair complexion of the rest of her body. I knew she would never tan, but there was a nice contrast between her sex parts and the rest of her body.
She watched me looking and then turned to give me a full view of the fantastic ass I glimpsed just a few hours ago. I now saw each cheek had a delicate dimple. Her back and legs were muscled but smooth.
I was using every ounce of willpower to keep my dick from getting hard.
"So, there," she said. "We've each seen it all."
"What now," I asked? "What are the rules?"
Megan smiled and said, "Simple. No rules. If either of us doesn't want to wear clothes, then we don't. If we do, we do. No hassle, no pressure, and best of all, no wondering. Deal?"
It didn't take me long to figure that the deal would mean I probably would be looking at one of the best bodies I had ever seen and so said "Deal."
Megan extended her hand and we shook.
"Now, I'm going to bed. I've got to be in early. 'Night, Jake."
"'Night, Meg."
As I lay trying to get to sleep, I kept replaying the scene of her stripping and the view of her naked body. My dick rose to the occasion this time and my hand helped relieve the tension it was carrying.
I didn't see Megan for three days. I had two night meetings and went to a Red Sox game with some buddies. The next time I saw her was Saturday morning.
I woke around 8 and had to pee. I started to pull on my boxers and then thought, maybe I don't need them. Then, I thought maybe Megan had second thoughts or really didn't want me to actually walk around the apartment swinging in the breeze. I covered my bets by picking up my boxers, but not putting them on. I figured I could just hold them in front of me if I ran into Megan and she seemed shocked.
I opened my bedroom door and noticed Megan's door was open. I headed to the bathroom and heard her call out, "'Morning."
I turned to see her walking my way with a mug of coffee in one hand and the Globe in the other. She wore tiny blue bikinis and nothing else.
I slid my boxers in front of me and said good morning and motioned to the bathroom.
She nodded and then said, "What's with the boxers?"
"Uh, I, well, I was just carrying them in case, you know, that maybe being naked wasn't..."
"Jake, I thought we covered that. Go balls out all the time. It's cool. I don't mind. Hell, it's nice to see a tight bod. And, in case you are wondering, I think you have a good dick and great ass. Very good, actually. Ok? So, chill."
I grinned and tossed the boxers back into my room. From that moment on, it was very casual in our apartment.
Boston was in the midst of one of the worst heat waves in our history. Both Megan and I appreciated being able to strip off and cool down. On the evenings she was home, we settled into a little routine. We'd have a light supper of salad and white wine, put a fan in front of the couch, turn off the lights and watch a ball game or pick a movie to watch, or sit on our porch, all while being nude or sometimes Megan wore tiny bikini panties.
We alternated movie selection. One night it might be a chick-flic romance for her and the next a shoot-em-up or spy one for me. Neither complained about the other's choice and we each loved making caustic comments about the inane plots of any of the genres. When watching baseball, we'd comment on the players, which ones were good guys and which were assholes. Megan asked why guys kept pulling at their crotches. I tried to explain adjusting the boys, but she felt they could do that in the dugout and not on the field. All in all, we soon hardly took notice of our nudity—well, actually I always noticed her body, but I certainly didn't complain.
One particularly hot evening, we were watching a Sox game. We were both damp with sweat and finally Megan said, "I need something really cool to drink."
I said how about frozen Margaritas.
We agreed and both headed to the kitchen. Megan said she'd get the blender and I pulled out the booze and dug in the fridge for limes. I was turning to get a knife to slice the limes just as Megan was backing up from retrieving the blender from under the counter. She was still bent over and her butt was sticking up in the air. I turned and she moved back and suddenly my dick was right between her ass cheeks.
She yelled, "Whoa!" and I stumbled back. My embarrassment went off the chart when I immediately got hard from this unexpected contact.
"Jake, what the..." Megan stopped in mid-sentence as she turned and saw my erection.
"Oh, boy," she said softly.
"Sorry, Meg, that was totally an accident."
She looked directly at my erect member and said, "And, that is the result of this accident?"
I smiled dopily and said, "You know they have a mind of their own. Sorry, I'll go put some clothes on."
"No," Megan commanded. "Actually, this is sort of the last barrier of curiosity. I admit I wondered what your dick looked like hard. So, now I know."
We both looked down at my erection, and, honestly, without me doing anything, it bounced.
We laughed and Megan said, "Well, hell-o to you, too."
We made our drinks and went back to the couch. I was back to almost normal. We sipped in silence for a while.
"Jake, are you Ok?"
"A little embarrassed, but, yeah, I'm Ok."
"Well, I was wondering about this. I mean I know we say being naked around each other is cool, but you never got a hard-on. I've been around guys, and usually it happens a lot. God, my ex-roommate's fiancé had a woodie half the time we were there. I think he was proud of it and I also think he was hoping that Carol and I would team up and take care of it. Never happened, I assure you. But, you've been pretty tame."
"Well, I've been concentrating a lot to keep it down. And, if I had one, I stayed in my room until, well, let's say it went away. Many times in the morning I have one, but just hang in my room 'til it goes away. I didn't want you to think I was a perv and imagining you in a sexual way.'
"Jeez, Jake, don't work yourself up. We are friends and I'd like to think we are very good friends. I don't think we are going to screw each other by mistake, but that doesn't mean we don't have sexual thoughts. I like looking at you naked. I think you have a really, really attractive dick and I especially like seeing it as it swings when you walk. It's certainly not tiny, I say that because I hear you guys are hung up on size, but it's not grotesquely big. I think your ass is fab. And, you have a great set of balls. So, yeah, I think sexually. It's normal."
"God, I wish you didn't say all that," I moaned.
"Why, did I offend you?"
"No," I said and looked down at my crotch. Megan followed my eyes to see a hard and upright dick.
"My bad," she said giggling.
"I've think you've unleashed the devil. Now that he knows you're not offended, he's going to be popping up all the time."
"No prob, Jake. He's always welcome" she said as she lightly touched the top of my naked thigh.
She offered her glass and we clinked rims and drank.
"How about you and your man-spear get us a couple refills, while I just enjoy the view."
I was amazed at how fast I was loosing my concern about parading around aroused. I returned with her drink and she asked me to stand there. She looked intently at my erection, which did nothing to ease its hardness.
"That's very attractive, Jake. I still marvel at how hard a guy's dick can get. Thanks for letting me stare."
I raised my glass and we toasted silently.
After that night, Megan stopped wearing her bikini briefs even occasionally. She was always nude when we were in the apartment. It was now mid-August and a weekend when both of us were off work. I stumbled out of bed with major morning wood and went in search for coffee. Megan was in the kitchen making a pot. She had on black undies.
She turned and noticed my erection and said, "good morning my fine hard friend. It's always good to see you."
I shrugged and said, "Morning wood. As soon as it goes down, I'll pee. By the way, what's with the panties?"
Megan blushed, turning her white breasts a pretty shade of pink.
"Got a little visitor."
"Huh, someone's here?" I panicked thinking she might have a guy over and I didn't want to be caught in this condition.
Megan laughed, "No, stupid, I've got my period."
Now it was my turn to blush and I am sure I was scarlet from head to toe. "Sorry. It's just that I never noticed before."
"That's because my last two happened while I was working."
Talking about this feminine stuff made me go soft enough to be able to pee, so I excused myself.
Back in the kitchen I poured a mug and joined Meg at our small table.
"You know, I don't think I've ever talked about a girl's period before. Doing it would be weird, but not as weird as sitting here naked talking about a girl's period."
Laughing Megan assured me it was Ok.
"Jake, I think we can talk about anything. I don't believe I've ever been as comfortable with any guy or practically any girlfriend as I am with you. You're a great friend."
I agreed and offered a coffee mug toast.
We decided to take a long bike ride out to Walden Pond. It was a great trip and we got home late afternoon, totally drenched from the exercise. Megan offered me the first shower. As I was drying, she nudged me aside with a hand on my butt and jumped in.



I went and sat on the couch sipping a beer. Megan appeared with her hair still wet and grabbed her own beer. She stood right in front of me, with her legs slightly spread apart.
"Jake, what do you think of my pussy?"
I choked on the mouthful of beer I had just taken in. After getting under control, I could not help but stare at the luscious bush catching light in the tangles. It was all golden and fiery.
"Well," I said, "not having any intimate knowledge of your pussy, I have no fuckin' clue what to say. This isn't one of those 'do these jeans make my ass look fat' questions, is it?"
"You think my ass looks fat in jeans?"
"No! Actually, I think you have the best ass I have ever seen. It almost looks as good in jeans as it does naked. And you know I rate your naked ass a 'Holy shit'."
She laughed. Then looked at me, "Seriously, I want your opinion of my pussy."
"What are you really asking?" I said.
"Well, I've been talking with my sister and she keeps telling me to shave it all off. She does, loves it and thinks I look like a jungle girl."
I again stared at the wide rectangle with the wild curls. I tried to imagine it bald and the only result was a massive hard-on.
Megan noticed and said, "Well, I guess that's a vote that you like my pussy."
"What's not to like? It's beautiful, like the rest of you. But, really if you want to trim it or whatever, it's your choice. You are so beautiful; no guy is going to complain if you're smooth as a baby or hairy as a gorilla. What do you want to do?"
Megan ran her fingers through the mass of red and pulled on the tufts. She sipped some beer, and said, "I think I should trim this down to a shallow layer and narrow the strip."
"Sounds like a plan," I offered as my erection throbbed at the thought of it.
"Glad you agree because I need your help."
"Help?"
"Yeah, I don't think I can get it even by myself and I certainly don't trust my own hand making a straight line with a razor. So, Roomie, you get the honors."
"You know this is fuckin' bizarre, right?"
"I think it's fun," and after a pause, "and a little kinky. But, mostly fun. And, by the looks of your quite impressive erection, I'd say you're not opposed."
I gave in and said we should probably do it on my bed since there's more room. I got up and Megan smiled at my hard-on bobbing as we walked.
I grabbed a towel and shaving cream and a razor. She went to her room and got a pair of scissors.
She laid on the spread towel and indicated how much pubic hair she wanted trimmed. I marveled at the silky feel of the hairs between my fingers, telling her how soft and silky it was and was she sure she wanted it to go away.
She ran her fingers through the luxurious curls and sighed. She took my hand and placed it tight on her pussy.
"Be the last person to touch it before it's all gone," she said in a small voice.
I ran my fingers through the curls, enjoying the sensation and feeling the warmth of her sex. She moved under my touch and let out a small moan.
"Easy, Cowboy. I think you have done justice to this last trip through the forest."
I then pulled a patch out taut and snipped it at the desired length. She said it was perfect, so I grabbed, pulled and snipped until her the mass of pubes was hacked away. I got an idea and went to the bathroom, returning with a grooming razor. A couple years ago I had a beard and liked to keep it at about a three day growth. I bought this razor so I could adjust the settings. I explained to Megan that I could get a more even look if I finished her with this.
She told me to go for it. I adjusted the depth to what I thought was right and made a pass over the remaining pubes. It looked good, so I continued. Megan squirmed and I asked if I had hurt her.
"No, the vibration sort of gets to me, you know."
I nodded and finished with the electric razor. I brushed the stray clippings on to the towel, enjoying the sensation of touching her pubic area.
Her slit was now clearly visible and I was dripping. I prayed she did not notice.
Megan then indicated how wide the strip should be. I put a pile of shaving cream in my hand and spread it from her thigh into the right spot on her pussy. I ran a finger down to make a line. As I did, she shivered again. I figured I was not the only one getting turned on.
I worked the safety razor from the line out to her thighs, and then trued it up with an up and down stroke. I repeated the same procedure on the other side until she ended up with an inch and a half strip.
"How about the taint?"
I knew she meant the part from the bottom of her slit up to her asshole. She grabbed her thighs and pulled her legs up. She was now totally exposed and spread. I could see both her outer and inner lips, and her clit pushing through the little hood.
"Shouldn't I have a medical degree to be at this angle?" I joked.
She smiled and asked if I were going to do an internal exam.
"Not likely," I replied.
"Pity! Well, I don't think you need to be a doctor, then."
I spread cream around her sex lips and in between her legs. I carefully shaved the area. I used a corner of the towel to wipe away the excess cream and noticed she was quite wet. I yearned to lean in and kiss the beautiful display of pink inches from my face.
"Can you get me the hand mirror from my dresser?"
With my hard-on leading the way, I retrieved the mirror. She held it between her still spread and elevated legs and admired the new look.
"Guess I sprung a little leak, Jake. Looks like you're not the only one who gets turned on every now and then."
"Happens," I said.
"Guess, so. I see your head glistening. God, this is weird," Megan exclaimed. "We are roomies, but certainly not lovers, but here we are. You have this rock hard erection and I'm spread open like a gal waiting for a class A screwing and dripping like a freakin' hose. Actually, I think this is a good time for another shower—a cold one."
We both stood. Megan leaned in, avoiding contact with my erection, and kissed me on the cheek and softly said, "Thanks."
"Honestly, and I mean honestly, Meg, the pleasure is all mine. And to answer your earlier question..."
"What question?"
"You asked me what I thought of your pussy."
She blushed, smiled and said, "So?"
"It's absolutely beautiful."
She laughed and bounced into the shower. I cleaned up and grabbed another cold beer. I held it against my dick hoping it would take the swelling down before I got a serious case of blue balls.
Later that evening, Megan came back out of her bedroom and said she just talked with her sister and told her of the grooming that was done. I asked her if she told her sister that I did the trimming.
"No way," she said, "she is shy and would flip out thinking we are naked all the time, and would double flip out thinking my male roommate shaved my puss. I know she's had boyfriends and she is certainly not a virgin, but she would never just prance around like we do."
She then asked if it would be Ok if her sister visited for a couple days. I said sure. Megan said she'd be here next weekend.
Sally, Megan's sister was almost as tall and equally as good looking. Like Megan, Sally was a nurse and also taught yoga at a private club. Megan said they were "Irish Twins", meaning they were less than a year apart. She also had twin sisters who were a year and half younger than Sally, twin brothers two years younger than the girl twins and another sister, who inexplicitly was four years younger than the boy twins. "Guess Mom needed a break or something," she said.
Before Sally arrived, we agreed we would be back to wearing clothes. "I'm pretty sure I'm not going to tell her about our lifestyle. I hope you're not offended."
I assured her it was no problem.
We picked up Sally at Logan and dumped her stuff in the apartment and headed out on foot. After a night of beers and burgers at our neighborhood bar, we returned to an oven of an apartment. Megan had said she and her sister would share her twin bed, but I knew that would be intolerable with two people in that tiny space. I told them to take my queen bed and I would sleep in her twin. They put up only mild resistance and I could tell they thought this was a great idea.
We said our good nights and I stripped and crawled into Megan's bed. It was slightly erotic being naked in her bed. I was just settling in when a soft rap on the door preceded Megan's head popping in.
"Can I come in?"
I nodded and she entered, wearing only her pink bikini bottoms and a thin t-shirt.
"God, you are really going to get the wrong idea of us, but I need something from my nightstand."
The nightstand was between the bed and the wall. I offered to get what she wanted, but Megan said no. She crawled over me and dug in the drawer, pulling out a pink vibrator.
She looked at me, blushed and said, "It's not like were Lesbos or into incest, but we do like getting off with a toy. We used to do it all the time when we were in high school and then nursing school. Don't think I'm a slut."
Megan was sitting next to me on the tiny bed. I assured her I thought nothing bad about her and hoped she and Sally would have a great time.
"Jake, you're the best."
She moved toward me for a hug and I reached up to welcome her. I misjudged the angle and my hand landed right on her left breast. I felt the soft warm flesh and hard point of her nipple through the thin fabric of her shirt. I should have pulled it away immediately, but I froze.
"Sorry," I said.
"It's Ok, Jake, I know you didn't mean it."
"True, but doesn't mean I don't like it."
I removed my hand and Meg gave me a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek. As she turned to get up she glanced at the sheet and noticed a big tent.
"Oh, I see you really did like it."
I nodded sheepishly.
Megan placed her hand on my erection, still covered by the sheet. She moved her hand up and down, squeezed it and said, "Sorry, fella, but no can do right now."
She jumped off the bed and bounced out of the room with my eyes glued to her butt barely covered by the bikinis. My dick throbbed. I had to restrain myself from jerking off. I just couldn't do it in Megan's bed, even though I could hear giggles from my room and imagined they were doing something similar in my bed to what I wanted to do in Megan's.
After a lot of tossing and turning and torturing myself with imagined scenes of Megan and Sally, I fell asleep. In the morning I pulled on clothes and found the sisters making a big breakfast. Each wore a t-shirt and panties. Looking at them together, I thought I was seeing double. Same great ass, small chest and unending legs.
We hung out playing tourist in Boston. Sally was leaving Monday morning to fly back to Philly and Megan was still off. She would take her sister to Logan and come back to the apartment. I was working at home, finishing up a newsletter.
I said my good-byes at night and fell asleep to more giggles and moans from my bedroom.
I slept a little late the next morning. It was almost 9 when I climbed out of bed. I was happy not to have to put clothes on. I had really hard morning wood, probably from not relieving myself from the erotic images flashing through my head for the last couple nights.
I heard noise in the kitchen and silently prayed Megan had made coffee. I turned into the room and saw her working the coffee maker with her back toward me and that great ass on display in tight jeans.
"You are an angel. I need you to give me something hot and steamy," I said teasing as we both would often do.
She turned, looked at me, looked at my hard-on and screamed.
I was staring into the face of Sally.
"Shit, Sally, I thought you left."
"You're naked and have a hard-on."
I couldn't argue the point.
"I thought you were Megan."
"What? Were you going to rape her?"
"No, this happens all the time."
"Creep. You run around exposing yourself to my sister all the time."
I realized I should cover up and grabbed a dish towel from the counter. Holding it in front of my erection, I tried to explain.
"It really is not what it looks like."
"It looks like a naked guy with a freakin' hard-on asking for something 'hot and steamy'. I think I can figure out what that means, Asshole."
"Yes, that's what I said, but I would never do anything to harm Megan. Honest. It's just..."
"Just what?"
I didn't want to explain our living situation since Megan didn't do it herself. But, I was afraid that if I didn't Sally was going to lose it.
"It's just that Megan and I rarely wear clothes when we're home. It's no big deal."
"I can't believe it. You mean the both of you just parade around naked all the time."
"Actually, yes."
"Are you two lovers?"
"No, we never do anything sexual." I thought about my hand on Megan's tit, her hand on my dick, but rationalized that was not really sexual. And, I thought that shaving her sister's pussy and touching her in that private area was not sexual. I realized we were having a lot of contact for two people who were not having sex.
"What about your freakin' hard-on?"
"Sally, guys get erections. Especially in the morning, we get them a lot. Megan and I decided it was natural and we were not going to make a big deal out of it. I'm sorry I've offended you. I thought you were gone. You and Meg look identical from the back. Anyway, what are you doing here and where's Megan?"
"My flight got cancelled and there was no other equipment available. So, I called in to the hospital and said I'd be in tomorrow. Sally got beeped and had to cover a half shift this morning."
By now my erection had subsided. I kept the towel covering my crotch, but felt foolish.
"Look, Sally, I'll go get dressed and maybe we can sorta' just not make a big deal out of it. Ok?"
"So, you two really are bare-assed in the apartment?"
I nodded and added, "It helps to beat the heat, too."
She laughed and said sarcastically, "I'm sure that's your main priority."
"Well..."
Sally cut me off, glancing down at the towel that was no longer tented in front of me.
"And, Megan is cool with it?"
"Her idea, actually."
"No shit? Come to think of it, I can imagine her doing this. She's always been a little bit out there, at least, farther than me. Well, I can be cool with it too."
"So, you are willing to let me off the hook?" I asked.
"Ok, but on one condition."
"What?"
Sally broke into a smile as dazzling as her sister's.
"Toss me that towel."
I grinned and tossed her the towel.
She looked at my semi-hard dick, my abs and chest and back at my dick, then nodded. I turned and she did a little wolf whistle watching my butt disappear around the corner.
I returned to the kitchen to find her on the phone, tears of laughter streaming down her face, as she described the morning's event to Megan.
Looking me in the eye, she said into the phone. "Definitely, Sis, awesome ass and really great dick."
That evening we all had a lot of chuckles about the morning's event. Although we both remained clothed, Megan teased Sally and said she was free to join us in our normal dress pattern. Sally begged off, much to my disappointment. I was really curious what her bald pussy looked like.
The next morning she left for real and I was back at work. With our crazy schedules, I didn't really catch-up with Megan until Friday evening. She had been off all day. When I got home, she suggested hitting our favorite bar and getting slightly shit-faced watching the Sox take on the Yankees.
We did. Walking back home, I know both of us were feeling pretty good.
As soon as we entered the apartment, I asked if I could go to the bathroom first. I had to pee really badly.
"Great," said Megan. "This will be the perfect opportunity to do it."
"Do what?"
"Pee like a guy," she said, all smiles.
"You want to pee standing up?"
"No, dipshit, I want to be the guy."
"Huh?"
"Ok, let me spell it out. I want you to stand there and I will operate the equipment."
"You're kidding."
"Nope, always wanted to see what it felt like. Never had a guy I was able to ask. But you, Jake, are the coolest."
I was shocked, but had to pee so badly that I did not want to argue any more.
"Ok, let's go."
We went into the bathroom and I stood in front of the toilet.
"What now?" asked Megan.
"Lift the seat."
"Oh, yeah."
Megan lifted the seat and asked for more directions.
"Well, you should probably stand behind me to get the full effect."
Megan pushed herself against me and I could sense her hard nipples pushing into my back.
"Ok, unzip me and take it out."
Megan poked her head under my left arm and craned her head around so she could see. Reaching around me, she used two hands to pull down my zipper. She put her right hand inside and tried to get into my boxers.
Her hand kept getting trapped behind my shirt tale. I told her to move her hand under my shirt and into my fly. After a little more fumbling, her hand found the entrance and I felt her warm hand take hold of my cock. I fought with all my might to not get hard. Not only would it be slightly embarrassing, but it would make it really difficult to pee and I had to go so bad.
"Ok, take it out, aim it and let me know when you're ready."
Megan managed to bring my cock from my pants and now gripping it with fingers on two hands pointed it toward the bowl.
"All set, Jake, let it fly."
I need no more encouragement. I let loose a strong stream.
Megan shrieked as the pee hit the side of the rim and started wetting the floor.
I managed with great difficulty to stop peeing.
"See, it's not as easy as it seems. So, don't bitch if sometimes we leave some drops around."
"No fair," she said, "guys have a lot more practice."
She readjusted her aim and I let go again, this time resulting in the familiar splashing we've all come to recognize. Megan took great delight in moving my dick head around and hitting various parts of the bowl. I took great delight on having her fingers on my dick.
I must have gone on for 15 or 20 seconds and the relief in my bladder was exotic. Finally, the stream faded to a dribble.
"Now what?" she asked.
"Give it a couple shakes and put it away."
"Yuck, you don't wash it off?"
"No. Guys never do that, Meg. Shake it dry and put it away. That's all there is."
She gave it a few shakes, using more force than I would, and put it inside my shorts. She then let her hand slip down and cup my balls.
"Wow!" I exclaimed.
"Hey, I figured I was in the neighborhood, so what the hell."
She felt them for a few seconds longer, fingering each nut inside, moving her hand up and down my flaccid shaft, and finally removing her hand, zipping me up, finishing with a kiss on the back of my neck while hugging me.
"Thanks, Jake. That was super cool. I really like the feel of your penis."
"Penis?"
"It seems kinda' crude to call it a dick or cock after I felt it. It just seemed sorta pansy."
"Whatever you call it, Meg, I enjoyed your touch. And, you're not a bad pisser, once you got the hang of it."
I moved to the sink to wash my hands as Megan dropped the seat, pulled down her pants and bikinis and peed. I looked down to see a gush coming from the beautiful pussy that I had trimmed. Too bad, she felt comfortable in keeping it in shape and didn't ask me to help her again. She wiped herself dry, and stood, not bothering to pull up her clothes. As she was washing her hands, she looked at me in the mirror.
"I guess that's another barrier we've crossed."
"Yeah," I agreed, "But you are never going to watch me take a dump. Never!"
She howled and said, "Deal."
We said good night and I went into my bedroom. I stripped and was adjusting the fan, when Megan came in.



"Jake, can we talk?"
"Sure" I gestured to my bed. We pulled down the sheets and plopped on the bed, resting our heads on the pillows letting the fan cool our naked bodies. Megan turned off the bedside lamp and we lay next to each other with just the glow from outside illuminating the room.
"That was the first time I touched you," she said with a small voice.
"Sorta'" I replied.
"Huh?"
"That night your sister was here and you came in for your vibrator. You touched my hard-on."
"Well, you grabbed my tit and I only touched you outside the sheet for a second. Tonite, I held your dick in my hands."
We lay together quietly for a while. I felt Megan's hand rest on top of mine and I opened my fist to hold her hand, intertwining our fingers.
"Jake, I loved touching you. It felt good."
"Good on my part, too, Meg."
"We are not going to fuck things up, are we?"
"How?"
"By getting sexually involved."
"I don't know. I'm not planning anything."
"But you think about it?"
"Do you?"
Megan squeezed my hand and whispered, "Sometimes."
"Me, too," I replied.
"Jake, I think I love you. Hell, I know I love you, but I don't know if I am in love with you in a sexual way. Is that crazy?"
"I don't think so. It's sorta' how I feel about you. I mean I can't imagine not having you in my life. We share everything, talk about everything and live like a couple, except we aren't a couple."
"No fucking."
"Yeah, no fucking."
"Isn't it frustrating?"
"Sometimes, but I just so enjoy being around you that it's Ok. And, looking at you naked is awesome. I hope that doesn't flip you out."
She shook her head and then picked up her conversation.
"You haven't had a girl here since I moved in and I don't think you've stayed over at anyone's place. So, you obviously aren't getting laid."
"Quite observant," I teased. "And, I could say the same for you."
I could feel her tense next to me. She remained silent for a long time.
"Jake, I have had sex a number of times. Usually after work and before I come home. One week when you went out of town for a few days, we had sex here in my room. So, I've had the opportunity to work out some of the pent-up sex drive. But, you haven't"
I was stunned to learn of her sexual encounters. I had fantasized that we both were these warriors who were abstaining from sex and forging some super bond.
Megan rolled on her side and put her head on my shoulder and her hand on my stomach, her fingers just brushing the top of my pubes, lightly scratching the sensitive area, sending mild erotic shocks to my groin.
"Jake, I've hurt you, I fear."
I shook my head, but inside I was hurt.
"Jake, it's nothing about us. It's not cheating, since we are not a couple. It was just sex. I think you should feel free to do it too. That's one of the reasons why I wanted to talk. I want you to understand that you can do what you want."
I nodded, but couldn't find any words.
"So, do you like take care of yourself?"
I shrugged.
"Come on, Jake. You can tell me. Hell, you knew that Sally and I were jerking off like fiends when she was here. And, really, we are not incestuous. I use the vibe on her, but don't touch her with my hands or anything. She does the same for me. We know each other so well, that's it's a real kick to have someone else get you off. And, I do it when I'm alone. I use the vibe or just my fingers. Sometimes I squeeze a pillow between my legs and get off that way. I'm telling you this, because I don't want you to think you can't do it."
I laughed a little. "You know, I have never talked about masturbating with anyone, not even another guy. Now, I'm having a conversation about it with a girl."
"Well, technically you haven't said shit. I have spilled my beans, but yours are still in the freakin' can."
I laughed some more. "Megan, I jerk off like a fool. I do it here in my bed, in the shower and a couple times in the living room watching Showtime flics. Don't worry I am careful and don't spill anything."
Megan kissed my cheek. "My hero," she said with a hint of sarcasm.
"Do you think of me when you do it," she asked softly.
"Yeah, most of the time. Sorry."
"Nothing to be sorry about. I fantasize about you and that gorgeous cock that loves to stand up in front of me. I told you how much I enjoy watching it move as you walk. To be honest, I get wet sometimes looking at you with a hard-on just going about doing stuff in the apartment. Yep, very erotic. Good masturbating material."
We lay next to each other for a while and then I said.
"You said 'one of the reasons' before. What's the other reason you wanted to talk about our sex lives."
"Jake, I might want to bring someone home soon. It's nothing serious, just a hot fling, but I don't like that we'd have to sneak around you. So, I want to know if it's Ok with you."
I felt a pang of anxiety in my stomach, but knew I had no right to such a feeling.
"Of course it is, Meg. Bring him home anytime. Just give me fair warning so I'm not greeting him for the first time with my dick hanging out."
Megan was silent.
"What?"
"Actually, Jake, it's not a him. It's a her."
I now turned on my side to face her.
"Her? You're gay?"
Laughing, she said, "No, I don't even think I'm officially bi. But she and I connected somehow and next thing I know we are having mind-blowing sex. She's only the second woman I've been with, not counting my sister, but that doesn't count anyway 'cause we really don't have sex. And, definitely not counting nursing school when things got sorta' really crazy. With a bunch of horny girls living together in a dorm with only two guys, one of whom was definitely gay. God, the combinations were uncountable, but it was purely sex and none of us gave it a thought except that we loved getting off and getting each other off. Lots of pussy eating, but no emotional involvement. But, I mean this is only the second woman whom I would consider a lover. And, there have been more guys than girls, believe me."
"Have you been with any guys since you've been here."
Megan snorted and said, "Pathetic cliché. Yeah, I screwed a married doctor some. I knew it was a mistake. He had made his way through a bunch of the nurses already, but he is charming. You know how people like to gossip, so I heard he had a huge dick. One night after a long session in the ER where we worked side by side to save some kid's life, who was in a motorcycle accident, we were standing by ourselves in the doc's lounge having a cup of coffee. Jake, when you are doing something so intimate as having your hands together in another body and saving a life, you form this bond. It doesn't last too long, but it's there.
"So, we're just leaning against a counter and I said there were a lot of crazy rumors in an ER. He wanted to know what I meant. So I asked him if it was true that he had a huge cock. We were alone. He smiles, drops his scrubs, wearing no underwear, and shows me this enormous cock. I am talking porno movie cock. I wanted it, Jake. I wanted that big, get ready for the rest of the cliché, black cock. I reached out, took it in my hand, then dropped to my knees and sucked him. He got hard and it got even bigger. Next thing I know my pants are off and he's in. So, lily white nurse fucks black doctor with legendary cock."
"So, how was it?"
"Big," she said laughing. "Really big, I was amazed he could get it in my pussy. He did and he banged me hard. It made me really sore. But I came like crazy. We only did it a few times, shit that's a lie. Ok, we did it every chance we got. I would be working near him and know that big thing was just hanging there, no underwear around it. I'd get wet, and at the first break, we'd dash to a closet, an unused office, or any space and fuck like rabbits. Then our shifts got mixed up and we stopped seeing each other. Good thing, because he was pushing to ass-fuck me. I don't think I could have handled that monster in the back door. Next thing, I heard he was pounding another ER doc and the VP of nursing found them going at it in an unused patient room. Caused a shitstorm. But, good ER docs are hard to find and the VP let it slide, after making sure they never worked together again. I also heard she couldn't get over the size of his cock standing up when she caught him and he pulled out of the doc, and that after he was soon putting his 10 inches to good use with her in her executive office. Sounds like a soap opera, but this shit happens."
I looked in her eyes for a long time.
"What are you thinking," she asked?
"Thinking what it would be like to make love to you."
"Ah."
"But, I don't think it's going to happen," I said sadly.
"Probably not, Babe."
Megan moved in and kissed my lightly on the lips.
"I love you too much to make love to you."
I nodded in agreement.
With a twinkle in her eye and her brilliant smile lighting up the darkness, she added, "But, I may be able to help you now and then."
She ran her hand over my hard dick, kissed me again and rolled out of bed.
She said good night and went back to her room.
I tossed and turned for a long time pondering her final words and savoring the memory of her touch on my dick and her kiss on my lips.
It was two days before we were together again. It was movie night and Megan picked a flic called, "Waterdance". I didn't know much about it, but it had Eric Stolz, whom I thought was a good actor, and Helen Hunt, whom I thought was one of the most attractive and sexy women in entertainment.
About half way through the movie there is a scene where Eric Stolz's character, who is paralyzed from the waist down as a result of an accident, and Helen's character, leave the rehab facility on a pass. They go to a motel and all of a sudden a naked Helen Hunt is on top of him. I took one look at her beautiful naked boobs and got rock hard. You also get to see her ass. I was practically drooling.
Megan noticed and said, "My guess is you like Helen Hunt not Eric Stolz?"
I followed her gaze to my crotch, and mumbled "Sorry. She's been a bit of a fantasy of mine."
"Don't blame you. She is sexy and looks great naked."
Megan slid her hand onto my erection. I jumped at her touch.
"Let me help, Jake."
"I can't."
"Sure, you can. All you have to do is sit there. I will do all the work and you get all the reward."
"This is too weird, Meg."
She slowly and softly stroked me.
"Let me tell you another secret. Sally and I used jerk off guys all the time. We didn't sleep with them, didn't let them play with us, didn't suck them, but we loved jerking them off. It was particularly fun to double date and do it together. Later we'd compare notes on how big each guy was, how he sounded, how much he came and other silly stuff."
She started rubbing harder. I put my hand on her wrist to pull her off.
She took my hand away.
"Jake, I want to do this. For you and for me. I enjoy touching you and I want to give you pleasure. Please let me."
I laid my head back against the couch, closed my eyes and gave myself over to the sensations.
I was on the path of no return. Megan kept up a steady stroke while using her other hand to massage my balls. Soon, I felt my cum rising and exploded, shooting up on my stomach and chest. Megan kept pumping until I had just a dribble running down over her hand. She leaned in and kissed me ever so softly on the lips and said, "Thank you."
She ran into the bathroom and returned with a damp washcloth. She wiped me clean and dried me with a hand towel she also brought back. She fondled my flaccid member and kissed my cheek before announcing she was off to bed.
After that night, Megan would tend to my needs several times a week. Either when we were watching TV or sometimes she'd lay beside me in bed and play with me until I was hard. She claimed to love it best when I was soft and she would fondle me until I was hard. She would bring me to the brink and back off, building up the tension until I had magnificent orgasms.
She always cleaned and dried me, kissed my kips and went to bed. I imagined she was masturbating herself. Sometimes, I thought I could hear the soft hum of her vibe, but maybe it was my imagination.
I offered to return the service, but she always refused. "It's different," she'd say.
I couldn't understand what she meant, until she explained. "With a guy, I rub and get the expected result. But with a girl, you have to really get inside her. Jake, that's a lot more intimate than rubbing a cock. I think that letting you inside me, even with a finger, is moving us somewhere neither one of us wants."
I relented and enjoyed her relieving me.
One day Megan called me at work. She asked if she could have her friend over that night. I immediately agreed and told her I'd catch dinner and a movie and wouldn't be home until 10 or 11. She said I didn't have to stay away, but I insisted.
I arrived home just a few minutes before 11. The apartment was dark except for a small night light in the hallway outside our bedrooms. I used the bathroom and crawled into bed.
I then heard voices talking softly. It was definitely two women. Then the voices turned to other sounds and I knew what was occurring behind the wall next to me. I was both jealous and happy. I drifted to sleep thinking of how Megan's hand would comfort my erections and imagining her and another woman entwined in her narrow bed as their moans carried into the night.
The next morning I pulled on my boxers and headed for the bath. Emerging a few seconds later, I saw Megan waiting for me in the hall with a mug of coffee. She wore a t-shirt that did not completely cover her sex. Even though I had seen her nude hundreds of times and had even shaved her most private parts, seeing just a flash of those delicate lips and light covering of red bush, made my heart skip a beat.
"Morning, Jake," she said offering me the mug.
"Morning, Meg," I replied and on impulse kissed her cheek. She turned her head up and we kissed lips.
"Sleep well?" she asked.
I grinned and said, "At least I slept."
"Oops, too noisy?"
"Well, it certainly sounded like fun."
"It was," came a voice from behind me. I turned to see a small, compact dark haired woman standing in Megan's doorway. She had her hands over her large naked breasts and wore tiny panties that revealed a dark bush behind the practically transparent material.
"I'm Gina," she said.
"Jake," I replied and automatically extended my hand. I belatedly realized that if she shook my hand she'd have to reveal her breasts.
Gina looked at Megan, back at me and said, "What the fuck. Glad to meet you." She shook hands and exposed her large round breasts, with huge areoles and darker prominent nipples.
She had a wide smile that showed off even white teeth. Her eyes were dark brown and was olive complected, looking to be Italian.
She said to Megan, "I'd love a mug of that coffee that smells so good. I'm going to pee and then maybe we can all get to know each other better."
Gina disappeared into the bath. Megan turned toward the kitchen, exposing her ass. She must have felt me staring because she looked over her shoulder. She immediately noticed that my boxers were now seriously tented.
"Maybe you might want to put on some pants, Jake. Although I love your guy, Gina may not be into looking at hard dicks first thing in the morning."
I grinned and went to get dressed.
When I came into the kitchen, Gina was there with a what we used to call a "wife-beater" t-shirt, the kind with thin straps and open armpits. Her large breasts were practically on display and as she moved a nipple would peak out now and again. I was glad I had baggy shorts on that hid my erection.
Meg was making toast. As she turned to butter the warm bread, Gina slipped a hand on Meg's naked ass. Megan turned her face to hers and they kissed. This did nothing to ease the tension in my pants.
Over coffee and toast, I learned that Gina was also a nurse in the ER. She was indeed Italian, her parents being born in Naples. She was born here. She was twenty-two making her three years younger than Megan and five years my junior. We chatted about our lives but didn't get into anything too deep.
As we were wrapping up, I offered to clean up.
"Great," said Gina, "because I think Megan and I have some unfinished business." She shot a sexy glance at Megan, who blushed, but did not refute the statement.
"You don't mind, Jake," Gina asked?
"Why would I," I answered a little defensively.
""Cause Megan talks about you all the time. I know you guys hang out in the nude and I thought you might be jealous."
"Megan and I respect each other. She is free to do whatever she wants and I'm happy for her. That's it."
Gina thought about it and turned to Megan, "You're right he is totally cool."
"Wanna' watch?" Gina purred.
Megan's face reflected complete shock.
For a second the image of these two beautiful women having sex flashed into my brain. I imagined watching them.
"Not today, thanks" I said as lightly as I could.
"Cool."
Gina took Megan's hand and they began walking to the bedroom. She stopped and turned, Megan did the same.
"Are you sure?" she asked. "You could get naked and play with yourself as we did it on the bed." As she said this, she pulled her t-shirt off revealing her large breasts, with now erect nipples. She peeled off her panties showing a dark bush trimmed to a small patch ending above her lips, leaving exposed the thick and meaty lips, with her inner lips also peaking out.
I thought my pants would burst. Gina then lifted Megan's shirt and removed it. She hugged Megan and they kissed. Gina moved her face to Megan's breast and kissed the nipple, followed by a tonguing on the hard nub. Megan kept her eyes closed.
"Still sure."
I could not find my voice and nodded. Gina ran her hand up and down Megan, letting her fingers linger on the opening to my friend's sex and rubbing across the thin strip of red hair that I worked so hard to keep neat. She let her middle finger slid along the obviously moist slit and rub against the clit that was struggling for release from its hood.
"Ok, your choice," Gina said as she seductively licked her finger that was covered with the juice from Megan.
She took Megan's hand, led her into the bedroom and closed the door.
I cleaned up, went into my room, stripped and jerked off with the most erotic images of the two women bouncing through my head.
I fell back asleep. Later I was awoken as I felt the bed shift. Megan, naked and beautiful, was crawling in next to me. She lifted the sheet and came into my arms.
We kissed softly and she snuggled her head into my neck.
"Where's Gina?"
"She left. Had to go see her family in Rhode Island."
I nodded.
"Sorry," she whispered, "Gina is a real tease. You know I did not plan that."
"You let it happen, though."
Megan was silent for a while.
"Yes, I did. Jake, I think I wanted to send you a message."
"What? That you have someone and I don't?"
"No, that I am not the ideal woman you think I am. I can be a bitch, Jake. I have a mean side. I like to fuck women. I like to have affairs with married men. I am into some freaky sex at times. I am not a freakin' saint."
I pulled Megan close to me. "I don't think you are a saint."
"Yeah, you do. You think I am this special person. I'm not. I'm as fucked up as the next person, maybe even more so. I don't deserve how you treat me."
"Meg, we're all fucked up. Me, you, Sally, Gina, everyone. But, I do know you are special. You are a good person." With a short laugh I added, "And you are fucking beautiful and like to walk around nude. You may not be an angel, but some days I think I've died and gone to heaven."



Megan laughed. "So, you're not angry?"
"No, horny, but not angry."
"Even with how we acted in front of you?"
"Jesus, I was so excited. When she rubbed your pussy and licked her finger I almost exploded. The whole thing turned me on so bad I jerked off in about ten seconds. I'm doing everything I can to avoid asking you what it was like having sex with her."
Megan said, "That's a relief. I thought you'd be pissed. And, for that other thing...I won't go into details, but I can say Gina can eat pussy like no other person on earth."
As that image bounced through my imagination, a tent arose in the sheets.
Megan noticed and said, "Now, that's the Jake I love and admire."
She slipped her hand on me and began working her magic. Within minutes I enjoyed the second orgasm of the day.
Labor Day was a few days away and the weather was as hot and humid as the rest of the summer. We both remarked that our nude-in-the house rule made things a lot more bearable.
Sitting on our little porch one night, looking at the park, Megan said Sally would like to come for the long weekend. I told her it was fine with me. Inwardly I groaned since it would mean wearing clothes again. We even sat naked on the porch at night, enjoying the slightly cooler air move over our bodies.
"I thought she might be a little put off after last time. I am still sorry about that incident."
"Actually," Megan said, "she surprised me."
"How, by asking to come back?"
"No, by saying that she would be cool with us being the way we want to be."
"You mean she wouldn't mind if we stayed nude?"
"That's right. As a matter of fact, I had the feeling she hoped we would. Would you feel uncomfortable being naked in front of her?"
I thought about it. Admittedly, it was exciting, but I figured I shouldn't say that to Megan.
"I guess, if you didn't mind."
"Well, she's seen it all, so no big deal."
We sat in silence for a few minutes, listening to the cars go by and watching the boarders go up and down the sidewalks in the park.
"What about Sally?" I finally asked.
"What about her," Megan said coyly.
"You know, Meg. Will she be...what's she going to do?"
"You mean will she be naked too?"
I nodded.
"Don't know. I told you she is a lot more shy than I am. But, she talks about you being nude and what it must be like to just be that free. And, to be honest, she has told me like a thousand times that you have a great cock and it looked so, in her words, "fuckin' awesome" when it was hard. So, maybe she will join in. We'll see."
In spite of my best efforts, I was rock hard.
Megan noticed and asked, "So, what you have the hots for my baby sister? Can't wait to see her naked?"
I couldn't tell if she were pissed or kidding, so I opted to go with kidding.
"No, I have the hots for you. But, since that will lead to nothing, I am enjoying the prospect of seeing two incredible bodies prancing around in the apartment."
Megan slipped her hand on my erection and said, "Let's go inside and I'll remind you of the talents of the soon-to-be-naked Anderson sisters. And, maybe you should prepare to show her this 'fuckin' awesome' cock again."
We picked Sally up at Logan and drove back to the apartment on Friday evening. We decided to immediately go to the bar for supper.
We had burgers, fries and way too many beers. As we stood to leave, all of us laughed at how far gone we were.
Walking back to the apartment, I slid my hand around Megan's waist. Sally noticed and pulled my arm around her and they each laced their arms around my back.
Maybe it was the beer, the hot evening, having two beautiful women on my arms, but I slipped one hand on Megan's ass as we walked. She turned toward me and smiled.
This was the first time I had ever held her ass. I was at full mast inside my shorts. We walked a little further and Sally noticed where my hand was.
"What's the matter with my ass, Jake?"
I couldn't come up with an answer, so I put my hand on her ass. It was almost as enticing as Megan's.
Megan was wearing light running shorts, that showed off her long legs. I moved my hand to the elastic band and slid two fingers inside it. She made no move to warn me off. Emboldened, I slowly slid my hand inside, under the band of her panties and rested my hand on her naked flesh. The feel of her skin, the shifting of the muscles as she walked and the knowledge that I was touching the ass I had admired all summer was almost too much. I was working myself into an orgasm, when fortunately, we reached the entrance to the apartment. I retracted my hands from each globe, one naked and one lightly covered, and opened the door.
Entering the dimly lit living room, Megan proclaimed she needed a shower. Sally said she did too and Meg could go first.
I got out three beers. Sally and I stood in the kitchen and toasted.
"You look a little different from the last time we were standing here," she said and sipped her beer.
"Yeah, sorry about that."
"Nothing to be sorry about. As a matter of fact, I'm cool with it if you want to be that way again."
"Really?"
"Absolutely."
She drank and let her eyes travel up and down my body. She paused looking at the obvious bulge in my pants.
"Hey, is that one for me?" came a voice from the hall.
"I was hoping it was for me," replied Sally, pointing at my crotch.
I looked over to see Megan standing near, drying herself with a towel. Her various body parts flashed as she patted different sections. She looked at where Sally was pointing, and sighed, "See what I have to put up with, Sis."
I handed her the beer.
"So, what were you guys talking about?"
"Uh..." I stammered
"I was telling Jake that I would not be offended if he wanted to be naked," answered Sally.
"There you go, Jake," said Megan. "What more encouragement do you need."
I smiled and set my beer on the counter. I pulled my polo shirt off, undid my shorts and slid them to the floor.
"Fair warning, ladies," I said.
Sally and Megan nodded. They had moved next to each other. Sally in her tank top and jeans, Megan, naked, except for a towel wrapped around her hair.
I eased my boxers over my erection and removed them. Both women stared at the male sign of arousal in front of them.
"Now, I need a shower," announced Sally. She turned and headed to the bath taking her travel bag with her.
"Too much?" I asked.
"Never," said Megan as she kissed me and ran her hand up and down my hard-on. She then pulled me into her. For the first time, we hugged while naked. I felt her hard nipples push into my chest and my erection trapped between us. I could feel the short trimmed pubic hair brushing my shaft. slipped my hands on her ass and pulled her close. She cupped my butt and pulled me to her. I kissed her. She kissed back and then broke away. I
We finished our beers and pulled out some new ones as Sally reappeared, not hiding her attempt to see if I still had a hard-on. She had on a cream sports bra and bikini bottoms. I figured this was her concession to our nudity. I gave her a beer and we decided to watch TV.
We were watching the hopelessly inane Sex and the City 2 movie. The girls were remarking on the various outfits of the stars.
Feeling little pain, I said, "Speaking of clothes, Megan, I think one of us might have too much clothing."
"Really," she played along. "Too much?"
"Oh yeah, way too much."
"Should we help her out of her problem, so to speak?"
"Splendid idea,"
Sally screamed, "No way." She jumped up followed by Megan and me. We chased her around the living room, grabbed her and started tugging at her tank top. She screamed in laughter again, and broke free, dashing into my bedroom. She slammed the door, but we rushed in. I turned on the overhead, and we saw her shrinking in the corner.
She tried to get by us, but we caught her and tossed her on the bed. Megan and I started tickling her. She cried for relief and squirmed back and forth. With Sally being incapacitated by our tickling, we once again tugged at her top. She fought back, but soon lost the battle. We slipped it over her head and we all sank back, exhausted from the effort.
Sally was between Megan and me. She held her hands over her breasts. Megan reached over and pried one hand away exposing her left breast. I eased her right hand off, leaving her chest uncovered. Her breasts were much like Megan's only slightly larger. They both had tiny areoles with nipples covering almost the entire area. Like Megan's, Sally's nipples were dark and engorged with blood.
"Do you like Sally's tits?" asked Megan.
"Second best I've ever seen, I answered looking her in the eyes and then at her exposed breasts. She blushed and blew me a kiss.
"Well, I hope you two pervs are happy now," pouted Sally.
"Are you happy, Jake?" asked Megan.
I shook my head.
"Still too much clothing?"
I nodded.
"Well, get to work," she urged.
Sally squeezed her legs tightly together, but I sensed this was token resistance. I took her ankles and gently moved them apart. Her legs opened. Sitting next to her, I eased my fingers under the band of her undies. I began sliding them down. She lifted her hips to allow me to remove them.
I looked at her shaved pussy. Like Megan, her lips were smooth and tight. She had a prominent mons that made her sex that much more attractive. Unable to stop myself, I let my fingers feather across her pubic area, marveling at the smoothness and sensing the heat coming from her lips.
"God, so smooth," I uttered.
"Waxing," she breathed and opened her legs an inch. I let my hand move between her thighs and my finger slide along her slit. At the top, I could feel the hard nub of her clit. I also sensed moisture.
I wondered if Megan's sex would feel the same or if she was as wet as her sister.
"You're beautiful, Sally," I proclaimed.
She smiled and rolled on to her tummy.
"Now, you can rub my ass like you were doing to Megan walking home."
Megan and I looked at each other and said simultaneously, "Busted."
The three of us laughed, and I massaged Sally's wonderful butt and let my hands travel the length of her naked back and legs.
I was so hard I thought I might explode. I said, "I don't know about you guys, but I need another beer."
The girls agreed and I went to the kitchen, Returning I saw a naked back and awesome ass exiting Megan's room and darting back into my room. I marveled that I could not determine if it were Megan or Sally. I then realized it didn't make any difference, it was fantastic.
The girls sat propped up on pillows. I saw that one of them must have gotten extras from Megan's room. They left room in the middle for me. I handed them the beers and crawled in.
We sipped in silence for a bit.
"Love the hard-on," said Sally.
"Definitely a beauty," confirmed Megan.
"Might need attention, tho."
"Think you're right, Sis," said Megan.
The girls set their beers on the night stand and shifted position so their heads were even with my crotch.
"I like how his head gets all big and dark," said Sally tracing her finger along the top of my dick.
"I like this big vein that starts underneath and ends up on top of his shaft," commented Megan as she ran her finger along it.
"Balls are nice," Sally said as she cupped them.
"Definitely a well made set," agreed Megan has her hand joined her sister's.
As Sally continued to fondle my balls, Megan wrapped her hand around my shaft and began stroking me. She caught some pre-cum and moistened my hard-on and kept stroking as I moaned with pleasure.
Sally removed her hand and looking Megan in the eye said, "I love you, Meg."
"Love you two, Sal."
"If we didn't love each other, I couldn't do this," said Sally.
Sally moved forward, opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue and licked my head, sampling the clear liquid gathering there. I groaned and moved my hips.
She took me into her mouth and began moving up and down. Using suction and her tongue she moved me to a new level.
Breaking free with a thin trail of saliva linking my cock and her lips, she pointed the head toward Megan.
Megan shook her head and whispered, "I can't."
"You can and you want to," said Sally. She held my cock toward Megan and rested her other hand on her sister's cheek. "Go ahead."
Megan looked at me. I could not move. She kissed her sister and then opened her mouth to receive me.
I could not believe I had Megan's mouth on my cock. All my senses were on overdrive. She showed great skill and a wonderful sensitivity as she moved me closer to the edge. I next felt Sally taking a ball into her mouth and sucking it. I was all but incoherent.
I barely had enough strength to say, "I'm coming."
Megan sucked one last time and I exploded into her mouth. She took it and then pulled off only to be replaced by Sally who took my next three shots. Sally pumped me and I reached the end with two sets of women's lips and tongues licking the remains of my orgasm.
The women crawled into my arms, their legs crossing over my body and each other.
"I don't know what to say," I began.
"No words are necessary, Jake," said Megan. She kissed my cheek.
"Yeah,' said Sally and kissed my other cheek.
We lay together in comfortable silence. Sally spoke up. "And now, round two."
She reached under her pillow and extracted the pink vibrator. I figured she got it when she retrieved the pillows.
"Jake you and I are going to send Megan on a trip of a lifetime."
She switched it on and the humming seemed to fill the entire room. Megan looked at me and smiled. I kissed her and she kissed back. I rolled over her and she was now in the middle.
Sally started on Megan's breasts, teasing the nipples. She handed me the vibe and I repeated her actions. Megan squirmed under our touch. Sally took it back and moved it down to the trimmed patch of red.
"Jake, kiss Meg's tits."
Again checking for a sign, I only saw the closed eyes of my beautiful roommate.
I gently took her left breast in my mouth, savoring the feel and texture of it. I licked it and then the nipples. I sucked hard on her nipple, making her groan. I pulled it with my teeth and then licked it some more.
All the while Sally was working below. Gliding the vibrator back and forth over her pubic area, she asked me, "Tell me if she is wet yet?'
I looked at her puzzled.
"We have a deal. We use the vibe, but we don't use our fingers or tongues. We don't touch each other's tits, don't stick our fingers in each other's pussies, and don't lick each other's clits. Usually Meg tells me, but I think she's beyond speaking coherently. So, you can check out to see if she's wet."
I looked at Megan for a sign, but her eyes remained closed and her tongue was running around her lips.
I put my finger at her slit, feeling the vibrations her sister was causing a few inches away.
I eased my finger inside her, reaching not only her warm and moist inner self, but the fulfillment of my fantasy. Sometimes fantasies fall short, this one did not.
Megan spread her legs at my touch, and I inserted another finger and began moving them in and out. Sally now placed the vibe on top of Megan's clit and this caused her hips to rise off the bed. I fingered her harder.
Suddenly Megan grabbed my wrist and pulled my hand out. Sally immediately moved the vibrator to her sister's opening and pushed it in. She adjusted the setting to high and the pitch increased. Megan bucked fiercely and then screamed as her orgasm broke in waves through her body. She screamed twice more and settled back into the bed. Sally removed the vibrator and turned it off.
Overcome with the sight of her exposed sex, dripping with juices, I leaned in and kissed her most private areas. I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting the rich liquid, and finished by taking her still swollen clit in my mouth and tonguing it. Megan mumbled and laced her fingers in my hair, pulling me away. I moved back up and kissed her. She kissed back strongly and for the first time opened her mouth to me. I thrust my tongue in and received hers in return. We broke and fell back on our pillows.
"Shit, that was fuckin' intensive. Thank you both."
Sally and I smiled at each other. Sally moved across her sister's body to kiss me. We kissed and she used her tongue to clean me of any remnants of her sister's juices on my upper lip. We next used our tongues to explore each other's mouths.
Megan said, "Slow down, the night's not over."
We sat back in our places, "What's next?" I asked.
Megan rolled on top of me, stretching her length along mine. I felt my still soft cock against her hot crotch and her breasts pushing into my chest. I put my hands on her ass and she ground into me, causing my dick to stir.
She kissed me and then said, "This is good, Jake, but it's as far as it goes."
She opened the drawer in the nightstand and extracted a condom. I assumed she must have snooped at some point.
She kissed me again and rolled off. She and Sally regarded my re-energized dick that stood straight up.
She gave the condom to Sally and kissed her lightly on the lips.
"I love you, Sal."
"Ditto, Big Sis."
Megan picked up her vibrator, pillows and walked out of the room, closing the door behind her.
"Jake, you don't have to do this, honest. But, I've wanted you since that day in the kitchen. When I heard more about you from Meg, I knew you would be a good and generous lover. So, if you're up for it—and it seems you are—I say let's have some fun."
In a split second I wondered if I would be screwing Sally as some sort of avatar of Megan. I think Sally thought the same.
"Jake, it's me. It's not Megan. I can't figure you guys out. If I ever saw two people in love, it's you and Meg. But, you both say you're not going to be lovers. I hafta' say it was pretty hot what you each did to each other tonight, but it wasn't screwing. I, however, do not have those hang-ups. I want to screw and know we will have lots of fun."
I kissed her and said, "Hell, yes, we will. But, you will not need this right now."
I removed the condom from her hand.
"Jake, sorry, I can't do it unprotected."
"Sal, I will put the condom on, but first I am going to see what it's like to eat a waxed pussy."
"Ah," she said, "thought you'd never ask."
I loved the smooth pussy, bringing her to two small orgasms with my tongue while my fingers explored her tight, hot and wet interior. I found the g-spot and moving my tongue and fingers in consort, brought a growl from deep inside Sally. I enjoyed feasting on her breasts and finally, with condom firmly in place, slid inside her wrapped in the hot embrace of her interior walls and eventually brought both of us to a series of over the top orgasms. And, after a bit of rest, and a new condom in place, we worked our way through various new positions. We realized we must be having fun, when Megan banged on the wall and yelled, "Give me a fuckin' break. That must be the tenth time. Besides, I must have killed the batteries in this thing."
We laughed and I slipped inside Sally as she lifted one leg behind her head. God bless yoga, I thought.
We slept til noon, when finally Megan appeared carrying a tray with Bloody Mary's and fresh croissants from the corner bakery.
She pulled the covers off us. "Just checking to see if it's still there," she teased. "I thought it might have broken off inside."
I toasted her with the Bloody Mary and replied.
"Still, there but a bit sore. Let me add, sore but ecstatically happy."
"Oh, that happy," said Megan with a wicked grin. "Well, this will help." She lowered her frosted glass onto my balls causing a most unmanly shriek to escape my lips.
We howled, drank and ate the flaky treats with gusto. We hung out inside for the rest of the day, naked, dozing and reading. Dinner was in Cambridge at a great Indian restaurant, with each woman's hand under the table fondling me from time to time and a couple times doing it together.



We returned home and Megan said she was tired and going to bed. Sally and I were in my room, naked and screwing in five minutes. I also spent a lot more time enjoying the smooth pussy. I wondered if I should convince Megan to go all the way with her grooming. Then I thought, what for, so Gina could have an easier time eating the hell out of her.
Sally's mouth on my dick brought me out of my reverie and removed all thoughts except "more of that" from my mind.
Sunday we decided to go up to Rockport and poke around the shops and stores. We stopped for seafood on the way home.
Back in the apartment, Megan once again feigned fatigue. Sally stopped her.
"Sleep with us tonight."
"Not into spectator sports," said Megan.
"Won't be anything to watch," assured Sally. "We are both a little worn out. Besides, Jake and I discussed it and we miss you. We want you with us."
Megan searched each of our faces for any sign of doubt. Seeing none, she pulled her shirt over her head and said, "Last one in bed is a toad sucker."
We snuggled together, breaking only when one of us had to pee. I got up once and returned with three snifters of expensive brandy I received as a gift. We laid back enjoying the moment and the aromatic drink.
Sally slipped her hand on my dick evincing a slight grimace.
Megan also touched me and said, "It's really that sore?"
I nodded, "Guess I'm not the stud I think I am."
"From what I heard through the walls, you are a stud and then some," said Megan as she softly caressed my limp member.
"Amen." was all Sally said, "and talk about being sore, I could tell you a thing or two."
"Sal," said Megan, "what would our mom do when we had a hurt?"
Sally smiled from ear to ear, "Kiss it?"
Megan smiled and nodded.
The two women leaned in and placed tiny caresses on my head, shaft and balls. Sally dribbled a small amount of the cognac and licked it off, taking me in her mouth for a moment. Megan did the same, and pushed her tongue into the opening on the head of my penis. Even with all this attention, the best I achieved was a semi.
The girls sat up and Megan said, "I think you've ruined him for life."
"I hope not. He was such a trooper. Always standing up for what's right, or at least for what's wet"
The sisters laughed at the joke, but still no more response from my trooper.
We finished our drinks and snuggled. Soon we were breathing deeply as we slept as three.
Meg and I took Sally to the airport around noon. We decided to hit a beach on the North Shore. After an afternoon in the sun, we headed home.
We both voiced a need for a shower.
Megan said, "We can share."
Naked together for the first time under the warm water, we took turns washing every inch of each other. I admit to spending an inordinate amount of time making sure each breast was clean, and buffing the butt I loved until it shown. Megan was happily pleased to see that I was not permanently broken as her ministrations to my cock produced a rapid and hard response.
We watched some stupid TV and knowing work awaited both of us, we headed to bed around 10.
I used the bathroom and was surprised to find Megan in my bed.
She smiled and said, "Jake, I can't say what's going on, but I did like sleeping with you and finding myself in your arms in the morning. So, no promises, but let's drop our guard a bit."
"What about ruining our friendship?"
"I'm not going to let you screw me, and I don't think I'll be giving you another blow job—well not regularly. But, I want to take some baby steps and let us see if there is something more than being friends. Can you deal with that?"
"If it means I get to hold you, then absolutely."
We fell together and I marveled at how well she fit into my arms.
"What about Gina?"
"Oh, Jake, Gina is just a fuck-buddy. So was that doc I told you about. They mean nothing emotionally. I find I am getting all my emotional fulfillment from you. So, I will not be going with Gina any more. I will not be fucking Dr. Big Cock. I will be here with you."
"Sounds like the start of a perfect relationship," I said.
"Yeah, and who knows it might actually lead to you know what."
"What?" I said in mock ignorance.
Megan lay on top of my, my erection pushing against her pussy, my hands on her ass.
"Oh, it will come to you," she said as she moved up and down my body, rubbing her warm lips against my cock.
I am praying it finally will.
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Nancy and Sarah sat on one of their dorm beds. They had met two weeks ago as freshmen roommates. They hit it off immediately realizing they weren't into getting blind drunk and being idiots like a lot of the other freshmen girls were doing.
Sarah was the first to initiate a conversation about sex. They were sitting in their dorm room, dressed in light t-shirts and bikini panties. They had just seen each other nude for the first time.
After jogging for five miles together, they both proclaimed a need for a shower. Sarah began stripping in their room and Nancy overcame her initial shyness and began to disrobe. They looked at each other and each sort of grinned.
"Probably should get used to this," Sarah said. "I'm not what you call the shy type."
Nancy said it was no problem and if Sarah didn't mind, she didn't either. "I can be comfortable nude," she said, "well, sorta."
"No pressure from me," replied Sarah. "As long as you are not bothered if I am a little casual about dressing."
Nancy looked at the naked girl in front of her and said, "Yeah, I'd put you definitely in the 'little casual' category right now."
They both giggled and Nancy slowly finished undressing and wrapped herself in a towel.
After the shower they pulled on their few articles of clothing and relaxed on Sarah's bed sipping bottled water. She began telling Nancy about her romantic life.
Sarah had broken up with her boyfriend during the summer and was feeling fairly horny. She said being horny in the midst of a well-known haven for lesbians made her wonder how she would ever find a guy to give her release.
"If I tell a guy where I go to school, he'll probably immediately think I'm a lez and move on. And, don't take this the wrong way, Nancy, but having a roommate makes getting myself off a little awkward."
Nancy admitted that their western Massachusetts school had a reputation for lesbian activity. Although she admitted to Sarah she did have an attraction to women, she said she came here because it was the best school that accepted her, not because of its non-judgmental attitude about sex.
"As far as the awkward thing," said Nancy, "maybe we can overcome that. It might take some time, but let's be open."
Sarah nodded.
"So, what about you, Sarah? Does the thought of having a roommate who is not repulsed by the idea of two girls having sex freak you out? Will you still feel comfortable being nude around me? Will you ever feel like you can take care of your needs with me around?"
"I never said that I was anti-gay," replied Sarah. "I also didn't say that I never had sexy feelings and maybe a little more about girls. So, why don't we enlighten each other? Tell me about your sex life. And, you can fill me in on why your hair is dark and your pussy is blond."
When Sarah looked at Nancy's crotch barely hidden behind the sheer panties, Nancy sipped and said, "Deal, if you tell me what it's like to have a totally shaved pussy."
Sarah laughed, nodded and encouraged Nancy to begin her tale.
For most of high school Nancy hadn't given much thought to sex at all. She was heavy into tennis, making All State her senior year.
Nancy admitted to being practically a sexual novice until her senior year.
"But, then things changed."
"Do tell," urged Sarah.
Nancy loved tennis. She admitted to being a fairly conscientious student, and so she allowed herself little free time. She had a couple girl friends, and a couple boy friends, though none of these relationships was sexual at that point.
She and her father were very close. She felt she could talk to him about almost anything. He often would ask her about her apparent lack of romance, and she would just say she hadn't met anyone special. He cautioned her about birth control and AIDS, and the other dangerous parts of sex, but he never implied that he expected her to remain a virgin forever.
By driving so hard at sports, Nancy never felt any overpowering sexual urges, and only rarely made unsatisfactory attempts at masturbation, finally giving up completely. She was content with her life, and found fulfillment in tennis, her home, and her father. She also had a small group of girl friends that she enjoyed hanging out with. Gwen was her BFF.
Entering senior year her sexual curiosity began to rise. Her three best friends, including Gwen, would often come over for a doubles match at her home court. They were obviously not close to her level in tennis, but she enjoyed the social aspect of spending time with her friends. Afterwards, they would slip on bathing suits and devote the rest of the day to swimming, tanning and gossip.
One Saturday afternoon in early May, Gwen told them of a secret she just happened on.
Gwen had a twin brother. He was on the baseball team. He and Gwen had long since passed the sibling hate stage, and had become friends. They shared almost everything. Gwen said the other night Todd, her brother, was talking about the guys and happened to mention that Zeke was thinking about getting circumcised. Todd said Zeke had gotten a couple infections and his doctor recommended it. Todd and the other guys already were circumcised and couldn't imagine having to have the tip of your dick snipped at this stage in life.
Gwen had only seen one guy naked, and that was Todd.
The girls giggled and one asked, "You see your brother naked?"
"Yeah, it's no big deal," said Gwen. After a pause, she added, "Well, actually it's kinda' big, if you know what I mean."
The others giggled, imagining what Todd might look like naked.
"God, he is so cute. I'd think it would be a very big deal to be able to see him swinging it in the wind," said Allison.
"Well, listen to my story, Allison, and you may get your wish."
Gwen picked up the story by explaining that she told Todd she was curious as to what an uncircumcised dick looked like. Todd said if she was that curious, she should check it out for herself. He said that a bunch of the guys usually went skinny-dipping at the Pit, an abandoned quarry filled with water. He said if she went around three or four in the afternoon, after baseball practice was over, she could do some comparison shopping. Gwen said she wasn't shopping, but was curious.
She swore Todd to secrecy, and he agreed. He told her this Saturday would be an excellent time, since they had a practice at noon and it was supposed to be a hot day for that time of year.
Since it was now 2 p.m. on Saturday and very warm, Gwen suggested a road trip. After a little nervous giggling and weighing the consequences that would befall them if they were caught, they agreed and raced to Nancy's car for the ride to the Pit. They parked out of sight at the bottom of the access road, and climbed an old trail through the woods. They had all heard about skinny-dipping at the Pit, and had a good idea where the best spot would be, a smooth rock--called the Table--along the south side of the Pit. From there you could walk or dive into the water.
The girls quietly made their way to a little rise that was well hidden behind thick bushes and undergrowth. They could see the Table from there, and hoped they couldn't be seen in return.
After what seemed like hours of waiting, but probably was no more than twenty minutes, they heard male voices coming toward the clearing. Peering between the branches, the four girls saw six young men come to the Table. There was Zeke, Adam, Timmy, Peter, Chas, the only non-white, and Todd. Two guys were carrying a cooler between them and set it down. They all immediately started stripping. The girls wanted desperately to giggle, but had to stifle their reactions.
Adam and Timmy were the first to be undressed and they ran straight to the water, followed soon by the other four. Because of the angle, the girls only saw the bare butts of the boys. The water must have been cold based on the whoops and cries as the guys dove in.
"Christ, my nuts are up around my fuckin' ears," yelled Adam. "It's freezing."
After a couple minutes the guys started to emerge. This time the girls were afforded full views. Adam came first and indeed his member looked cold and shriveled. He lifted his dick to show the others, "See, I told you. My freaking nuts have disappeared."
"Hey, they look the same to me. You never had any balls, Knight," offered Timmy. One by one the young men emerged and shook excess water from themselves. They then toweled themselves off with their tee shirts and walked to the cooler. They were now no more than ten feet away from the hiding place of the girls. The four women noticed the differences and similarities of the male anatomy. The largest, surprisingly was Todd, Gwen's brother. His also hung the straightest and was closest in color to the rest of his skin. His balls hung low and swayed as he walked. He had a flat stomach and hairless chest, and so his member surrounded by the blond nest provoked three silent thumbs up from Gwen's friends. Gwen just shrugged.
Adam and Timmy were similar in that they had small, stubby dicks, looking only a couple inches long with balls that seemed still affected by the cold water.
Chas had the thickest, and of course, the darkest one. Standing next to Timmy, Chas' black penis seemed at least twice the girth of the white boy's.
Allison made a wide-mouthed motion while moving her hand back and forth while pushing her cheek out with her tongue, indicating what it would take to have Chas in her mouth. The other three girls almost lost control over her mock fellatio.
Peter had a medium length member, but it was extremely skinny. Gwen thought of the term 'pencil dick' looking at Peter.
Zeke was the oddest. Indeed his penis looked different because it was uncircumcised. The hood of the shaft gave it a pointed rather than a bulbous look. He also was covered with black hair on his chest and back, giving him an ape-like appearance. There was hardly a break from his neck down to the slightly thicker patch around his groin. To accentuate the effect, Zeke had huge balls that hung nearly as far as the pointy tip of his member.
The guys lounged on the rocks drinking beer. Todd steered the conversation to Zeke's impending operation.
"Hey, man, what exactly do they do?"
Zeke explained and demonstrated. He knelt up and said, "First they send in an incredibly beautiful nurse with a set of tits out to here. She takes about an hour to wash my dick to get it ready for surgery. It shouldn't take that long, but her mouth can only work so fast."
The others tossed tee shirts and even an empty beer can at him for his stupid fantasy.
"No really, why do you need this surgery, man? Are you really having that many problems?" Todd asked.
Zeke stood up and showed them why. In doing so, he faced the spot where the girls are.
"You see underneath the sheath--that's what they call this part," explained Zeke as he pulled back the foreskin to reveal the tip of his penis, "it gets some bacteria or something. No matter how much I wash it, it can get infected. And, when it does, shit, does it hurt. Even taking a piss hurts. And, don't any of you assholes laugh, when I get a hard-on, the foreskin doesn't move back enough and it hurts."
"No shit," exclaimed Adam. "You mean you can't even get a hard-on?"
"Hey, I can get one, it's just that this skin doesn't pull back like it should, and it kind of gets stuck."
"Show us," asked Todd.
"Yeah, man, go on. I think this is so weird," chimed in Timmy.
"You fuckin' homos would probably get a kick out of that. But no way am I going to pull a boner. You guys would have it all over school in a day, and my life would be ruined."
"No way," continued Todd. "Look, we're just curious. Since we all got snipped at birth, we can't relate. It's just so bizarre to think that your dick doesn't work right."
The other guys all promised to be cool, and never to tell anyone.
"What the fuck," shrugged Zeke. He took it in hand and began to stroke. At first nothing happened. "Hey, I guess I'm sort of embarrassed, because I never have a problem getting a stiff one. I never stroked in front of anyone before."
Chas shouted, "Why don't you think of Thin Gwen, I know you've got the hots for her."
Todd flinched and turned toward where the girls were hiding. The women figured Todd must have guessed they were there.
"No remarks about my sister, you pervert," retorted Todd.
"No offense, man, but I know Zeke likes those tall ones with little titties. I'm just trying to be helpful."
Adam offered he'd rather think about Nancy. "God, do you ever see her in that tennis skirt. What I wouldn't give to be one of those balls she shoves inside her panties. I bet those tennis balls are in heaven and probably smell like heaven, too. And, her tits! God, they probably just stand right up there and ask to be sucked. "
Zeke retorted that he did think Gwen was sexy, even though she didn't have the biggest chest. "Really, Todd, I don't want to piss you off, but Gwen is so tall and pretty. When she wears that white tee shirt and her little nips are pushing through, God, that gets to me. And, her legs. They are so fucking long. With that tight little butt on top of them."
Todd shrugged and sipped his beer.
"Yeah, I'll grant you Gwen is pretty. But, Nancy has to have about the best body in the class," continued Adam. "You ever see her in a two-piece. I mean like her stomach is cut something fearsome. I bet you could bounce one of those tennis balls on it. And, I'll let you in on a little secret. When we were at Tina's party last week, all the girls were there. Well, Nancy had on this blue top with a wide neckline. And, she came over to talk to Gwen, who was sitting next to me. She bends over and I get a look right down her shirt. She's not wearing a bra. God, you shoulda' seen them. They were round, and white. I even got a peek at one of her nips, it was like chocolate brown. Fantastic."
The others all agreed that Nancy was a "sweet piece of ass. "
"Holy shit, look at me. I guess I need to get laid. And, Nancy would be just perfect to do it."
Adam stood up to show off his erection. Zeke was encouraged by this and with a few more strokes soon had his member rising. He showed the others how tight the hood was around the tip, and a little spot of red from an infection.
"See, I can't show some girl this. She'll think I got the clap or something. So, right after the season, I'm getting it done."
Peter then showed his erection. "Hell, I wouldn't care which one did me. They both are hot. I got turned on just imagining it."
Todd snorted, "Pete, you get a boner when a breeze blows. Man, it's embarrassing in class. All the girls can see the bulge."
"I can't help it. I get excited easily."
"Yeah, Mr. Eveready," said Adam, who rubbed his erection.
The girls all burned with embarrassment and excitement. Both Gwen and Nancy were red about being the objects of the boy's fantasies, and all four were marveling at the sight of the tumescent young men.
Todd looked in the direction of the girls' lookout. He looked up and mouthed the words, "I'm sorry."
The girls were touched by his sentiment. They were also disappointed that he was not hard.
Zeke and Adam announced that they were getting wet again to cool down their libidos. They raced to the water and dove in, followed in close order by Todd and Peter, with his thin boner leading the way.
Timmy and Chas stood at the Pit's edge and watched as the others made their way to a raft tied about twenty yards off shore. When they were convinced the guys in the water were not watching, they turned and kissed, then embraced. Timmy quickly dropped to his knees and took Chas' thick member into his mouth. Chas kept his eyes on the swimmers and his hands on Timmy's head. After a few moments, he pulled Timmy up and said they better get in the water before the others see them. The girls couldn't help but notice that both boys were still erect. Chas' cock was thick and stood out a lot more than Timmy's. The boys took hold of each other's penis and walked into the water until they were chest deep. Just then, Zeke climbed onto the raft and hollered back to them to come out. They both replied they didn't feel like it and were just going to sit in the warm part of the water.
The four at the raft turned their attention to diving and jumping in the water. The girls could sense that Timmy and Chas had their hands on each other and appeared to be silently stroking. In a few minutes with almost inaudible moans, both boys seemed to climax. They then started swimming toward the raft.
Gwen was the first to speak. "Let's get out while we can."
All nodded and began making their way quietly back to their car. On the way home, they each relived and retold the events, placing emphasis on the parts each found most exciting. They took great delight in rating each boy's manhood both in its soft and hard form.
Back at Nancy's they gathered by the pool. Gwen spoke.
"Look, what we saw today has to remain with us. It would really hurt Timmy and Chas if we were to tell. God, I felt so uncomfortable watching that. I'm sure Todd doesn't know, or he would have warned me, or told me not to come, or something. So, promise, guys, let's keep this to ourselves."
They all agreed, and Allison added, "as long as we can talk about it amongst ourselves. God, that was one of the sexiest things I've ever seen. I've got major seepage in my bottoms. And, Gwen, your brother is a major hunk. He has the best bod by far. And, the cutest dick."
They all agreed, gave each other high five's and made ready to go. Nancy offered to drive Gwen home, since the others lived in the opposite direction.
They arrived at Gwen's house, and she invited Nancy in. They grabbed a couple Diet Cokes from the kitchen and went up to Gwen's room. Gwen and Todd shared the third floor. They each had a good sized bedroom with a bath connecting them. Todd also had a small balcony off his bedroom that overlooked the back yard.
Gwen popped her Ipod into the dock and they plopped on her bed listening to the music and sipping the soda.
"Nancy," Gwen said, "I'm sorry about this afternoon. I mean I hope you weren't offended about the way those guys were talking about you."
Nancy laughed and assured her she wasn't. "Besides, at least they liked my body."
She admitted it was a little unsettling to think that guys were checking her out to such a degree. She admitted to Gwen that she thought she might look Ok, but not that good to feed some sex fantasy.
"Come on, Nancy. You are gorgeous. Besides, don't you ever think about guys and imagine what it might be like to have sex."
Nancy paused while she finished her can of soda. She was uncomfortable talking about her own intimate feelings, but of all people she trusted Gwen.
"Actually, I don't think about it too much. With my tennis and school, I am usually really busy. To tell the truth, today was my first experience seeing naked guys, except for pictures in magazines and a couple raunchy movies that I saw once. It definitely was my first time seeing a guy with an erection, and absolutely the first time I ever saw two gay guys going at it. So, maybe now I will have more thoughts about sex, but it still freaks me to think those guys have those sorts of feelings for me, and for you--Thin Gwen."
Gwen laughed, and retorted, "Yeah but I wasn't flashing my tits every time I bent over so Adam could get an eyeful."
"Bitch, I didn't do it on purpose. I am like so totally naive, I never even thought about something like that. And, is it such a big deal that guys get a look? I have a lot to learn."



Gwen laughed and said Nancy did have a lot to learn, but now she said they should get cleaned up and then have some dinner. Since they only had their bathing suits on, she said Nancy could wear some of her clothes.
Gwen went into the bathroom she shared with her brother, and started running a shower. She called out to Nancy to get a couple more drinks and some chips.
When Nancy returned from the kitchen, Gwen was sitting on the bed wrapped in a towel and drying her short blond hair with another one.
"I left a couple clean towels next to the shower."
Nancy gave her a cold soda, and took hers into the bathroom with her. She quickly dropped her bathing suit and took a hot shower, letting the water and soap renew her. She amazed herself with the tingling of her private area as she washed between her legs. This never happened. She kept thinking about the guys standing around with erections. She spent more time than necessary washing her sex. Sighing, she finally turned off the shower.
She wrapped one of the soft bath sheets around her and draped another towel around her head covering her damp hair. She went back into the bedroom.
Gwen was standing naked in front of the full length mirror. She was ostensibly combing her hair, but Nancy saw she was really checking out her own body.
"Relax, Gwen, you're beautiful."
Gwen looked at Nancy reflected in the mirror. Since both had seen each other naked since freshman year neither was bothered by the nudity.
"You think so? I think they're right. My tits are like non-existent."
Her hands cupped her small breasts and she turned one way then another. She tugged at her nipples, stretching out the small mounds. She examined her side, and turned to try to appraise her derriere.
"What is it that guys want anyway?" Gwen sighed facing the mirror again with her hands on her hips. "I am pretty, in good shape; have enough brains not to show those guys how smart I really am, but because of these tiny things, I am put in a special category. God, what is about tits that is so fucking important? "
"Gwen, your boobs are not that small, " Nancy said. "They're kinda cute and look good on you. Really."
"Come here," she called to Nancy.
Nancy approached and stood next to her friend, both looking at the mirror. Gwen gestured to the towel around Nancy and said 'please'.
Nancy undid the towel and stood naked along side the taller Gwen.
"Now really, is there that much difference?" asked Gwen. "We both have pretty faces, trim bodies, tits, and great pussies."
Gwen laughed and said, "Who the hell am I kidding. You have spectacular boobs and I have wanna-be boobs."
She reached over and took the towel off Nancy's head. Nancy responded by shaking her hair free and then pulling it behind her ears with her hands.
Gwen turned sideways again and made Nancy do the same, and then with their backs to the mirror, tried once more to appraise the rear view.
From the bathroom door came a low voice, "Want a professional opinion?"
Both girls shrieked and instinctively covered up as they spun to see Todd standing there. Nancy and Gwen used the same approach to modesty by placing one arm across their breasts and the other down so the hand could cover the crotch.
Gwen then realized how stupid this was since she and Todd were always running bare-assed in and out of their shared bath. She dropped her hands to her hips and asked how long he'd been standing there.
"Not that long. But long enough to see that Adam would be surprised to see that Nancy not only does have spectacular breasts and but she is also a natural blond."
Nancy flipped Todd the bird, then realized she exposed her lower half in doing so.
"Hey, relax. Look, I've already seen you, and you've seen me today. So face the mirror, and I will give you a guy's perspective."
Gwen and Nancy caught each other's eye and with a mutual twinkle turned to see their naked reflection with Todd's head positioned between theirs. He was shirtless and wearing blue baggy boxers with red tomatoes imprinted on them.
"First, Gwen. Now, since you are my sister, I suppose I have to think that any guy who thinks you are pretty, must be warped. But, I will try to put myself in their place. Seriously, your face is really cute. I know you hate 'cute'. But it fits. As a matter of fact, most of the guys say you are really cute. Your hair is too short for my taste, and, frankly, makes you look a little butch. That, combined with your titless chest places you high on the possible lesbo list."
Gwen turned on him. "Are you serious?"
"Yeah, sort of. Now turn around."
Gwen faced the mirror again. Nancy was so intent on Todd's description that her entire concentration was fixed on whatever he was describing, and she was no longer aware of her own nudity.
"Tits? Well, they are there. Actually, it's true. Zeke has mentioned he thinks you are really hot. He likes girls tall and thin, and with not much upstairs. We kid him that he really is looking for a tall, thin guy."
Nancy and Gwen glanced at each other and burst into laughter. Gwen managed to get out a sentence between sniggers. "Oh, I don't think it's Zeke that's looking for something with a dick."
"What are you talking about?" asked Todd.
"Hey, just finish up, and we might tell you," answered Gwen.
"You, two, are too weird. Anyway, your tits are small, but they are attractive, really. Guys like to kid about tits that aren't like 48s, but if they saw these, they would love them. You do have outstanding nipples and they stand out nicely."
Nancy punched her friend in the arm. "See, even your brother thinks you have nice boobs." The girls laughed at the absurdity of being evaluated by her brother. Gwen felt herself blushing slightly at the compliment from Todd.
Todd continued, "You have a good tummy and surprisingly wide hips. Now don't go thinking they are too wide, or that you look too broad in the beam. They are sexy, sort of. Your, ah, your, you know...well, it's nice and blond. And you have great legs. Now turnaround."
Gwen complied, winking at Nancy in the process.
"Sis, you have one fantastic ass. It is tight, round and dimpled. Can't get much better than that." He slipped one hand on her cheek and gave it a squeeze. "Yep, awesome."
"Nancy's turn," giggled Gwen as she stepped behind Todd and shoved him forward so he was next to Nancy at the mirror. Not looking directly at her, but appraising her figure through the mirror, Todd began.
"This is kind of strange. I've known you so long, Nance, and now here you are naked. And, I must say you are beautiful. Your hair is nice, a great color, but we'll get to that later. Your face and blue eyes are fantastic. Most of the guys think you are the best head in the senior class. And, if they could only see these tits. Jesus, I think they are perfect. The way they stand out, with the nipples pointing up. God, they look so firm."
Gwen put her head on her brother's shoulder and spoke into his ear.
"Go on, feel them."
Todd checked Nancy's gaze in the mirror, but could not read it.
Gwen then moved behind Nancy and slipped her arms around her friend's waist. Reaching out she took one of Todd's hands and guided it to Nancy's right breast. She then put her own hand on Nancy's left breast.
"See, Todd. It is firm, round and soft--all at the same time. Now feel the nipple. See how it gets stiff. Pinch it softly and pull it. Watch how the breast moves up. Now, let it go. See that little bounce. God, that is sexy."
"Have you two done this before?" he asked.
"No way," said Nancy emphatically, her cheeks ablaze with a combination of embarrassment and arousal.
Gwen just smiled and again played with Nancy's nipple. Todd removed his hand and a moment later Gwen did the same. She remained behind Nancy, with her hands encircling her friend's waist and her small breasts and hard nipples pushing into Nancy's back. Nancy felt a slight wetness between her legs.
Todd continued his observations. "Adam was right about your stomach. It is awesome."
As he spoke, Gwen traced the outline of the muscles and gently prodded Nancy's navel with her fingernail.
"Now, here's the part I don't understand. Why die your hair? Your, you know, your..."
Gwen said, "For christsakes, call it something, Idiot. How about 'pussy' or 'bush'?"
Todd nodded. "Your bush is fantastic. It's so full and silky-looking. And, you're a real blond. Don't most women who want to be blonds, die their hair and end up with a light top and a dark bush? You do the opposite. What gives?"
As he spoke, Gwen reached down and tufted out some of the soft, blond patch. Nancy was becoming more confused, and more overcome with racing sexual emotions.
Todd noticed what his sister was doing to Nancy, and slowly placed his own hand on Nancy's pubic hair.
He stroked and rubbed gently on her lips hidden underneath.
"That is very soft and sexy, Nance," he said.
Gwen also continued to run her fingers through her patch. Her girlfriend had never touched her before, nor had she ever indicated a desire to do so. Yet, a few seconds ago Gwen was feeling her breast and now her most private area, and Nancy was not moving to stop her. In addition, Todd's touch excited her. There had been one or two guys, at summer camp, who had gotten to second base and had a quick feel of her breasts, but never as openly as Todd or Gwen had just done.
Gwen now placed both of her hands on Nancy's hips as Todd described them. As he raved about her legs, Gwen ran her fingers down the outside of her thighs, and then back up the inside, letting her two index fingers travel over the entrance to her sex.
Todd then reached out and followed his sister's hand and rested it on Nancy's light mound. "OK, tell me. Why do you dye your hair?"
Nancy was confused as Gwen ran her fingers through her blond bush and Todd gently rubbed where her clit lay hidden under her outer lips.
"Well, I guess it's because of my mother," said Nancy. She tried to keep her voice even, though her emotions were on high. "She is a blond, and always spends so much time on her hair, thinking it's so beautiful. So I decided not to look like her. I started coloring it when I began high school, so most of the people here only know me as a brunette. I thought my mother would freak out when I did it, but she didn't."
Both Todd and Gwen kept stroking her thighs and rubbing her crotch lightly. They seemed almost in synch, like they have done it before. Gwen had also slipped her hand back on Nancy's breast and softly squeezed as her friend told her narrative.
"I then figured it out," whispered Nancy, fighting the urge to moan. "My mother was jealous of my hair. It was as silky and full as her own. So, when I colored it brunette, it actually worked to my mother's advantage. She never hassled me, and even took me to her hairdresser to get a better coloring job."
Nancy then shook all over. "Now, you two can stop driving me crazy. I am like ready to burst." The two others slowly removed their hands.
Nancy continued by saying she was dying and needed a drink before she passed out. Gwen ordered Todd to run downstairs and get beers, not Diet Cokes, from the refrigerator.
When he left the room, Nancy hung her head down and searched the floor for her towel.
Gwen put her foot on top of it and raised Nancy's chin with her hand. She moved forward and kissed Nancy gently on the lips, then took her hand and led her to the bed. Gwen reached out and pulled the covers back, exposing the cool cotton sheets. She climbed onto the bed and tugged Nancy after her. The two sat with their backs against the pillows. As they heard Todd's footsteps coming down the hall, Gwen whispered into Nancy's ear. Nancy readily nodded.
Todd appeared with a six pack in one hand and a bag of pretzels in the other.
"Where do you want these?" he asked.
The two girls got off the bed and stood on either side of the young man. With a nod from Gwen as the signal, they stooped and in unison pulled on the loose boxer shorts he was wearing. In a second they were around his ankles. He laughed and stepped out of them and the three retreated to the bed, with Todd, his hands still filled with food and drink, positioned in the middle.
Laying back the girls took beers, and put the other three on the side table. Gwen opened the pretzels and positioned the bag on her brother's stomach.
"That was quite some show this afternoon, brother dear."
"Yeah, well, I didn't think the guys would be talking about you like they did. Sorry. But at least you got to see Zeke's problem, so to speak."
"That's not all we're talking about," purred Gwen as she munched on a pretzel.
"What?" Todd was obviously confused.
Gwen reached over her brother to pull Nancy toward her. With their faces directly in front of his, Gwen asked.
"Should we tell him?"
"Only if he swears to secrecy," responded Nancy.
"Do you swear to secrecy, brother dear?"
"Swear, what? OK, I guess so."
"Not good enough," replied Gwen. "Nancy, give me your hand."
With the first effects of the beer reaching her brain, Nancy offered Gwen her hand. Gwen then directed it to Todd's crotch, and pushed it on to his testicles. With her hand on top of Nancy's she squeezed.
"Jesus, don't do that. You could hurt me. Ow, that does hurt now."
Gwen removed her hand, but Nancy retained her lock on Todd's privates.
"Now, Todd, swear that you will never tell anyone what we are about to tell you. If you do, Nancy will find you and finish what she's doing right now. She has a grip of steel from all that tennis."
To emphasize the point, Nancy gave a tiny squeeze that produced a yelp from Todd.
"I promise, I promise. Just don't squeeze again."
Gwen nodded to Nancy, who slowly removed her hand. Reflexively Todd reached down and softly rubbed his balls—something Nancy found erotic.
Gwen then retold the tale of the embrace and more between Timmy and Chas.
"Jeez, I would have never thought those two were homos. God, I'll never be able to take a shower with them again."
Gwen assured her brother that he was safe, and that gay people are not interested in non-gay people. "Gays," she said,"and not 'homos' want to have a relationship with someone who wants the same as they do.
Todd acknowledged that Gwen was making sense, then asked with a teasing tone, "How come you know so much about gays?"
"Fuck you, Bro." she said. Then, Gwen laughed and then asked Nancy to tell Todd what the girls thought of him.
"Well, we all thought you were the best. Your, um, you know, your...."
The two girls laughed.
Nancy continued. "Your dick was the longest by far, although Chas' was pretty thick and when it was stiff it looked awesome. Seeing guys naked, and guys with hard-ons was a first. But, we did agree that you had the best one."
"Of course," Gwen picked up, "as Nancy said it was a little difficult to judge in the end, because you were the only one we didn't see with a hard-on. And, for the sake of veracity, I think we should correct that deficiency for Nancy's sake."
Todd laughed. "Then you should have checked me out when I was—well, when we—were touching Nancy."
"It's never too late," retorted Gwen.
She swept the bag of pretzels from Todd's tummy, and took Nancy's beer from her hands. She put both cans on the night stand and the girls shifted position so that their heads were now even with Todd's crotch and their feet at the head of the bed.
"OK, do your magic," commanded Gwen.
"It's not exactly like that. You saw Zeke, it sometimes takes a while."
Gwen reached out and lifted her brother's limp member. Using it as a microphone, she announced "all hands on deck, ready for inspection." All three howled.
Gwen then handed the mike to Nancy. Nancy hesitated. She had never touched a boy before, except a few moments ago when she exacted the promise from Todd. Gingerly she took the member and was pleasantly surprised at its heft and warmth. She squeezed it, then let it rest in her hand.
Gwen said, "Let me show you."
Taking Todd's soft dick in her hand, she slowly stroked her brother, moving her fingers lightly up and down his shaft. Then, grabbing Nancy's hand she positioned her own hand atop Nancy's and slowly began a stroking motion that elicited a smile, a moan, and a rush of blood to the areas being touched. Gwen removed her hand from his shaft and began massaging his balls as Nancy continued. Soon, a fully erect penis was right before their eyes.
"That's awesome," breathed Nancy.
"Show her where it feels best, Todd," urged his sister.
Todd reached down and directed Nancy's touch to the area right under the tip. She moved her fingers up and down there, and from his reaction, knew she was doing something right. She continued to stroke his length, which seemed to grow even more, within her encircled fingers, and gave special attention to that spot under the tip.
Gwen watched with a sly grin. As Nancy's gaze met hers, Gwen mouthed to Nancy to kiss Todd's erection. Nancy shook her head, but Gwen only indicated more strongly that was what she should do. Nancy abandoned herself to the moment, and tentatively put her tightly closed lips to Todd's tip. He moaned out loud, and she quickly withdrew.
"No, no," said Gwen softly. "You're doing it all wrong. Watch."
She bent over and tenderly kissed Todd's erection and then took it in her mouth, eliciting animal sounds from him.
She pulled off and said to Nancy, "Give me your finger and I'll show you what to do. "
Nancy reached across Todd's groin and extended her index finger. Her friend took it, kissed it from tip to knuckle, licked it all over, then sucked it into her mouth, using her tongue to put pressure on inside.
A chill passed through Nancy's naked body with this experience. She felt a growing dampness between her legs and a look passed between these two friends. Slowly, Nancy withdrew her finger, then tenderly re-enacted the lesson on Gwen's brother's stiff penis. As she took the strange organ into her mouth, she understood the power that women could have over men. With this most precious part of him inside her, he was completely at her mercy. She placed a little pressure on him with her teeth and felt him squirm. With an upward motion and a sucking, she lifted his butt off the bed. His hands became entwined in her hair, and he held her down on him. Again, she used her teeth, and he loosened his pressure so she could continue. Removing her mouth she used her tongue all along every side of the shaft. She cradled his balls in her hand and once again felt the power over this strong, young body.
"Kiss his balls, Nancy," urged Gwen. Gwen held one of her brother's testicles up and Nancy pressed her lips to it. With Gwen's urging, Nancy held the ball itself and began kissing it and running her tongue over the bumpy surface.
"No, like this," Gwen said softly. She isolated one of Todd's balls and sucked it into her mouth. He gasped and his penis started glistening with liquid at the tip. Gwen released him and Nancy tentatively took his other nut and mimicked what she saw her friend do.
"Ah, fuck, that feels good," said Todd.
She released his ball and took his erection once more in her mouth. She closed her eyes and let her tongue and lips be the only senses involved. Suddenly, Nancy felt a touch on her breasts. She opened her eyes to see that Gwen was no longer across from her on the bed. She pulled her head off Todd and turned her neck to see behind her. Her blond friend was standing directly in back of her and was bending over to fondle her breasts as she attended to her brother. Gwen smiled gently at Nancy and tweaked each nipple. Nancy swooned, and then turned back to Todd, whose eyes remained closed, used his hands to urge her head and mouth to take up the task. Once again she swallowed as much of the long shaft as she could. She knew with one strong clamp of her jaws she could end Todd's life as a male. She teased him with her teeth as both that concept and the soft touch of Gwen's fingers now between her own legs now drove her forward. She began the motion on his erection more rapidly, imitating the technique she had witnessed just a few seconds before by Gwen. With one hand securely circled at the base of Todd's tremendously engorged member and using it as a counter force to her movement and sucking, she used her tongue and teeth to torment him.



From behind she heard Gwen warn, "Todd, do not come in her mouth. "
"Well, she better take me out then, now."
Nancy felt Gwen's hand on her hair pulling her away. Gwen's other hand was buried between her legs, with one finger running up and down her very wet slit. As Nancy released Todd, he urged her to stroke him. She did so twice, before a great spasm shook him and shots of milky liquid escaped the tip of his penis, just inches before her eyes and landed in small puddles on his stomach and chest. At the moment of Todd's ejaculation, Nancy felt a finger slip deep inside her. She moaned and reached back to gently pull Gwen's hand away.
Nancy rested her head on Todd's thighs and watched as the liquid ran down his sides onto the sheet, and his once grand erection slowly wilt and lie on its side. Gwen now sat at the head of the bed cross-legged and smiling.
Nancy reached out to the soft penis and tilted the tip back to kiss it one more time. There were a couple drops still glistening and she took them on her tongue. Before she could swallow, Gwen bent down and kissed her, forcing her tongue inside. Together they shared the slightly salty taste.
Todd, with his eyes still closed, missed this last secret exchange.
Gwen jumped from the bed and returned in a second with a warm, damp washcloth. She wiped clean his chest, stomach and penis. She then attended to the small rivulets down his side.
With the washing done, each girl took a place beside Todd and all three sipped beers.
"Jesus." That was the only word shared among them for five minutes, and that came from Todd.
He soon handed his beer to Gwen to place on the night stand, and rolled on his side and soon emitted the soft, steady breathing of a deep sleep.
Nancy spooned him from behind and faced her friend.
"Well, isn't this an unexpected afternoon."
Gwen turned on her side, her head propped up with one arm. "And?"
"And? Well, let's see. Today I saw my first erection, correction—erections plural, witnessed two guys having sex, gave my first blow job--to my best friend's brother, and had this same best girl friend's hand in my pussy. All in all, not your typical Saturday."
Gwen smiled. "No, not typical, but not bad either."
"Gwen, what's going on here? Like, did you plan all this?"
Gwen reached across her sleeping brother and stroked Nancy's cheek. Then she slid her hand down and cupped one of her breasts as it hung near Todd's back. Nancy stiffened and removed her friend's hand.
"Not here," she whispered.
She got up and walked into the bathroom to pee.
Gwen followed her and stood over her as Nancy attended to her needs. When she had finished, Gwen suggested they go into Todd's room to talk. Nancy nodded and followed the long legs and dimpled butt of her friend into the jumbled mess that was Todd's bedroom. Gwen swept piles of dirty clothes onto the floor and propped one set of pillows at the head and another set at the foot of the bed. She told Nancy to take a seat, and then disappeared back into the bathroom, returning in a moment with their unfinished beers and bag of pretzels. Nancy marveled at the naked form as she approached. With the long legs and firm thighs leading the way, she watched the blond pussy coming her way. Gwen's breasts hardly moved as she stepped over a pile of clothes.
She handed Nancy's beer to her, put the bag in the middle of the bed and took up her position with her back against the footboard, her long legs stretched out in front.
The two naked women sipped and nibbled in silence for a while, neither making eye contact with the other. Finally, Gwen spoke.
"No. I planned nothing. I thought it would be a kick to watch the guys skinny-dipping, but that was it. Then when they were talking about us, I kind of got turned on, especially thinking about you. Back here things just sort of happened. Although, I would be less than honest if I didn't admit that I've had a crush on you for a while. Today, the vibes seemed right. So, here we are."
"Where are we?"
"Well, I was hoping you and I could explore and see if there is anything besides just being friends for us. You didn't seem to mind my touching you before," Gwen softly stroked Nancy's foot as she spoke.
"You mean like before, when you and Todd were feeling me up. Or, when I was blowing your brother and you were stroking me. Well, these are kind of hard to use as an examples, since they were the first time I'd ever been in a sexual situation. Actually, I never have been in any real sexual situation, except for making out a couple times last year at tennis camp. With guys, I might add. So, are you a lesbian? And, like, who knows, or who do you do it with? I don't think I want to get labeled at school as a dyke."
As she spoke, Nancy removed Gwen's hand from her foot, though the touch lingered in her consciousness.
Gwen got off the bed and motioned Nancy to follow. They walked through the mess that was Todd's room, with clothes dropped everywhere, assorted sports equipment strewn all over, and piles of books and magazines arranged to prevent more than two steps in any direction before having to avert tripping.
"I need some air," Gwen offered as she led the way.
Gwen took Nancy's hand and led her past the mess to a set of French doors. She pushed them open to reveal a small sitting porch that overlooked the pool in the back. There was an old cushioned lounger and a wicker chair. Gwen sat on the lounger and pulled Nancy with her. Nancy faced forward and leaned back against her friend, feeling the small breasts against her back. Gwen held Nancy between her knees with her arms wrapped around her shoulders. She kissed the back of her head several times then spoke softly in her friend's ear.
"God, I don't know where to begin. First, am I a lesbian? No, not strictly speaking. If I had to categorize myself, I would check off bi-sexual, with heavy lesbian leanings. I am not a virgin with either guys or women. You might have guessed I knew something about blow jobs. And, no, Todd and I are not having sex—well, intercourse. Neither of us has any true incestuous feelings. We have experimented some, but never have fucked each other. It really was just experimentation and helping each other take the edge off horniness."
"Details, darling, details," said Nancy as she pulled Gwen's hand onto her exposed breast.
"Oh, so you do like sex," exclaimed Gwen.
"Right now, I like hearing about it. I also like the feel of your hand on my tit. I liked it from the moment you touched me as Todd was evaluating us."
"Well, let's see," said Gwen as she gently rolled Nancy's nipple between her fingers.
She told Nancy that she and Todd had been living in that space since they were about 10. At first, they were super cautious about privacy. But, as time went on, they relaxed. Soon, it was no big deal for them to hang out in underwear.
Gwen and her twin were kept back a year when they were in pre-school. Their parents thought it would help them later on. So, they were at least a year older than their classmates.
In junior year, they had already turned eighteen. Gwen began to notice that Todd was keeping his door closed a lot. She thought he might be playing with himself, but wasn't sure.
One day, she heard him come in from a run. He went into the bathroom and closed the door on her side and she heard the shower start.
Gwen was curious about what a guy looked like naked, and had tried to peek a couple times, but only saw his butt, so she figured what the hell.
She opened the bathroom door and went in. She could see Todd behind the frosted glass shower door, but couldn't see any detail. His back was to her, and she could see his ass as he backed into the glass door a couple times.
Then he turned sideways and she could just make out he was spending a lot of time with his hands in his crotch area. She decided to act.
She opened the door and there he was stroking away. He didn't notice his sister for a second or two and then freaked out. He yelled at her to go away, but she just stood there looking at his hard-on. It looked so neat.
"What?" he finally said.
"I like looking at you you naked," she said. "Were you jerking off?"
"Christ, Gwen, you shouldn't be asking me that."
"Why not?"
"Well, I don't know. It just seems a sister is not supposed to ask her brother things like that."
"Well, you've been doing it in your room haven't you?"
"Have you been spying on me?" Todd screamed.
"No, but you keep your door closed and I found all those skin magazines under your bed, so I figured you must be doing it."
"Shit, Gwen, you shouldn't be searching my room."
"It's Ok, but I think those women look stupid with their big tits."
Gwen stared at his now semi-hard cock and then said, "I want to watch you do it."
"No way."
"Yeah, why not?"
"'Cause you're my sister."
"Stupid answer. Come on, do it."
Todd looked at her and then stepped back into the shower.
"Get in."
She stepped into the large stall and Todd closed the door.
"Take your top off."
Gwen lifted her t-shirt over her head and threw it out of the shower. Todd stared at her little tits with the dark nipples standing up and smiled. "Nice, Gwen, really they are nice."
She smiled.
"Panties?"
"Think not. Do it."
Todd was standing with the water cascading down his back. Even so, Gwen was getting wet and her white panties soon were practically transparent.
Todd soaped up his hand and began slowly stroking himself. His erection has sagged while they were talking, but now was back at full hardness. He closed his eyes and picked up the pace and his mouth dropped open.
He let out a couple grunts and an explosion of white liquid shot out of his dick and landed on Gwen's stomach rolling down into her blond pubic hair barely covered by the wet panties and splattered her thighs. He stroked some more and a few shorter bursts sort of dribbled down his legs.
"Awesome," she said.
He opened his eyes and smiled. He hugged her and she felt his semi-stiff penis push between her legs.
They rinsed off the remains of his orgasm with Gwen soaping and washing his semi-hard cock, enjoying the feel of the first boy she ever touched. They finished and stepped out onto the mat.
"Gwen, I can see your pussy through those panties, why not take them off."
She looked down and saw they were even more revealing than a minute ago. She looped her thumbs in the band and slid them off.
Todd looked up and down and focusing on the neatly trimmed pussy, said, "Cool. Sis, you are really sexy."
After that, they were probably naked more than clothed when in their rooms. Their parents never came up. They said it was too much trouble climbing all those stairs. Once a week, their cleaning lady came up, changed the sheets, ran the vac and dusted.
So, the twins enjoyed freedom from parental intrusion. They took full advantage and each got to satisfy a desire for both exhibitionism and voyeurism. Gwen even got to watch Todd pee. She thought that was cool seeing how he could direct his piss. She often would dash into the bath when she heard Todd start to pee.
Todd never closed his door any more and she could look in and see him masturbating almost every night. Gwen never grew tired of it.
One night they were sitting in Gwen's bed, naked as usual. They were working on math homework.
"Gwen?"
"Yeah?"
"You watch me jerk off, right?"
"Yeah. Does that bother you?"
"No. Actually it's kinda' sexy knowing your looking at me."
He paused and then asked, "Do you masturbate?"
She remained silent.
Todd prodded, "Well?"
"Todd, this is going to sound totally lame, but I tried and nothing really happened."
"Didn't it feel good?"
"It really didn't feel like much of anything. I don't think I'm doing it right."
Todd was quiet for a while. "Maybe I could help."
"You! How?"
"Well, Janice and I sort of do it to each other."
"Janice Anderson! You jerk off with the prom queen. Holy shit, bro, you are cool. But, doesn't she like go out with Al the Ape from the football team."
"Yeah, but he is such a dumb jock. Janice says he has no clue what he's doing down there and won't let her show him what she likes. We were sitting together on the bus coming back from the field trip to the game. Al had the flu and didn't make the trip. It was dark and we were in the back. Somehow, we just started really talking with each other and one of us made some stupid sex joke about jerking off was the last resort of the desperate. Janice said it would be a joke if it weren't true. I asked her what she meant and she tried to slough it off. But, I kept pushing her and finally she took my hand, squeezed it and really opened up.
"She said she would come home from a date with Al and have to get herself off.
"I was sorta' shocked at hearing a girl talking about masturbating, but also got turned on. We talked for a while, and, she quietly asked if I jerked off. Yes, I told her I did it—a lot. And after this conversation, I said I would be doing it a lot more. She laughed and said she liked a guy who was honest.
"She asked me if I ever masturbated a girl. I told her the truth that I hadn't. I had touched a couple girls there, but nothing more than that, and I had no clue what to do to make a girl feel good.
She said she could teach me. I just had to promise to let her tell me what to do and not be an asshole like Al.
"So, the next afternoon I went over to her house. Her parents were not home. We went up to her bedroom. She was a little nervous, but said she had thought about me coming over all night and got really turned on. When I told her I felt the same, she hugged me.
"Then she took off her jeans, dropped her panties and began lesson number one. After I got over the shock of seeing the most popular and awesome girl in our class sitting there with her dark pussy wide open, I turned my attention to what she wanted. I was a star pupil. I realized that Janice likes Al, but misses getting off. So, she was certainly giving me a thrill, but also getting a lot out of it for herself. We still get together for play sessions. It's funny, we don't do anything else. I've seen her naked, nice tits, but we don't make out, don't have oral, don't fuck.
"After the first session, she welcomed me at the front door, wearing her prom queen crown and nothing else. She led me up to her room and told me to strip. I complied and she looked me over, evaluating every inch, including my boner. Saying she liked my body, she spread her legs and rubbed her pussy. She said it was time, she returned the pleasure I had been giving her.
"So, we began to have mutual masturbation dates. When we are through, we kiss each other, but it's weird, it's more like a friend-kiss than a sex-kiss.
"So, if you need some help, I can do it."
Gwen thought about having her own brother teach her to play with herself. She figured it was worth a shot.
"Todd really was an excellent teacher," Gwen said to Nancy. "He showed me how to touch myself, how to excite my clit, and lots more, even how to use a dildo to stimulate my g spot. After a few lessons, I was going solo.
"We then gradually got into being together in bed and watching each other masturbate. That was lots of fun, but we both craved the touch of another. So, one day we decided that we would do each other.
"I had never done a boy, and Todd had to teach me. I took to it quite well. After that, we would do it together or sometimes one of us would just be served by the other. I honestly don't think it's perverse. We know we aren't going to have real sex and it's fun.
"Eventually, we knew we had to try oral. Neither of us knew squat. Todd said that Janice explained it, and showed him where to use his tongue, but would not let him go down on her for more than a couple minutes as she gave him some directions. She said he was doing great, but that was too intimate since she was dating Al.
"We rented a couple porno movies and then just used the old tried and true do-it-until-it-feels-right method.
"Right now, I'd have to say he gives good head, real good head. He seems to likewise enjoy my blow jobs. I even got to like swallowing. Sounds gross at first, but I like the taste and feel and it seems like the right way to finish a Class A blow job.
"Todd now is sort of going steady with Mandy and he tells me she keeps him quite satisfied. So, we haven't masturbated or done oral for a while."
All while Gwen was speaking, she played with both of Nancy's breasts, twisting and teasing her nipples. Nancy was quite moist when Gwen finished her tale.
"So, there must be more to your sex life than playing with Todd?" I asked.
Gwen sighed.
"Sure, I have given other guys blow jobs and gotten laid. You know, Henry, from French class? Well, somehow he and I ended up at the back of the bus, must be a family trait, as we returned from one of our field trips to the city. We started talking, then our legs sort of rubbed together, then we held hands, then we kissed. It was sexy and exciting, being so close to the other people on the bus and making out. He put my hand in his lap and I felt his hard-on through his pants. The next weekend he came over here, my parents were gone for the weekend, as usual. We swam, had lunch and then came to my room and screwed each other. It was my first time, and probably close to his as well. We kept it going for a month or so, but it soon petered out.
"But, last summer was not lost. At camp, I met Bernadette, another counselor. She was a full-fledged gay woman, two years older than us. She acted straight with the kids, but one night she came on to me after we made our rounds of the camp. I just sort of let her take me. I liked it, I liked her, and so that summer, I lived the life of a lesbo. She was way better than Todd at eating a pussy.
"Nancy, the first time I had a women lick my pussy, I knew that's what I wanted. She anticipated what I wanted, worked me to incredible highs and sent me screaming over the edge. No guy could ever do that. My first experience of kissing a woman there was strange. I obviously did not know a lot, but tried to do to her what I liked her to do to me.
"The first time I was really, really uptight about what I might taste as I kissed her between her legs. My anxiety immediately disappeared as I got my first licks in. I loved the taste, the smell the consistency of her juices. Nance, I loved it all. I wanted more."
"Back at school for the start of our senior year, at first I had no sexual encounters with anyone in our school--boy or girl. Although, I did have a little fling with that really cute blond waitress at the ice cream shop--you know the one with the nose ring. We kind of made eye contact, and I hung around after closing. She knew what was up, and we made love in the back seat of her daddy's car--a big old Buick. She had a tattoo between her navel and her shaved bush. It was a tropical fish of some kind. She also had a rose on her butt, like Cher is supposed to have. She tried to explain the tattooing, but I never got it. I don't like needles to begin with, and the thought of having something stuck in my body is disgusting. Although, I did find it a little arousing to look at her naked with her tattoos. We saw each other a few more times, but she and I knew it was going no where.
"She was very heavy into lesbianism, talked about hating men, and how the world would be a better place if we got rid of all the men. I tried to tell her that we'd all be gone in a generation if there were no men. She had some bizarre concept of just keeping a huge supply of sperm on tap, and women could go on procreating without fornicating. She didn't seem to have thought through what she would do with the male babies that would be born. I was getting a little wigged out, and stopped going to the store, and she stopped calling me. But, I must admit the sex was good, especially licking her bald pussy. She taught me quite a bit about giving and receiving."



The warm afternoon sun felt good on Nancy's skin. She enjoyed listening to her friend talk, and felt comfortable snuggled in her embrace. She asked her about other experiences she had.
"Actually, Mandy, Todd's girlfriend, and I got it on a couple times. Todd was screwing her in his room. I waited until the animal noises stopped, and waltzed in. Of course I was nude. Todd looked at me and hi. Mandy looked a bit surprised, but recovered and waved.
"I hope it was as good as it sounded," I said.
Todd smiled and Mandy said it was. I asked if they wanted something to drink. They agreed and I started to head downstairs. I heard something behind me and saw a naked Mandy coming along. She is very pretty. Mandy is about your height, dark hair, good boobs, and a neatly trimmed pussy. Since our parents were gone for the weekend, we felt free strolling through the house nude. I was digging in the fridge for beer when I felt Mandy's hand on my ass. I didn't jump, so she moved it from my cheek to between my legs and lightly caressed my puss. I stood and pulled her into my arms. We kissed passionately and let our hands discover the many erogenous zones of each other.
"Returning to Todd's bed, Mandy and I made out and Todd explored each of us. He and I then teamed up on Mandy. I ate her out as he had his dick sucked. In the end, I played with her clit as he screwed her. Afterwards as we were cuddling, Mandy said Todd had told her about what he and I do with each other. Mandy asked if I was ever with a woman and Todd said yes. Mandy said she always wanted to do it with a girl and found me really attractive. When I walked in and she saw me nude, it made up her mind. After that, we got together about four other times. Todd and I found a rhythm on how to please her. One time, she and I got together at her house and had a marathon girl on girl fuck session. She was an animal."
Nancy asked if that was how she and Todd seemed to act in unison when they were feeling her in front of the mirror.
"Guilty," said Gwen.
Nancy asked what else was doing in her sex life.
"Well, I did say I was bi-. It wasn't until later that I got physical with a boy again." Gwen continued. She had her face close to Nancy's head and Nancy could feel the air move as Gwen spoke into her ear. One of Gwen's hands had left her breast and was now softly scratching her pubic area.
"After the waitress, and after Henry, I did miss having a sexual relationship of my own. Todd and I mostly stopped what we liked to call our experimentation with Mandy. Once in a while we will have a mutual jerk-off session, and last week I joined him in the shower and jerked him off. He went down on me once when I was feeling totally alone. It was fun and I totally got off. God, the girls that lands him will be in for a real treat. But, we are not emotionally in love or anything, and I mean it.
"My man this year, and you probably will not believe this, was Phillip, the computer geek."
Nancy shrieked and turned around to face her friend. "No way. He is a nerd, and a geek. Like, you never even talked to him. Now, you're telling me you and he were lovers?"
Gwen smiled and kissed Nancy. This took Nancy by surprise, but she meekly kissed back. Gwen then turned Nancy back around, so she could continue embracing her. "Yes. And, he was fantastic."
Gwen shifted around to make herself more comfortable. She repositioned Nancy, and continued her tale, with her hand now between Nancy's legs and gently rubbing the warm, wet and tender slit.
"Remember Phillip and I were teamed up on that yearbook project back in October?"
"Oh, I forgot about that. Yeah, you two did spend a lot of time together." Nancy took a deep breath, "Gwen, you are totally turning me on. Do you know that?"
"That's what I'm trying to do, Nance."
Nancy let out a long sigh.
"Well," picked up Gwen, "we had to work close to each other for a couple weeks. I mean physically close like sitting side by side. Phillip did most of the layout, and I did most of the creative ideas and writing of copy. But, the point is we were together a lot. He was shy, but as I got to know him, and got past his geeky appearance, with the bad haircut and ugly glasses, I guess I began to see the funny, smart and cute person underneath. I know this sounds like the classic Beauty and the Geek story, but it is true. I would have never even given him a second thought if we hadn't been forced to work together."
Gwen gently pushed Nancy forward, and squeezed out of the lounger. She promised to be right back and made Nancy promise to wait there.
True to her pledge, Gwen returned in a couple minutes with two fresh beers, and a light blanket. She repositioned herself behind Nancy, covered both of them with the blanket. She let her hands roam over Nancy's breasts and gently rub the damp slit between her lakes, evoking deep moans from Nancy. She then continued telling her story while they both drank out of the cans, and munched the salty pretzels.
"We were working on the football section, complete with pictures, stats, schedules, and all kinds of stuff. We were allowed to use the cameras to get pictures of the athletes in action. One afternoon we were working on the football page, and I commented that Doug, the quarterback, was a hunk. Phillip asked if I really thought so. I said yes, and that he had a fabulous body. Phillip asked if I'd ever seen Doug's body. I said only in his football uniform, or around school, but it sure looked good in clothes, so I was sure it looked even better naked. Now, I don't know why I said that, and I realize it was kind of stupid, but it just flowed from our conversation.
"Well, the next day we had scheduled an afternoon session to devote a couple solid hours finishing the football section. Phillip was already in the room when I showed up. He had the layout of the cover page of the football section in front of him. I noticed a sticky note on the monitor telling to review and select some of the photos in a file on the desktop. I opened the folder and began going through shots from games, practices and some posed pictures of the seniors in uniform.
"At the very end was a picture I never expected. There was Doug in the nude. I screamed and asked Phillip where he got that. He confessed he snuck the small digital camera into the locker room and got a shot of Doug as he was coming out of the shower. I just stared. Phillip then asked if I still thought Doug looked great. I had to admit, that he didn't. His body was flabbier than I imagined, and his penis seemed unusually small compared to his overall size. Then Phillip asked if I was curious? About what, I replied. He just pointed to another electronic folder on the desktop. It said "More?" I was curious, and opened it.
"A new nude male appeared in full color. It was Phillip. He was standing with his arms at his side and just staring into the camera. He must have used a timer to take his picture. I was shocked, not just by the fact he would do this, but by his body--it was much better than Doug's. Phillip had excellent muscle definition, a narrow waist, incredible legs and arms, and a much bigger private part. I asked if he had doctored any part of this picture, or enhanced certain areas. He assured me he didn't. I then put the two pictures side by side for comparison. It was even more amazing. Phillip looked much more the athlete than did Doug, and he was much sexier. I questioned him on his physique, and he admitted to doing a lot of weight training at home. I told him he looked very handsome. He blushed. It was strange that he could show me a naked picture of himself and not appear embarrassed, but a compliment made him scarlet.
"I then asked him if he had any other surprises to show me. He said no, but he did want to add one more picture--mine. I told him he must be crazy, but he persisted.
"Look, I've got the camera here, we're alone in the room. It will only take a second," he reasoned.
"What if someone came in? Never mind that, why would I want to do this?" I pushed back at him.
"I'll lock the door, so no one will come in. And, because I want to see you. I think you are beautiful and I want to take a picture of you naked."
"Sure, so you can show all your friends and have a good laugh at the flatest-chested girl in the senior class?" I was getting steamed.
"First, I don't have any friends to show it to. Second, even if I did, I would never do that to you. Third, I don't think you're flat, I think you are beautiful. I would really enjoy seeing you nude."
"Phillip, I don't think so. Besides, you still haven't given me one good reason to do this," I said.
"Because you want to," was all he said.
Gwen had to admit that the thought of stripping in front of him was darkly exciting, the idea of getting naked in a school room was naughty and tantalizing, and having someone take a nude shot of her did have a prurient appeal.
"I don't know, Phillip. God, if anyone ever saw..."
"No one but us will ever see this, I give you my word, Gwen."
"I don't know," was all Gwen could retort.
Phillip stood up and pulled Gwen up by the hand. He led her to an inside wall of the room, so no one looking in could see. He walked over and locked the door. He then returned to Gwen and slipped off her sweater that was loosely tied around her neck. He folded it and placed it on a chair he positioned next to her.
"The rest you must do," he spoke to her.
He retreated to where they were sitting and picked up the camera and then pulled a chair close to where Gwen was standing. He sat and waited, with a soft smile directed at her.
She hesitated, then, kicked off one shoe, followed by the other. Undoing her zipper, she then unbuttoned her jeans and slid them to the floor. She bent over and removed both her socks. Slowly, starting at the top button, she opened her blue oxford cloth shirt and peeled it off, letting fall on top of the jeans. All that remained was a camisole top and her bikini briefs, both in a light salmon color. She paused, as if some indecision, then hooked her thumbs in the band of her underwear, and inched them past her hips, knees, and finally her feet. She stood up facing Phillip with only the short camisole remaining, ending a few inches above the neatly trimmed thick, blond bush.
"Is this enough? You've got all the good parts showing," Gwen asked in a small girl voice.
"No. The rest, please."
Gwen sighed, and raised the camisole over her head. She fought the instinct to cover her breasts, and just let her arms drop to her side. She felt more naked than ever before in her life. She then noticed the look on Phillips face. It wasn't lust, but it was sensual. He looked not disappointed, but triumphant.
"You are beautiful. Now just stand there and let me capture you."
He took a number of pictures, and quietly asked her to turn around and then took some more. When he was finished, he thanked her, and said she should get dressed.
He turned his back, affording her privacy to replace her clothes. Strangely, she appreciated this gesture and understood he knew it would be much more awkward for her to get dressed in front of him than undressed.
When she had slipped her shoes back on, Gwen rejoined Phillip at the table. He had already uploaded the shots to his computer. He suggested they finish the layout and get back to the private shots later. They worked together for another hour and were satisfied with the look of the section. Phillip suggested they could substitute the locker room shot of Doug for the posed uniform one, but Gwen dissuaded him. When they finished, Phillip said it was time to look at her pictures.
Phillip brought up the first and Gwen was surprised to see herself unzipping her jeans. Then, there was a progression of shots as she undressed. Finally, Gwen saw a strange likeness of her nude self. Phillip adjusted the color and cropped it. He then hit print. In a minute an 8x10 glossy of the tall, thin Gwen spurted from the printer.
To Gwen, it was strange to see herself so exposed, and she tried to see this image through Phillip's eyes. She still saw a tall, slightly gawky girl, with nothing more than two nipples sticking out ridiculously far from her chest, and a mass of blond curls between her legs. She did have a pacific expression that seemed to belie the nakedness of her pose.
"Phillip, what are you going to do with this?"
"I'm going to make a copy for you and just keep it."
"Phillip, OK, but one change, please."
"What?" Phillip kept his attention on the picture in his hands.
"Can you put that shot of you on the same photo?"
Phillip chuckled. "Sure, why?"
"Phillip, it is the only way I will allow you to keep this. Put us together on this thing, or destroy it all."
Gwen thought he was going to object, but he said he would do it. In a series of moves and adjustments Phillip managed to align the two figures so they both peered out from their nakedness, oblivious to each other.
Gwen nodded approval.
"What about Doug?" asked Gwen.
"Well, we could make copies and put them in every locker in the school," offered Phillip.
"Yeah, but he would figure out you did it, and probably kill you. Let's just destroy it." Gwen knew this was the right thing to do, and Phillip deleted the picture from his files.
They then stood to leave, after Phillip shut down the lab. Gwen looked him straight in the eye. She pulled him to her and kissed him full on the lips.
"Phillip," she said breaking away, "you and I are going to fuck each other silly tonight, so let's get out of here."
Back at Gwen's house, they fulfilled her prediction. That evening began a relationship that spanned four months. Phillip turned out to be an eager, if inexperienced lover. Gwen could never get him to admit if she was his first or not. But, he was resourceful, and obtained reams of sexual advice and techniques from the internet and adult book stores. He and Gwen tried them all, and laughed themselves silly more than they thought possible while having sex. It was Phillip who guided Gwen through all the fine points of oral sex.
The best part was how much he loved her tits. He could never get enough of licking and feeling them. He wanted her to be topless all the time and loved just looking her. It did a lot to boost her confidence about her small breasts.
Their fling only ended when his family moved away over the spring holidays. His father was a big time systems engineer and took a job in Silicone Valley. Gwen missed him, missed his friendship, and missed the incredible and fun time they had developing their own sexual base of experiences.
From the time Phillip moved away, until now Gwen admitted to a life of abstinence—with occasional brotherly assistance. But, she hoped, that would end, possibly this very night.
Nancy confessed she found that story moving and sexy, and that it did make her a little horny. She also confessed that she had never done it with a girl, and didn't know if she was ready.
"Look, Nance. What have you got to loose? You can't get pregnant, you can't get a disease--because I don't have any--and you can't get hurt, because we already are best friends. I think we'll have a blast, and I guarantee you will just die. I am really good. So, let's stop talking, and start making out."
"What about Todd, what if he comes in?"
"Hmm, good point. Although, he wouldn't care. He knows about my involvement with women, and he would never say anything, and would love to watch. But you may not feel comfortable with that now. OK, my parents are gone for the weekend, so it's off to their bed."
With a push from Gwen, both girls stood up, and hand in hand walked back inside and toward the master bedroom, with the blanket draped over both of them.
Gwen led Nancy to the king sized bed, and fulfilled her promise to give Nancy the sexual experience of a lifetime. Nancy never had anyone kiss her in her most intimate place. Gwen's caress sent shocks through her entire body. After a moment of panic thinking that a woman was making love to her, Nancy gave in totally to the erotic sensations. She never wanted the kisses and explorations of Gwen's fingers to cease. Her first orgasm through sex was forever seared in her memory.
In the next months, Gwen led Nancy to a full understanding of her own sexuality, and how to express that with another woman.
Nancy and Gwen stayed secret lovers for the rest of the year. Gwen insisted they go to the prom with guys, and that Nancy get laid, just so she could be sure that she wasn't missing out. Nancy agreed, and decided that Todd be her date. After the prom and the parties, they went back to Todd and Gwen's house. Nancy told her folks she would be staying over. The three of them got naked and made out with each other. Gwen gave her brother a decent blow job to get him worked up. She slipped a condom on him, then went down on Nancy to make her wet. Finally, she moved to a chair and watched as Todd gently took Nancy's virginity. The night held two more sessions of love-making, one with Todd and Nancy and one with Gwen and Nancy as Todd watched.
Nancy and Todd had intercourse a couple more times. Most of the time, it included all three of them. One weekend, Todd said that Gwen was going away and asked her to stay over. He was much more aggressive and screwed her harder than ever before. He brought her to orgasm through intercourse, something he had not been able to do while Gwen was with them. He also gave her a brief intro to anal sex, something he never did in front of Gwen.
One night the three of them were relaxing naked in Gwen's bed after the brother and sister tag-teamed her into orgasmic nirvana. Nancy looked at them and said, "I want you two to screw."
The silence fell hard in the room. After a long time, Gwen said, "We've never done that, Nance."
"I know, but I think we all have considered it. We will be going our own ways to college in a short time. Let's have this one time together. I want Todd to have been inside both of us. I want to make love to you after he has. I want you to make love to me and he and I do it. Just this once let's let it all fly."
Todd and Gwen looked at each other, then in unison, nodded.
Nancy bent over and sucked Todd until he was rigid. She slipped a condom on and then turned her attention to Gwen. With her tongue and fingers, she had her girlfriend running wet.
"Lie on your back, Todd," she urged. Nancy then guided Gwen over the bobbing erection and kissed Gwen as she lowered herself onto her brother.
Neither moved for a while, then slowly Gwen began to rise and fall. Shortly passion took over and the siblings found a rhythm that evoked growls and groans and culminated in a scream from Gwen and a howl from Todd. Gwen collapsed on top of Todd and he held her close.
Finally, she rolled off. Nancy peeled off the condom and licked his damp cock clean.
"My turn," she purred.
Gwen used her mouth to rejuvenated Todd.
She was about to open a new condom when Nancy stopped her.
"I'm safe right now and I want to do it once to feel skin against skin."
She lay back and Todd positioned himself between her legs. He lifted one leg over his should and moved toward her opening.
"Put him in me, Gwen."
Gwen grabbed her brother's hard-on and rubbed the tip against the plump lips, moistening it. She then slipped the tip between Nancy's outer lips and Todd thrust quickly.
The suddenness took Nancy's breath away. He began pounding with a ferocity he never showed in front of his sister. Nancy was overcome with the strength of his attack and thrust up off the bed to receive him. She could feel his balls slapping against her ass and his groin smashing into hers.
He was going full speed when her first orgasm hit. She cried out, but Todd kept pounding. She felt herself quickly rising to a second. Todd was sweating heavily, but not slowing down. She rode the crest of number two and cried out for Gwen to kiss her.



The two women exchanged deep soul kisses as Todd kept up his pace.
Finally, he groaned he was coming and was he sure she wanted it inside.
"God, yes, fuck me. Fuck me and come in me."
Todd grabbed her other leg and put it on his shoulder. He leaned in a thrust so deep, Nancy thought she would split. He tensed and she felt his release as warmth from her pussy spread throughout her body.
Todd gave a few last pushes and slowly pulled out. Gwen bent to capture his soft penis in her mouth and cleaned their mutual juices.
She then buried her head in Nancy's crotch and ate and licked until Nancy screamed once more. The exotic taste of the two sexes was overpowering.
As she was licking furiously, she felt pressure on her anus. Next she saw Todd's fingers slip inside Nancy and come out wet. Next those fingers were entering her rear, spreading the wetness. Todd pushed past her sphincter and he entered her.
She never had anal and never expected it from Todd. Yet, the sensation was a mixture of a taboo being broken and erotic overload.
Nancy noticed and leaned over to watch Todd begin to move in and out of his sister's ass.
Gwen stopped her attention to Nancy's pussy and her eyes glassed over.
Todd went at for a while and then screamed and thrust deep inside Gwen, shooting a smaller load in her ass.
He pulled out and lightly kissed each of Gwen's cheeks. He rose and went to the bath to clean up.
Gwen fell face down on the bed and Nancy watched the liquid ooze out of her anus. She reached over and inserted one finger inside. Gwen mewed and Nancy pulled it out, marveling at the feel of her friend's ass and the glistening sheen on her finger. She mused that there might be something to anal. Rising, she joined Todd in the bath and rinsed her hands.
The trio snuggled and slept for hours.
After that they all enjoyed a number of fun and sex filled sessions. Two or three times, Todd fucked both of them. The three were passionate lovers for the rest of the summer. She and Gwen remain the best of friends, even though Gwen went to UC Berkley, and met a beautiful Asian girl, Terranuci. She texts her all the time and sends pictures of Terranuci and her in all the tourist spots in San Francisco. She also sends pictures of them naked together. One time Gwen sent her a series of pictures of Terranuci with her head buried between Gwen's thighs. She captioned it, "Wish you were here."
Todd went to Purdue and has had a great time working through the beautiful girls he meets. He also texts, and says how much he misses Nancy and Gwen. He sometimes sends shots of his erection with a sad emoticon next to it.
Nancy looked at Sarah and shrugged.
"So, that's the story of your roomie," she said. "If you want me to move out, I will understand."
Sarah leaned in and kissed her lightly on the lips.
"Actually," she said in a breathy voice, "I think this year could be more fun than I thought possible. I am absolutely dripping wet. That is the sexiest thing I have ever heard."
Nancy smiled and kissed her back.
Slowly they undressed each other and let their kisses drift to other parts of their bodies.
After a few minutes, Sarah looked up at Nancy from where she was nestled in her pussy. "Yep, this is going to be a great year."
"Is this addressing the awkwardness problem," Sarah asked?
Nancy smiled then groaned as her roommate's tongue pushed deep inside her.
"Fabulous year," she thought, "and not a bit awkward."
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(If you enjoy this story, please vote. As always, leave a comment so I know what you enjoy.)
After college, I didn't have much going for me. I had worked out a deal with the local Y where I did fitness training in exchange for a free membership. I lived with my brother for free and picked up a few bucks being a waiter at a college bar on weekends.
I played a lot of squash, and that's where I met Tom. Occasionally he'd come to the Y looking for a game. We played and found it was good competition.
He owned a local stock brokerage and was a squash fanatic. We set up a weekly match, and as we got to know each other he took an interest in me.
He offered me a job with his firm. When I said I knew nothing about investments, he said if I was willing to start at the bottom, he would teach me. So, I became a glorified office boy. I did the mail, answered phones, did photocopying, went to pick up lunch, and did anything else the brokers wanted.
Tom's office was in an old grade school from the 1870's. He completely refurbished it into super-cool space. In the basement he made a small gym, complete with two locker/shower rooms for men and women. He converted an old attached garage into a squash court. There was a glass door from the workout area into the court.
Each day after the market closed, Tom and I would play squash for an hour, then shower and go to his office, have a light dinner, and he would talk to me about the market, why he was recommending certain stocks and how to deal with customers. I was really learning the business.
One night during our squash match I noticed Tom's sister, Carol, at the glass door. She runs a data management and computer consulting firm, supplying all the IT services to Tom's firm. After our match she and Tom started into an intense discussion about the need for a new computer network for the firm. She needed to get his Ok and had trouble getting time to talk to him all week. While they were talking, the three of us kept heading for the men's locker. Carol didn't even seem to notice and kept making her case to Tom. In the locker, he immediately started to strip, and I thought Carol would leave then. She didn't and Tom nodded to me to get undressed so we could get to our showers. Tom hated to wait to eat his supper.
I felt a little uncomfortable, but figured what the hell. So I turned my back to them, stripped, and wrapped a towel around me. I don't think Carol even looked in my direction. Tom just kept up the conversation while being completely nude.
The shower area is a tiled room with four shower heads against the far wall. There is no door, just an opening between the locker room and the shower. I took the shower farthest to the right. Just after I adjusted the water, in walks Tom and takes the space next to me.
Tom is talking, but not to me. He is still going back and forth with Carol, whom I now realize, is standing right in the doorway looking at both of us. I was already facing that way and didn't want to appear to be too freaked out, so I just started lathering up. I figured, maybe this is normal and I shouldn't be uptight. I was just getting my crotch all soaped up when Carol looks directly at me and says, "Well, what do you think?"
How am I supposed to have a normal conversation with the person who is my boss's sister, and a beautiful woman, while standing naked with my hands on my dick? Needless to say I didn't make much of a sensible reply. She shrugged and turned her attention back to Tom. Meanwhile, I finished and rinsed off.
I grabbed my towel and went back to the locker. Carol followed me and sat on the bench while I dried myself off. Her head was now close to eyelevel with my crotch. She said that Tom is frustrating at times and resistant to new technology. She was so intense that I think she did not realize she was practically talking right into my "microphone". After about a minute of me standing there getting dry and her going on a little rant, she seemed to snap out of it and looked directly at my dick. "Oh, I, uh, guess you probably want to get dressed. I should probably wait upstairs." She got up and left.
Tom came out and toweled himself. "Hey, don't let Carol bother you. She gets pretty wound up on some things and looses a lot of perspective. I hope she didn't offend you, but I think she was so singled minded that she didn't think it might be a problem that we were naked. She and I never had hang-ups about our bodies or being naked around each other. Sorry, if it offended you."
I laughed it off and said, "no problem."
I was a little apprehensive about coming into work the next day, and felt I might be embarrassed to see Carol. Thankfully, she wasn't there. It seems she and Maggie, her right-hand person, had gone off to Boston for a computer trade show and seminar.
It wasn't until almost a week later that Carol spoke to me. I was in the copy room running a bunch of reports when she came up to me. Instead of apologizing, she said that Tom indicated I could use some extra cash. I was barely surviving on the entry level pay and was always looking for ways to earn a few bucks. She said that with summer just about here, she had a lot of work at her house. If I could clean the pool, do some gardening and general odd jobs, she would hire me for Saturdays. I agreed and said I'd come this weekend.
Her house was in one of the nicer suburbs of Boston. It had a wall, a gate and a long curved driveway. The house was huge and all brick. I parked my old Civic next to the garage and rang at the front door. Carol answered and invited me in. She immediately addressed the house. "I know what you're thinking, but this house was our parents. When they died in an accident, Tom was married and had his own place, so I took over this house. It's huge, but they also left a nice trust fund that helps pay the costs."
She showed me around the downstairs and then led me out to the back. She was replanting the edges of the walkway that went from the house down to the pool area. She quickly showed me what she wanted done, and then left me to my work. I was at it about two hours, when Carol came out with a jug of ice water. I drank it and continued for another hour before I finished planting all the new flowers and filling in with bark mulch. For early June, it was extremely warm in Boston, and I was sweating. Carol came out and said I should clean the pool and then take a swim before lunch to cool off.
The pool area was all brick and flagstone. There was a tool shed and cabana on the far side. There was also a small platform that was the base for an outdoor shower. I was a swimmer in college and knew a lot about pools, so I didn't need instruction from Carol. I finished in 45 minutes. Carol came back down with a towel and said I should rinse off in the shower, take a dip and then she'd have lunch for me.
I told her I didn't bring a suit, and she said that after last week there were no surprises. She turned and went back to the house. I figured if she didn't mind, a cool swim would feel great. I stripped out of my t-shirt, jeans and boxers and took a quick rinse off in the shower. I dove in and started doing laps. I liked to do at least twenty-five three or four times a week to help keep in shape.
I stopped after twenty-five and rested on the pool's edge. The first thing I noticed was that my clothes were gone. There was a towel and a pair of flip-flops, but nothing else. Carol called out from behind me to come and get lunch. I turned and saw that she set some food on one of the poolside tables. I asked about my clothes and she said they were so grungy from the planting that she was washing them. She pointed out the towel she left for me. So, I pulled my self out of the pool, and, keeping my back to her, dried my self off and wrapped the towel around me.
I walked over to where Carol had set the lunch. There were sandwiches, chips and a bucket of beers. Carol had on a Speedo one-piece blue bathing suit. I always thought that she had a good figure, but she dressed so conservatively at work that I wasn't sure. She is tall, about 5'11", with long slender legs. She has shoulder length blond hair that is usually pulled back, but today hung loose in soft waves. Since the bathing suit tends to flatten out a figure, I couldn't really judge her breasts, but they looked to be round and firm. She had a towel wrapped around her bottom, so I couldn't get a look at her back. Her stomach was as flat as a board. We sat down and then she said she had forgotten the relish dish, and would I mind going up to the kitchen to get it.
I stood up to go, and Carol looked me in the eye and asked if I really needed the towel around me. I didn't know what to say, and she said, "Owen, really I've seen it all. Relax."
I undid the towel and dropped it on the chair. I walked up to the house, found the tray and brought it back. When I returned, I noticed that Carol had folded the towel and put it on the patio near her feet. I assumed this was a hint not to try to cover back up.
Carol and I talked about work, her passion for gardening and my life. When we were finished I offered to help clean up. We both carried dishes and leftovers back to the house. In the kitchen, I rinsed the dishes and she put them in the dishwasher. I was beginning to feel almost comfortable being nude in her presence.
Carol asked me if I would mind looking at a slow draining sink in her bathroom. We went upstairs and into her bedroom. The fact that I was naked with a clothed woman, in her bedroom, did start to get me a little excited. I know I began to swell, just a little. I looked at the sink in her bathroom, and figured I could unclog it with a plunger or by undoing the trap. She said she had tried plunging, but had no luck. I asked if she had any tools and she directed me to the garage. I found a wrench and a bucket on the shelf, and brought them back upstairs. When I went into her room Carol was standing with her back to me at her sink. She had taken off her towel, and was still in her one-piece. I got a good look at her ass, which was perfect pear shaped with tight looking buns. I immediately went to half mast.
I told her I could fix the drain, but had to get under the sink. She moved aside as I opened the vanity and began to move stuff out. I lay on my back and squirmed under the sink. I asked Carol for the wrench. She reached it into me while placing one hand on my bare thigh. I now went to having a good semi-erection. I loosened the drain plug on the trap and asked Carol for the bucket. Again she laid one hand on my thigh as she passed it to me. I became completely erect and totally embarrassed. I undid the plug and let the water drain. I poked around and pulled out a wad of rubber bands and hair that seemed to be causing the clog. I put the plug back in and squirmed back out.
I stood up with my member in its full and upright position, and said "Sorry."
Carol reached over and gave me a peck on the cheek and said there's nothing to be sorry for.
I took the tools back to the garage, and during that time my hard-on went away. When I got back to the kitchen my clothes were on the table with an envelope. Inside was $80 for a half day's pay and a note from Carol thanking me and asking if I could come back next week.
The following week at work Carol acted perfectly normal and professional around me when she was in the office. On Thursday, I found a note in my mail box asking if I could come out again on Saturday to do more gardening, and other jobs.
I arrived around 8 on Saturday, Carol greeted me at the door and we went out to the back. She had drawn out a scheme for a flower garden, and asked if I could start to put it in. She said the plants were in the back of her SUV, parked in front, and that all the tools were in the garage.
I started to head toward the garage, when she called to me. "Owen, it's such a nice day, I don't think you need all those clothes. Besides, it will save me from washing them again."
I knew we had reached some sort of critical point. Depending on what I did, I would or would not be coming back. I really needed the cash, and $20 an hour made a big difference. Also, I remember how turned on I got last week and how I couldn't wait to get back to my apartment and jack off.
I smiled and pulled off my shirt. I kicked off my sneakers, then undid my jeans and slid them down. I reached over and pulled off my socks. All this time Carol just looked at me with a slight smile. With a shrug I tugged my boxers down and my dick bobbed up and down as I stepped out of them. Carol reached into the pocket of the jacket she was wearing and tossed me a bottle of SPF 45 lotion. "I wouldn't want some tender parts to get burned," she said.
Still facing her I lubed up my chest, arms and legs. I then worked the lotion on to my dick and balls and stroked my self. I was amazed I didn't pop an instant boner, but I could feel myself getting swollen. I turned and asked if Carol could do my back. She did my shoulders and places I couldn't reach, but said I could take care of the rest. I rubbed the lotion on to my white ass and turned back around. Carol had already started to make her way back to the house.
I pulled my sneakers back on and went to the garage and loaded a shovel, hoe, and rake into the wheelbarrow and pushed it back to the garden area. I then took the wheelbarrow back to the garage. Carol's SUV was in the driveway. I opened the overhead and realized I would have to go out in front to unload the flats of plants. Luckily there was a wall between the house and the street, but it was another turn-on to be there naked just a few feet from a steady stream of traffic.
I worked in the garden all morning with just one break for ice water. Carol joined me around 11 and we worked side by side. She was dressed in a t-shirt and cut-offs. We chatted and dug and planted, all the time with sweat running down my nude body. At 12:30 she said it was time for a swim and lunch. I followed her to the pool, she said I could take my shower first. I stood in front of her and washed the dirt and sweat off, giving a little extra time for my dick and balls. She then lifted the t-shirt over her head. I thought maybe I would get to see her naked, but she had on a top like beach volleyball players wear, and under her cutoffs, she had a matching bikini bottom. She rinsed and we both dove in.
Carol was a strong swimmer and we both fell into matching each other doing laps. After 25 laps, we both ended up in the shallow end. Carol asked if I would get the towels that were by the shower. I stood up and walked in front of her to climb out. I caught a glimpse of myself in the glass door of the cabana. I looked weird being totally nude. I then saw Carol's reflection behind me. She was looking at my reflection in the glass. She reached around to take the towel from me, and gently placed her other hand on my butt. It was almost an innocent touch, but it brought an immediate reaction from me as I got hard as a rock. She whispered thanks in my ear and then headed back to the table on the other side of the pool.
I dried off and joined her. She said there was a picnic basket in the kitchen with a cooler next to it, and directed me to bring them down. I went up and after entering the house went to find the bathroom to take a pee. It isn't easy peeing with a hard-on, but I managed. I gathered the basket, and cooler and headed back down.
Carol was not at the table, but I heard the toilet flush in the cabana and figured she had to take care of needs as well. I was laying out the lunch when I heard the cabana door slide open and closed. I was back to half-mast, but figured I'd have a little fun. It only took about three quick strokes before I was fully erect again. I placed a napkin over my wrist, like a waiter in a restaurant and turned with a flourish to announce that "lunch is served".
I was almost knocked over to see not only Carol, but also Maggie standing there.
Carol and Maggie actually giggled, then Maggie said, "What are we having? Something on a skewer I presume?"
I went into my best Adam pose and covered myself feeling like a complete idiot.
Maggie turned to Carol and asked, "Is he always this happy to see guests?"
That kind of broke the ice and we all laughed. I dropped my hands and said, "Obviously."
Carol chimed in that we should eat.
Over lunch I asked why Maggie had the same type of suit on as Carol. Maggie was surprised to learn that I didn't know that she and Carol met at Stanford, and they became both friends and the interscholastic beach volleyball champions for their Junior and Senior years. They even played on the pro circuit for a couple years while going to grad school. The suits were from those days.
Maggie was even taller than Carol, about 6'1". She had a mass of red curly hair, striking blue eyes, and tremendously long legs. She had a flat stomach like Carol, but seemed flatter in both the chest and butt. She was long and lean.
Maggie came over to help with the garden, explained Carol. After lunch, Carol asked if I would mind cleaning up and take the stuff back to the kitchen. I stood up and trying not to stick my dick in someone's ear, managed to pack up and haul the leftovers to the kitchen.
Maggie and Carol were back in the garden when I returned and we all began digging. After a while, I almost forgot I was naked. Carol asked me a couple times to go get some cold drinks or a tool from the garage. I began to enjoy serving her while being nude. Twice during the afternoon the girls made me rinse off the dirt and apply a new layer of lotion.
At about five o'clock, Carol announced we were through for the day. She said Maggie was staying for dinner and that I was welcome to join them. I half kiddingly asked what the dress was for dinner. Carol coolly replied I was fine the way I was.
They went to the house to clean up and I took another outdoor shower. I pulled up a chaise lounge and remaining naked lay down and took a nap.
I woke up with someone pulling on my toe. It was Maggie, and asked if we could talk. I said sure. She said we could do it as I helped her unload groceries and other stuff from her car. By now, I was almost used to walking around nude. Maggie led me through the garage and out to the driveway. She was dressed in Capri pants and a tube top. The top confirmed by suspicion that she was not well endowed in the chest department. She opened her car and started handing me bag after bag. With our arms full we made our way back to the kitchen. Carol was nowhere to be seen. As I was putting the supplies away, I commented that it looked like a lot of food for just one person.
Maggie said it was for a dinner party and that she wanted to talk to me about that. It seems there is a group of eight women who get together every month for dinner at one of their homes. This month it was Carol's turn. Maggie also explained that in addition to each lady trying to put out the most delicious meal, they also would have four male waiters, and the waiters would serve in the nude. The women would be all dressed, the men all nude. From greetings through cocktails, dinner and special desserts, the waiters would be totally bare-assed.
Maggie said that Carol hadn't ever hosted before. She was nervous about the dinner, especially since the hostess had to supply one waiter.
Maggie then explained more about the clothed female/nude male concept. She said all the women were educated, professional and classy, but they all got off on having a naked man serve them. I asked if that included her and Carol. Maggie replied that's why they're asking me to be their waiter. Each of the women formed a pair and brought their own waiters. In the past, Maggie's brother served as theirs, but when one other guy moved away, one of the other ladies made her brother a sweet deal and he took it. That left Carol and Maggie without a waiter.



I was confused, and wanted more information. Maggie said that some of the women also wanted sex from their waiters, but Maggie and Carol would never put me in that spot. She said it may get a little racy, but we will always protect and respect you. Maggie almost begged and said Carol found me to be a great guy, with a great body and that it would mean a lot to her if I agreed. She also said they would pay me a thousand dollars for the night.
The dinner was the following week and I figured it could be different and would result in a great pay day, so I agreed.
We had a simple dinner out on the patio. The girls explained that they were going to be working every night to prepare. I agreed to help get ready. Now that the backyard was all spruced up, I said I would come by each evening.
On Monday I arrived. Maggie was already there. Carol would be a little late since she was meeting a client. Maggie seemed a little embarrassed when she greeted me. I asked why and she said she'd like me to work nude, but felt awkward asking. I said no problem and stripped in front of her.
Now Carol, although looking me over from head to toe, had never commented on my body. Maggie was quite different. She said really admired my build. I have a classic swimmers body with broad shoulders, well-developed arms, chest and stomach, narrow waist and big thighs and calves.
Maggie had me turn around and really made flattering comments about my back and butt. She reached out and squeezed each cheek and commented on how firm they were.
When I turned around I asked if she had rated everything. She actually blushed and said, "Well, I've seen bigger and seen smaller. But I do like the uncut look on you, and the way it goes to one side. Also, I like the little curve you get when it's hard."
And, she added with a wicked grin, "You have great balls."
Maggie then insisted we get to work. I helped with the dusting, vacuuming and general clean up. Maggie put a couple of CD's on and we sort of danced and worked around the house. Maggie also opened a bottle of wine and we both were soon feeling a little silly.
While working Maggie would give my butt a grab or little slap when she went by. She laughed and we were having a great time. Carol came home around nine and a lot of the major cleaning was over. She sensed we were high and said we should take it easy, especially since we were driving.
I agreed and said I was going for a swim to help sober up. I made my way to the pool and dove in. The water was cool enough to begin bringing me down. I heard a voice asking if I wanted company. Maggie was standing on the edge. She still had on her t-shirt, jeans and sandals. I said I'd love it.
Maggie kicked the sandals off and lifted the shirt over her head. She had on a skimpy bra. She loosened the top of her jeans and pulled the zipper down. She turned her back and shimmied out of the tight pants. I could see her small "little boy's butt" that was hardly covered by a thong. With her back to me, she hooked her thumbs in the thong and eased it off. By the lights of the pool, I could see her pale skin and even paler area of her beautiful ass. She reached behind, unsnapped her bra and let it drop. Slowly she turned with one arm across her breasts and the other in front with her hand covering her crotch.
"I'm a little shy," she said.
"Hey, you've seen me naked for days, fair is fair."
She sighed and dropped her hands. Maggie looked spectacular. Her breasts were probably—Ok I asked later—32 A. Her nipples were tiny and dark with a slightly lighter areola. Her bush was as red as her head, but trimmed and shaved to about an inch and a half strip. It was a little too dark to see if you could make out her lips. She dove in and surfaced next to me.
She stood up and said it was a little cold. I looked at her tiny nips that now stood out a good half inch or more and agreed it did look cold. She looked down and laughed and dove under and began to swim the length of the pool underwater. We stayed in swimming about ten minutes and then decided it was too cold and climbed out to get into the spa that was adjacent. As we were getting in the hot tub, Maggie checked out my equipment that was definitely having a shrinkage effect. "I guess it really is cold by the looks of things."
We stayed in the spa for a while just chatting. I confessed I was really embarrassed that first day when she saw me with a hard-on and then I had to face her back at the office. She said at least it stopped her from having to mentally undress me, as she had been doing for the whole month I was working there.
I was surprised that women did that sort of thing. "Hey, you have a great butt in jeans and we were speculating how good you would look."
We got out and realized we didn't bring towels. Maggie grabbed my hand and we ran back to the house. "Let's rinse the chlorine off and then we can get dressed."
She led me to the guest room where she usually stayed and into its bathroom. There was a large shower stall with a glass door. We both jumped in and Maggie turned on and adjusted the water. She spun me around and then washed my back from neck to heel. She spent a lot of time on my butt and kept saying how tight it was. I then washed her back and said I loved how her little butt fit right into my hands. I reached around and took her tiny breasts into my hands. She put her hands on mine and pulled them away.
"How about you wash my hair and then we get out." I took the hint that she didn't want to go further sexually, but still got a thrill by washing that incredible tangle of read curls. As we rinsed one last time, Maggie put her hands on my waist and pulled me to her. She kissed me lightly on my lips and hugged me, pressing her nipples into my chest, and her crotch into mine. I sprang wood and she reached down and pulled it up so that it pressed against her stomach. She kissed me again, but pulled back with I tried to kiss back and use my tongue. She smiled and shook her head. She then reached down and gave me a couple strokes. "I really have to go, but feel free to stay and finish business."
She got out of the shower and left the door open. I stood staring at her perfect ass as it left the room and then was startled to see Carol walk in.
"I think Maggie has a great idea, why don't you help yourself."
Carol was dressed in a long skirt with a slit up to her thigh and a long-sleeved t-shirt. She obviously did not have a bra on and her nipples poked through the thin cotton material. She was carrying two glasses of wine and handed one to Maggie, as the red head came back into the room. Maggie dried her hair and wrapped the towel around her head. She and Carol leaned against the vanity and looked at me. Maggie was stunningly naked and Carol simply but provocatively dressed.
I had never performed in front of anyone, let alone two women.
Carol gestured with her glass of wine as to encourage me. I slowly slid my right hand on my base and eased it up the shaft. With my left, I added a little soap and soon had a lather. I increased both the tempo and the pressure and felt the tension building. Both women were smiling and focusing their attention on my excitement.
I rapidly reached the point of no return and kept pumping while spurting in the shower.
They both put down their wine glasses and applauded.
"Well done, Owen," said Carol. She leaned into Maggie and sighed, speaking softly to her. Turning back to me she said she was going to her room and thanked me for all my work. She told me Maggie had my pay for the day, and said she really appreciated the last few minutes.
She and Maggie hugged and I noticed Carol's hand rest lightly on the tight ass of the tall red head, stroking it gently.
As Carol left the bathroom, Maggie pulled the towel from her head, came over, stepped into the shower and took the soap from my hand. She washed my now limp member, cleaning away any traces of my excitement. I stepped back under the shower and rinsed.
When I finished, Maggie had left the room. I dried off and put on the clothes that were left on the vanity. Downstairs I found Maggie wearing a long caftan and pouring another glass of wine.
She handed me the envelope and said, "Owen, this is for the real work you did today, and not for upstairs. I want to be sure you know we don't think of you that way. It was a pleasure for us to watch you and we both think you are great."
The dinner was on Friday night, and I could barely contain myself all week. I never mentioned anything to Tom during our daily games and dinners. On Friday, I asked for the afternoon off and Tom was happy to oblige. The market was dead and he was leaving early for his beach house.
I went and thought about how Maggie's wanted me to appear. She had stopped by during lunch one day and we shared a tuna sandwich on a bench in the office courtyard.
She explained that since I was new, I might need a few tips. The first was grooming. She said that they were thrilled to see I was not hairy. I had only mild chest hair and nothing on my back. I did have a fairly thick patch at my crotch and some hair on my lower back and ass. Maggie said I would need to do some shaving and trimming, and that she could come by that night to help. I agreed and she said she would give me the rest of the info then.
Anticipating Maggie's arrival I just put on a robe. She came by around 8 and smiled when seeing me nearly naked.
"Let's go to the bathroom and I'll get to work."
I dropped the robe in the bathroom and Sitting on the toilet seat, Maggie took a pair of barber's scissors from her bag. She had me stand on a towel and she began trimming back my pubic hair. It only took a couple touches as she moved my member around until I was hard. She didn't say anything and soon had cut back the thickness to a thin layer. She then asked for a razor and cream. She took a washcloth and soaked the area and then applied shaving cream to my inner thighs and the area between my navel and the top of the patch. She quickly shaped me into a small triangle with sharply defined edges.
She told me to take a shower and then join her in the bedroom. I was surprised to see she had set up a small table with a crock pot on it. She explained it was a waxing set-up. I began to protest, but she cut me off. "Listen, women do it all the time. So, don't be a wimp."
She had me lie on my stomach. She applied the warm wax to the small of my back and pressed some fabric tape into the wax. When the tape adhered, she warned me and then ripped it off. I couldn't believe the intensity of the pain, but it only lasted for a moment. She then repeated the procedure on my ass cheeks, which didn't have much hair to begin with.
When I turned over, she said this is going to be a little harder. She waxed my chest, again with little hair there I was spared agony. She outlined my newly trimmed crotch and made the edges smooth and the inside of my thighs clean.
She then said, now comes the hard part. She cupped my balls and applied the wax and tape. I held my breath and she yanked it off. I screamed, she laughed and then repeated the procedure two more times. When she pronounced me done, she bent over and kissed each ball.
Maggie then drew a bath and poured in some bath crystals she pulled from her bag. She told me to hop in and left the bathroom. She returned in a few minutes with an ice bucket and a bottle of white wine with two glasses. She must have brought them with her.
She poured two glasses, handed me one and rested the other on the top of the hamper by the tub. She stripped and slid into the tub facing me. Picking up her glass, she toasted me and said the lesson was about to begin.
Maggie explained that Carol had engaged a caterer to prepare the dinner and that he would remain in the kitchen. The four waiters, including me, would wear flip-flops and a geeky Chippendale collar and tie. Each of the waiters would take a position behind the two women whom he was serving. He would bring in the food, clear the plates, pour the wine, and do what his women asked. He was not to speak unless answering a question. And, it was definitely not cool to pop a boner during dinner.
Maggie offered that this could sound degrading, but neither she nor Carol meant any disrespect. Since this was Carol's first hostessing, she was obsessing that everything be perfect. She implored me to go along and that she and Carol would not only be grateful, but also would make it worth my effort.
All the while Maggie was talking her small breasts bobbed up and down in the suds. She would reach out to touch my knee to make a point and once or twice rubbed her foot in my crotch. The effect was that I was enormously hard.
Finally, Maggie brought up the "big finale" as she called it.
"For desert, all the waiters come from the kitchen fully erect. The desert is always some sort of ice cream accompanied by sauces and whipped cream. Each waiter offers ice cream, sauce and whipped cream to each of the guests. The guests have the option to use the sauce and cream on the ice cream or on the waiter. Guess which we always choose? So, each woman really has the opportunity to perform some oral sex on each of the waiters. I know this sounds so weird. And, Carol has already said she wants it to be me who cleans the sauce from you. Some day, if we have a lot of time, I'll try to explain Carol's sexuality. But for now realize she'd rather watch than do.
"I know this can be embarrassing, and if you want to back out you can. Carol will claim a client emergency and leave town for a week or two. She will lose face, but we all will survive. She wanted me to be sure to let you know that you've been a great sport up to now and there would be no hard feelings."
Maggie smiled as she rubbed her foot up my erection, "Well, no hard feelings except for this little fella'."
Friday night arrived and I went to Carol's at 7. The other three waiters were there and Maggie started running through the night's menu, the layout of the kitchen and dining room, and other details. She then handed us our "outfits" and directed us to a study down the hall.
Maggie's brother, Mike, was her twin. He was tall and skinny like her with the same red hair. Jake was about my size and looked like an athlete. Marcel was black and the tallest of us all at about 6'3".
We began stripping, and I soon found out that I was the junior member in every category. Mike had a long, thin dick that looked even bigger on his skinny body and surrounded by his close cropped red pubic hair. He was circumcised and had a big head. Jake was Italian and he had the thickest one I've seen. It was longer than mine and much darker. Marcel, however, lived up to the stereotype of a black man. He had a dick that was at least 9", with a big curve to the right. He was uncut like me, but his member was two shades blacker than his skin.
The guys started rubbing a light coating of oil on them. Mike tossed me a bottle and said it looks better with a little sheen. I followed along. Mike offered to do my back and I did his. Each of us also worked his dick so it hung heavier.
Maggie came in and gave us an approving look and told us to meet in the hallway to greet the guests.
The women arrived in pairs. The first were two attorneys about 35. They had short black dresses, stockings and high heels. Jake stepped forward and they each took an arm and he led them into the living room.
Next came a mixed race couple. The black woman was a professional basketball player, whom I recognized. She was taller than Maggie and wore her hair close cropped. She had on a tan silk pants suit and a creamy camisole underneath the jacket. When she walked everything moved seductively. Her companion was a white woman who played on the US soccer team. She was blond, about 5'7" and wore a brown dress that clung to her and let everyone know that underwear was not part of her outfit. I assumed that Marcel would escort them, but Mike stepped forward. They each hugged him and as he walked them down the hall they joined hands and rested them on his ass.
The doorbell rang again and Maggie greeted two women in their forties. I almost fainted when I recognized one as my boss' ex-wife. She often came by the office and we had chatted a number of times. She recognized me, too, and gave me a thorough up and down glance and smiled. She was a blond who looked a lot like Diane Sawyer. She just dripped class, wearing a camel skirt with a soft silk blouse. Her dinner partner was a brunette, whom I later discovered, was a leading surgeon in Boston. She wore all black, silky pajamas with the top three buttons open to reveal amazing cleavage.
Karen, my boss's ex, walked over to Marcel and stood on tip toe to kiss his cheek, while running her hand up and down that huge organ. Her partner did the same. Then Marcel escorted them to the living room.
Maggie and Carol were the youngest of the group, neither one of them were thirty. Maggie was wearing a white, long-sleeved cotton top with her nipples pushing the fabric and fitted black linen pants. Her hair was loosely tied up with a black ribbon and she wore just a trace of make-up. She looked incredible. She took my arm and we headed toward the other guests. As we passed the door to the dining room, Carol joined us. She was wearing a loose pair of black silk pants with legs that billowed and a black top that was completely sheer. I could clearly see her breasts and dark nipples. I felt a rush to my loins and I think Maggie sensed it. She whispered in my ear to cool down. As part of my pre-dinner instructions, Maggie said if I felt myself getting hard, I should get to the kitchen. They kept a bowl of chilled water there and I should stick my dick in it. No boners before their time, was how she put it.
The ladies were chatting and the men took their drink orders. We retreated to the kitchen. In spite of any embarrassment, I headed for the bowl of chilled—it really was iced—water and plunged my equipment in. The effect was immediate, and I lost the urge to grow. A bartender made the drinks while we each took a tray of hors d'oeuvres back to the ladies. They oohed and aahed and took some. I soon realized that touching was part of the ritual. Some would rest a hand on a naked butt or thigh, or rub a leg from knee to groin. Maggie cupped my ass and gave me a light squeeze. Carol, who really never touched me before, brushed the back of her hand across the tip of my dick as she reached for an appetizer. I knew I would soon be back to the ice bowl. The men went to retrieve the drinks. As the new kid, I took the tray and Mike said I had to serve each woman. I had hands everywhere as I made my way around the room. Karen said it was so good to see me and picked up my penis and looked at it. She offered it to her friend, who took it and pulled slightly. I turned to Carol who and smiled. Maggie stood up and asked me to join her in the kitchen.
She told me to soak it again since I was almost past half-mast. I obliged and then rejoined the group. The men stood along the wall next to the fireplace. The women chatted and occasionally would raise a glass for a refill.
When it came time for dinner, we served each course to our individual ladies. Actually, there was a lot to do and after a while I relaxed and forgot about being nude, although Maggie would give me a little butt squeeze every now and then. We cleared the table and it was time for desert.
Each of us waiters took a couple minutes to stroke and get hard, and then moved on to dessert. We each took a tray with chocolate and butterscotch sauce, pureed strawberries, whipped cream, and two bowls of ice cream. Each waiter went to his women and served the bowls of ice cream. Maggie then took the brush that was on the tray and spread chocolate sauce on me. She topped it with a dollop of whip cream and started to lick me clean. Her mouth was so warm, I thought I might shoot. She probably thought the same so she reached underneath and clamped my balls. I got the message.



Carol only let her soft fingers move up and down my shaft, then licked her fingers clean. Still, this was the first time she had touched me so intimately and I was in no danger of loosing my erection after that.
I watched as Karen and her friend loaded up Marcel with butterscotch. Together they licked up and down the enormous shaft, letting their tongues meet and entwine at the tip. Each of the other women also enjoyed a treat from their waiters. Then it was time to switch. Karen beckoned me to her side. She took the strawberries and rubbed them on my balls. She had me put one leg up on the chair and she sucked each nut clean. Her partner had slipped her hand under Karen's blouse, extracted a pale and full breast and was softly massaging it while pulling her own nipple.
The two pro athletes were finished cleaning off the chocolate from Mike's skinny dick and now the soccer player was licking whipped cream from the exposed nipple of the basketball player.
Jake moved on to Karen so the two lawyers had Marcel between them and just kept stroking him up and down. One lawyer pushed her hand deep between the other woman's thighs and rubbed hard against the crotch of her pantyhose.
Mike was now standing next to his sister and Carol. To avoid any awkwardness, Carol put a dab of cream on his tip and flicked it off without so much as touching his skin.
Desert was now over and the women moved into the den for after dinner drinks. When we served, we were still hard and aching to come. I noticed the pro athletes were into a heavy make-out session with each other. The soccer player was completely topless exposing her small breasts to the pink tongue of the Afro-American. After another half hour the women began chatting about leaving. The waiters all escorted them to the door and after various gropings, hugs and air kisses all but Carol and Maggie had left.
The other guys went to the study got dressed and picked up the envelopes waiting for them. They made their good byes and departed.
Maggie looked at Carol and me and let out a whoop.
"That was fantastic. Carol, everything was perfect" she crooned.
Carol beamed and agreed. Then Maggie suggested a trip to the spa with a bottle of champagne.
Carol and I headed out. We got to pool area and I said I wanted to rinse off the oil and sticky residue from the sauces. Carol went to the spa area. She had her back to me and I saw her lift the black top over her head. She then undid the drawstring pants and let them drop exposing her bare, pear-shaped bottom. From the rear, she was spectacular. I was already hard and this sight almost pushed me over the edge.
Maggie came along wrapped in one towel, with two more over her arm and a champagne bucket with three glasses wedged in. She set the bucket by the edge of the spa, dropped the towel and leaned into Carol for a hug. They embraced, kissed passionately and then stepped into the spa.
I went over. Maggie had the light on in the spa. They both stood up and applauded. I took a mock bow and smiled. I took in Carol's nakedness. Although I'd seen her breasts through the sheer fabric, seeing them fully exposed was a delight. They were soft mounds with dark nipples. There was no sag and they swayed gently as she moved. Her flat stomach led down to a shaped patch of dark hair. Her strip was wider than Maggie's.
They both pointed at my erection and applauded again. I joined them and we settled down into the hot water and turned on the jets. We enjoyed retelling the stories of the night.
I told them I noticed that the women all seemed to enjoy each other as well as the naked waiters.
"Well, I'd say that these women are sophisticated sexual beings who do not limit their horizons," said Carol.
"What she means, Owen, is that they love eating pussy as much as they like sucking cock," added Maggie. "And if history is a good predictor of the future, Marcel will be nine inches deep in two pussies for most of the night."
"And, in two asses," added Carol.
They looked at each other and burst out laughing.
"Karen cannot keep a secret, Owen," offered Carol.
We laughed at her frankness.
"So that applies to all the women?" I asked emphasizing the word "all".
"Carol and I have a most special relationship that has lasted over 10 years, Owen. I am not going to comment any more on that. Maybe when we get to know you better we will discuss it in greater detail," said Maggie.
"Hell, how much better do you think we need to get. I have been naked in front of you and we are all sitting nude in this spa. Plus, I've masturbated for you and you, Maggie, took me in your mouth earlier. So, how much more is there?"
Carol and Maggie looked at each other. They smiled and then kissed each other, wrapping their arms around each other's neck.
Maggie broke free and asked, "Sit on the edge of the spa, Owen."
I eased out of the warm water and felt the cool night air against my skin.
Both women looked at my erection which had not gone done a bit.
"I don't know if we have the exact answer to how much better," said Maggie, "but let's say this is a start."
She glided over to me. Raising out of the water she kissed me and let her tongue brush my lips and slip inside my mouth for an instant. I slid my hands onto her breasts, reveling in the rock hard nipples. She next kissed down my body and sunk back into the water. Her head was even with my hard-on. She opened her lips and took in my tip, then my shaft.
With great skill she teased and worked me to the edge. I mumbled something about being close and she sucked harder while fondling my balls.
I came in great bursts, my whole body twitching. She groaned and swallowed.
I thought to myself, if this is the start to getting to know them better, I think I am definitely going to like the rest.
After that night, there were many other opportunities for a clothed female/naked male experience. And true to their word, Carol and Maggie revealed more to me about themselves, their relationship and their philosophy of sexuality.
And, yes, the wait was definitely worth it.
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We were all instructed to get out of our clothes, put on the robe in our room and come down to the living room. I thought this is a weird way to start life in a sorority. I should back up, just a little.
Although I am now in my thirties, then I was just beginning my freshman year. It was Rush Week, when all the fraternities and sororities recruited members. Sigma Iota Omicron was different. It didn't recruit or accept pledges; it just invited special members to join. If you agreed, then you were accepted—provided you completed orientation, lived by the rules and never complained about them.
My mother was a SIO, and so I was a legacy. Of the seven girls now assembled in the living room wearing only a terrycloth robe, four were legacies. The other three were a tall black girl, an Asian, and a beautiful red head with a delightful Irish brogue.
We were instructed to take a seat on the hard backed dinning room chairs lined up facing the room. The other SIO's were seated on the couches, chairs and cushions on the floor. There were twenty-five other girls with a mix of hair colors, skin colors and body styles. The one thing in common was they were all gorgeous.
A tall, blond entered the room accompanied by two other girls. She took her place in front of us with her back to the rest of the room.
"Welcome to SIO. You are now a Recruit. If you complete the orientation, you will be a younger sister for your freshman year. Then, you will be a sister, like the rest of the girls in this room. As a sister you will pledge eternal loyalty to your other sisters and to SIO."
The tall blond looked around at all the other girls and we smiled broadly at her. She continued, "I am your big sister. Other sororities have presidents, you have a big sister. You may call me Big Sister Julie. You may call the other girls Sister. As, Sister Annie on my left and Sister Kaitlin on my right."
"Our mission at SIO is to help you become the most successful women possible. Your initiation—we prefer to call it orientation-- is really training. We will help you understand how to use all that you possess in physical, mental and psychic beauty to become successful. Your brains, your talents, your personality, and yes, your body and your looks will be addressed so you know how to use each to reach the top of your chosen fields."
Big Sister Julie smiled at us, and we all began to believe her. I knew that my mother was incredibly successful. She was a psychiatrist in private practice, served one day a week in a low income clinic, was on a couple non-profit boards, and was recently elected to the board of one our state's largest banks. In addition, she was the coolest mom I knew.
When we talked about this college and SIO, my mom told me to be prepared to stretch myself, learn new things about myself and others, to experience incredible new adventures and to embrace the whole experience—no matter how intimidating it may be. She smiled and said after the first year, she and I would have a "sister to sister" talk, and I could ask her the million questions she knew I would have by then.
Julie looked at us and began again. "Some of you may have heard the term, shave-tailed recruits. It comes from the military and means brand new recruits. Now, that's what you girls are going to be--shaved-tail recruits." Julie smiled once more showing perfect white teeth. "Now, girls, please stand and drop your robes."
We all looked at each other, probably thinking the same thing. "She wants us to stand naked in front of the entire sorority?"
Julie said it again, this time without a smile. "Girls, you have to learn the First Rule for recruits. Whenever I or any sister gives you an order, you must obey. Obey at once and without hesitation. If you do, you will find this orientation time valuable; if you do not, you will find the consequences will be valuable, but certainly not as pleasant. So, girls, drop your robes."
I, like the others, slowly undid the sash, opened the robe and let it fall to the floor. There we were, seven totally nude eighteen year old girls standing in front of a room of beautiful and fully clothed older girls.
"Well, done, Recruits. And, my suspicions have been confirmed. Please take a look at each other and then answer me why you are all unqualified to be considered shave-tailed recruits for SIO?"
Shyly we turned our heads and checked out the other naked girls. I was standing between the tall black girl and the red headed Irish lass. I looked at the black girl, who had to be at least 6'2". She had large breasts that were a café au lait color in contrast to the dark coffee skin on her face, arms and legs. Her enormous breasts stood up as if by some invisible force. Her nipples were dark chocolate and were centered in slightly milk chocolate areolas. She had a six pack stomach, accented by a gold belly button ring. Her legs were long and shapely, with clearly defined muscles. Her butt was wide, but looked firm. She had a thick patch of dark, wiry hair between her legs that was shaped into a wide rectangle.
The red head was about my height, 5'7", with incredibly curly hair cascading over her shoulders. Her skin was milky white with a covering of freckles reaching from her forehead, over her shoulders and fading out as they reached her blindingly white breasts. Her breasts were average sized with sort of a teardrop look. She had a tiny areola with a small rosebud nipple on each. She was not muscular like the black girl, but had a nice shape with wide hips and freckled covered legs. Her pubic hair was an outrageous tangle of red curls that spread out onto her thighs and poked up toward her navel.
They both checked me out to see my short cropped brunette hair, done to accent my long neck. I had small breasts, 32A, with puffy nipples on top of rose colored areolas. Being small, my breasts and nipples stood firmly on my chest. I have narrow hips and shapely legs. My own private area is a dark patch of silk, trimmed but not shaved.
We quickly looked over the other naked Recruits and noticed that they all had different shapes and sizes of breasts, legs, butts and torsos. I then realized what we all had in common, and what Big Sister Julie was probably referring to.
"So," Julie asked? "Why are you Recruits non-compliant?"
No one spoke for a minute, then I slowly raised my hand.
Julie asked me my name. "Andy—short for Andrea," I replied.
"Well, Recruit Andy, what's the answer?"
I gulped and said in a timid voice, "Is it because we all have, um, you know, like, um, hairy pussies"
The other Sisters laughed. "Exactly, Recruit Andy'" said Julie. "So, the first thing is to take care of this problem. I want you to pair up and help each other out. And, I mean you are not to groom yourself, one of your fellow recruits will do you and then you can return the favor. Then you can put your robes back on and come down for your first education session."
Again, I raised my hand. Julie frowned, but nodded in my direction. "Uh, Julie,..."
"Big Sister Julie," she corrected.
"Sorry, Big Sister Julie, uh, couldn't we each just sorta take care of ourselves?"
"Recruit Andy, you are really helpful today. First, you enlightened your fellow recruits on why they can't be considered shave-tails, now you give us a splendid opportunity to instruct your fellow recruits on the First Rule, which is?"
Julie's eyes burned into mine. I felt my throat go dry and tried to remember what she said just a couple minutes ago. I shook my head like an idiot.
Julie grinned, but it was not a happy grin. "Step forward, Recruit Andy."
I took a shaky step toward her. Julie put her hand out to Sister Kaitlin, who handed her a ping-pong paddle.
"Turn around, Recruit Andy, and face your Sister Recruits." I did so and heard Julie speaking from behind me. "The First Rule is to always obey an order from a Sister. Do you remember now?"
"Yes, Jul...Big Sister Julie."
"Good. Now, Recruit Andy, please spread your legs."
Feeling vulnerable, but afraid to disobey, I spread my legs a couple inches, anticipating what was to come.
"Farther," said Julie.
I spread them farther and then felt the edge of the paddle pushing against the inside of my thighs. I spread my legs farther, until I thought I might lose my balance.
"Bend over and grab your calves," instructed Julie.
I complied, realizing how exposed my backside was to Julie and all the girls sitting behind me.
"Lovely," spoke Julie. I felt what I thought must be the handle of the paddle move up the inside of my right thigh and then stop at my exposed lips. The handle outlined their shape and nudged them open. I felt completely exposed, mortified and a bit turned on.
"Lovely," repeated Julie. "Sisters, doesn't Recruit Andy have a beautiful little puss winking at us?" There were murmurs of agreement from the girls. I then felt the bat being balanced on my lower back and soft hands feeling my butt cheeks. The hands spread my cheeks exposing my anus to the crowd. I heard a couple oohs and then felt a finger poking at my tightly puckered opening, which had only had things coming out and never anything in the other direction. I tensed even more as the digit slightly probed my rear. Finally, my cheeks were released and I gave a small sigh of relief.
That relief exploded in the next second when I felt the sharp smack of the paddle on my bare ass. Before I could do more than gasp, there were five more whacks, a total of three on each cheek. I cried out and stood up.
"Did I give you permission to stand up, Recruit Andy?"
I was softly rubbing my throbbing ass and holding back tears. I sniffled a reply of "No."
"Then, please resume the position." Dreading the outcome, I obeyed. Without warning, I felt six more attacks on my butt, and even sensed the pain in my exposed pussy lips.
This time I could not control my tears and openly started sobbing.
"Now, Recruit Andy, please stand up and face me."
I straightened and turned toward Julie. I heard a low murmur from the six Recruits behind me as they gazed at my ass that must be beet red now.
"What is the First Rule?"
"Always obey a Sister's order," I choked out between sobs.
Julie came up to me her face an inch from mine. She reached up and wiped my tears away with the cuff of her cotton shirt. She then slid her hands around me and cupped my aching ass. Her hands were cool and felt good on the hotness of my behind. Her eyes locked on mine and then she pinched each ass cheek hard. I opened my mouth in reaction only to find Julie's lips on mine and her tongue deep inside my mouth. The combination of the painful pinching, the sensuous kiss and the tongue probing me made my nipples harden and my juices stir. Julie removed her tongue, but kept pinching my cheeks. She kissed me softly on my lips. She then removed one hand from my ass and slid it to my breast, feeling the stiffened nipple. She took it between her fingers and pinched it, but not as painfully as her fingers continued to do on my behind. She pulled the hard nub and again I felt wetness between my legs. Her eyes were open and locked into mine. She saw the confusion in them as I struggled with the anger of being spanked and humiliated, pinched, kissed and now fondled. Julie also saw the raw rush of pleasure escaping from my eyes.
She broke off, and turning me by my shoulders gentled pushed me back to the line of other Recruits. I turned and took my place.
Julie paired the others, and since there were seven, put me, the Irish girl and the black girl together.
"Be back in one hour, with just your robes on, Recruits."
We all left for our rooms upstairs.
Grooming 101
Even though the robe was soft, it chaffed my sore ass as we climbed the stairs. As soon as we entered my bedroom, I tugged the robe off and stood in front of the full length mirror on the door. Turning and looking over my shoulder, I inspected the damage. My cheeks were red raw and I could see two scarlet places where Julie pinched them.
The Irish girl said, "That looks awful. Is it really painful?" I grimaced and nodded.
She introduced herself as Kathleen. I told her to call me Andy. The black girl came over and looked in the mirror to see my throbbing bottom. "Girl, you have got some serious hurtin' there. Damn, if Big J tried that on my thunder butt, I guarantee you that puny little paddle would have shattered into a thousand pieces." She grinned and patted me on the shoulder. "I'm Letetia." We shook hands and I immediately felt a bond with her.
"Shit, girl," Letetia continued, "Big J put some hot moves on you. Do you know her?"
Still gazing at my sore and scarlet butt, I said, "Just met her. I was really embarrassed."
"Well, it could be worse," said Letetia. "At least Big J is a hottie herself."
Just then the door opened and Sister Annie entered, followed by two other sisters carrying an assortment of bags, which turned out to be ours.
The girls dropped them and left, then Annie spoke. "Big Sister Julie has decided that you three will share this room." She reached into her sweatshirt pocket and pulled out a tube of some sort of ointment. "Recruit Andy, I suggest your roommates apply some of this soon to your butt, it will help with the pain and make the skin heal faster." She tossed it to Letetia.
Then she told us we needed to get to work. "Andy you shave Letetia. Letetia, you do Kathleen, and then Kathleen you take care of Andy. Now, you two, take off your robes."
Kathleen and Letetia dropped them and stood along side of me. Annie looked closely at each of our hairy patches. From her back pocket, she pulled a pair of long, thin scissors. She crossed to Letetia and reached out and ran her hand through the big girl's wiry strip. Letetia pulled her hand away and twisted Annie's arm.
"Let go of me or you will be very sorry," said Annie.
Letetia glared at her and reluctantly let her arm drop.
"Do not ever touch a sister unless you are told to do so. We can touch Recruits, but you cannot touch us. Understood?"
Letetia gave her a big grin and said "Yes, Sister Annie."
It was far from a sincere agreement.
Annie again grabbed the wiry pubic region and this time pulled with enough force to make Letetia rock forward.
"This mess is so thick, you will need to trim it with the scissors and then shave it. Actually, all of you will have to start with the scissors. Be sure you get all the hair, including between your pussy and your asshole, and around your butt. We will inspect you and we want to see nothing but your pretty little slits."
She looked at each of us and reminded us that we were not to do ourselves, or the consequences would be harsh. With that, she took a seat on one of the bunk beds and waited.
"OK, Andy, get down—and I mean down, girl—to business," said Letetia.
Kathleen grabbed a towel and set it on the edge of one of the beds. Letetia sat and I knelt in front of her. Now, I have never been this close to another women's sex. In fact, other than some geeky practice make out sessions with a couple high school buddies, I never had a girl kiss me before. Now, I had been kissed, French kissed, groped, felt up, and my nose was five inches from the pussy of the biggest girl I had ever seen. Whoever said college would be full of new experiences certainly was a master of understatement.
I tentatively reached out and pulled a small tangle of hairs out as far as they would stretch. "You're not going to break my arm, are you?"
"You nip my honey pot with those scissors or that razor and you won't even have an arm left to break." I figured she was kidding, but I was going to be super cautious just to be sure.
I snipped, pulled snipped and repeated the action, until I had cleared Letetia's pubes down to a low layer. Kathleen handed me a can of shaving cream and a razor. I squirted a glob in my hand and rubbed it all over her crotch. I could feel her lips under my fingers. I slowly shaved away a mass of short curls, while avoiding the area close to her slit. I decided the only way to finish it was to run one finger down the insides of her lips, clearing away the cream, and then bring the razor right to the edge while pulling the flesh taut. I did so and felt the big girl squirm. "Am I hurting you?" I asked tentatively.
"No, dammit girl, you are making me wet. Jus' do your thing and get the hell out of my pussy."
I finished up and wiped the cream away exposing two very large, meaty outer lips with the inner lips of bright pink showing through. Letetia lay back, pulled her feet up on the bed and spread her legs wide, so I could clean up all the strays. Her sex opened a little, and I could see more pink, some darker areas and the glistening of wetness. She then turned over, again spread-eagled and I completed the job around her anus.
Letetia stood and walked to the mirror to examine herself. "Shit, that looks kinda sexy. My man is going to like eating from a clean plate."
We all laughed, including Sister Annie. "Nice job, Recruit Andy. Now, you two others get moving".
Kathleen was next. Letetia repeated the snipping process on her, only she had about twice the amount of hair to trim with the scissors. When she got to shaving close to her slit, Kathleen put a hand over the black girl's.
"My clit is so sensitive. I am already close to cummin', so please be careful."
Letetia caught my eye and winked. "Honey, you mean this little bump up here?" Letetia ran her fingers over the red stubble-covered hood with the tiny knob of flesh sticking up.
Kathleen screamed and clamped her legs shut, but we both knew it was too late. She gasped for breath, shook once or twice, raised her bottom off the bed and then collapsed.
"Damn, you are quick on the trigger. I bet the boys love you."
Kathleen, whose face was now as flushed as my battered butt, kept her eyes closed and softly said. "Other than my own little fingers, that is the first time anyone has been there."
"The fuck you say! You mean to say that I just gave you your first big O?"
"Aye, that's what I'm saying."
"Well, sorry, little one."
"Don't be sorry, it was brilliant!"
We all laughed. Annie urged us on so we would not be late getting back down stairs.
Letetia quickly completed the grooming of her front. Kathleen's lips were not nearly as meaty or large as Letetia's.
Kathleen stood up and turned to me. I sat on the bed and immediately jumped up. My butt was way too sore to sit. Letetia suggested I stand and put one leg on the bed. I did so and felt much more exposed than either of them looked. Kathleen took the scissors and started in. Following with the shaving cream, she had a touch as light as a butterfly, I seriously started dripping. Kathleen just looked up and smiled and kept the razor moving. Soon I was as bald as the others. I let Kathleen clean in between my legs and then bent over and she finished my backside. Looking across the room into the mirror, with my shaved beav, tiny tits, and short hair, I looked like a twelve year old escapee from a labor camp.
Kathleen picked up the towel with the black, red and brown clippings and carefully carried it into the attached bathroom to dump in the wastebasket. Letetia then told me to get down on the bed on my tummy.
She took the tube and squeezed some cool liquid onto my cheeks. "Hey, Kathleen, you do one cheek and I'll do the other. I don't want the word going round that I'm the only one messing with all roomies."
Each sat on either side of me and softly rubbed the lotion into my sore butt. Kathleen's touch was like a caress, and Letetia's more like what you would expect from an experienced masseuse. It felt really good and I felt my self reacting to the touch and opening my legs. They each moved their hands to the insides of my thighs and rubbed the lotion there, almost imperceptivity and, I think accidentally, touching my outer lips.



"OK, white girl with red ass, you done. Get up."
Annie said we had only a minute to get back down stairs. We pulled on our robes and headed to the door. Sister Annie smiled at us and said we did just fine.
"I'm supposed to inspect you, but we don't have time. But, Julie will, so just go with the flow." She opened the door and headed out.
I turned to them and thanked them for taking care of me. "I think this roommate thing may just work out." Letetia lit up the room with a 1,000 watt smile and Kathleen turned a new shade of red and nodded. I led us down to something none of us could ever have expected.
The Rules
Julie was again standing in front of the rest of the sorority. She motioned us to our chairs and told us to sit. I eased my sore butt down, but immediately started squirming. Annie whispered something to Julie, and she nodded.
"Recruit Andy, you may stand if you wish."
I thanked her and stood. Annie pulled the chair away so I was in line with the other recruits.
Julie pulled a chair in front of us and began talking as she sat and crossed her long legs.
"Recruits, you may be confused by what you have experienced so far and thinking you might want to leave. Let me explain the purpose of our orientation and then the simple rules you will follow. If, after listening, you wish to leave, you can do so and we will not say a word about your time with us. We will not blackball you if you pledge another sorority. I can tell you, however, that you will come to regret that decision. Because, if you stay, you will be on the path to becoming a powerful, successful and respected woman."
Julie looked each of us in the eye. "Our goal is to make you fabulous women. The secret is simple; it can be summed up in one word—Control. If you can master control, you can master yourselves and everyone you will meet in life. Everything we do in this orientation is geared to showing you one facet of control or another. Trust in me and the other sisters, and you will find a power in your life you never imagined."
Julie paused and let her words sink in. She then smiled and said that the rules will help us learn control. She asked me about the First Rule.
"Always obey a sister," I quickly replied as I reimagined the painful strokes on my butt.
"Excellent! Now, Recruits, remove your robes, we need to inspect your work."
Julie ordered the other girls to stand. Slowly we all dropped our robes. She looked at our newly shaved crotches, lingering on each one. She told us to take a moment and look at each other. We each moved so we could view the other naked girls. Again, the differences were striking. I never gave much thought to girl's pussies, but each one was different in its now shaved state.
"Sister Annie and Sister Kaitlin were there any problems?" Both girls shook their heads.
Julie walked to the end of the line where the Hispanic girl stood. She was short, about 5' 2", with dark hair, light brown skin, pointed boobs, a thick waist and short, but shapely legs. With her dark eyes and strong facial features, she demanded attention. Her pussy was smooth, and her lips were thick and full. Julie slipped her hand onto her mound and rubbed up and down. She then ordered the girl to sit and had Annie and Kaitlin raise and pull apart her legs. She was now completely exposed. Julie felt along her lips and slid her hand under her groping up to her anus. Julie nodded and the other girls released her legs. They assisted the recruit to stand again.
Julie repeated the process with a blond recruit with huge boobs and long legs, followed by an examination of a brunette with sagging boobs, a narrow waist, and short, stocky legs. Her face, however, was absolutely beautiful. I thought she would be one girl who looked much better dressed than naked.
Next was the Asian girl. I noticed her as soon as we had come into the sorority earlier that day. She had long, straight black hair that hung half-way down her back. Her skin was as smooth as beige silk. She was taller than I would have expected, probably around 5'6". She had perfectly shaped breasts sitting at a great angle on her chest. The nipples were dark and her areolas small and brown. The nipples pointed up and looked erect. Her waist was narrow and her hips hardly flared at all. What made her even more exotic and sexy was her Mons. It was quite pronounced and now that it was bare, showed a mound that called immediate attention to itself. With her flat stomach and naked raised Mons, she commanded voyeuristic stares from the rest of us. Julie called her forward and I could now see her small, tight buns, with a dimple on either side.
Julie must have also felt the erotic vibes coming from the Asian girl, since she not only felt her crotch, but ran her hands over the perky breasts standing so smartly on her golden chest.
As the other girls separated the Asian's legs, Julie took her time examining every square inch of the dramatically exposed young woman. Finally, she gave a nod and the two Sisters released the Recruit. I felt my heart beating faster and my insides heating up.
Julie now began examining Kathleen, and as we suspected, Kathleen began reacting to the touch near to her sensitive clit. Julie picked up on this right away, and played with it sending crimson from the tops of Kathleen's milky breasts up to the top of her head accompanied by labored breathing. When the Sisters spread her, Julie fondled her unmercifully. Suddenly, she stopped. She reached between Kathleen's legs and then asked Annie to do the same. After feeling the totally embarrassed Irish girl, Annie nodded sheepishly to Julie.
"Recruit, who shaved you?" demanded Julie.
In a soft voice, Kathleen said, "Letetia."
Julie then turned to Annie. "Sister, did you check this Recruit?"
Annie looked uncomfortable, and said "No, Big Sister, we were a little rushed, and I..."
Julie cut her off. "I am not interested in excuses. I am quite upset to find this Recruit is not a real shave-tail. Do you see the red hair there?"
Annie agreed with her.
Julie then ordered both Kathleen and Letetia to step forward. Guessing what was probably waiting, they tentatively moved out of line. Julie instructed them to turn, spread their legs and grasp their calves.
She then handed the paddle to Annie and told her to administer the punishment. "Sister, remember to be strong, or the number will be doubled."
Annie stepped behind Kathleen. Her smooth rear pushed toward the ceiling. Annie sighed and let go with a solid smack on one cheek, followed by an equally strong one on the other.
Kathleen cried out and tried to stifle her sobs. The first two were swiftly followed by four more until the white of the fair-skinned lass was now scarlet.
Julie stepped to Letetia and without hesitation administered six whacks that sounded like wood hitting a stone wall. Letetia did not even flinch, and winked at me.
Julie told the girls to retake their place. She then told Annie to face us. Annie, with a pained expression on her face, stood in front of us recruits. Julie told her to drop her pants.
Annie undid her belt, slid down the zipper and eased her jeans to the floor. She had on a red thong.
"The rest," commanded Julie.
Annie pulled the thong down, then stepped clear of her clothes. She had a thick blond strip with full lips poking through. She was beautiful standing in front of us half-naked.
"You know the rest, Sister," said Julie
Annie bent over and grabbed her calves. Julie administered ten whacks. Julie then felt between her legs, finally removing her hand and wiping the wetness on Annie's red butt. When Annie straightened up, we could see the tears pouring down her cheeks, but she had not uttered a sound.
"Pick up your clothes," ordered Julie.
Annie picked up her underwear and jeans and placed them on a chair, and then rejoined Kaitlin and Julie in the inspections. She looked strange standing there half-naked.
After Annie's punishment, Julie inspected me with her smooth, cool fingers and I felt the same jolt I experienced when she kissed me and touched my breast earlier.
Julie is one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. She is around six feet tall, with a smooth complexion and honey colored hair, pulled back to accent her high cheek bones. Her eyes are deep blue and her mouth a full bow of red. She appears to have a phenomenal figure under her cashmere sweater and tailored pants.
Finally, they finished with me and moved to Letetia. Julie spent a long time on the thick lips of the black girl's sex.
Finishing, she returned to sit in front of us with Annie, still bottomless, and Kaitlin standing on either side.
"Recruits, I will now share Rule Two, it has two parts. First, while you are recruits you will not wear any undergarments. No bra, no panties, no panty hose—nothing. Second, you will wear a skirt at all times when you are out. In the house, you will wear nothing or your robe. Is that clear?"
We all feebly nodded yes.
"Rule Three—and this is to be carried out without exception. A failure to follow Rule Three means immediate discipline. Fail twice and the consequences are severe. Fail three times, and you are out."
Julie paused to be sure her admonitions had sunk in. By the frightened looks in our eyes, she had her answer.
"Rule Three, if anyone—male or female—asks if you are a shave-tailed SIO recruit, you must show that person that you are within one minute. That is why you will wear a skirt and no underwear. The only exceptions are that you do not have to respond if you are in class or any academic building. Please note, the library is not considered an academic building. Other than the times you are in class or an academic building, you will be accompanied by either Sister Kaitlin or Sister Annie. You are split into two sets and you will make arrangements to meet after classes so that you may always travel together and with your Sister. "
Julie looked at our shocked faces and smiled.
"Any questions, Recruits?"
I believe all of us were speechless and not a sound came in response. Julie then dismissed us back to our rooms.
The meaning of rules
None of us even bothered to put on our robes and just grabbed them and ran up the stairs. Kathleen immediately broke into loud sobs and crumpled on a bottom bunk, lying on her tummy. Her delicate rear was three shades redder than mine and looked like it was about to burst.
Letetia picked up the ointment and tossed it to me.
Letetia bent over and I carefully applied a liberal coating, marveling at how taut and firm her buttocks were. She really was like a statue carved from marble. I next bent down next to Kathleen and softly asked her if I could put on the soothing ointment. She nodded, and I squirted a blob on each cheek. I could feel the heat in my palms as I carefully worked in the liquid.
Just as I was finishing the door opened and Annie came in. She was still bottomless and looked pissed, and I figured Julie probably reamed her a new one. She told Kathleen to get up and ordered me to get the razor and shaving cream.
With a hand from Letetia, Kathleen stood and crossed to where Annie knelt in front of a desk. She motioned for another desk chair to be brought over and indicated that Kathleen should put a leg up. Annie then rubbed a mound of cream into the area between the Irish girl's legs and quickly, but gently took care of any stubble. Wiping her clean with a towel, Annie slowly moved her hand over every inch to be sure there were no stragglers.
She then turned to me and said, "Shave me clean."
We stared in wonder and she said, "Yeah, I fucked up so I have to keep it shaved as long as you girls do and I have to let you guys do it. Julie said to be sure that Andy does it first."
She plopped on the bed and spread her legs, winced at the pain emanating from her paddled butt, but did not get up. I used the cream and razor and in a minute she was as bald as we were. Hers was the second woman's sex I had touched in less than an hour. Annie's lips were pronounced and folded over her clit and I saw some drops of excitement slowly oozing out. There was also a strong but pleasant womanly scent reaching my nose.
She then told us to lie in our beds because she wanted to talk with us.
Kathleen and I shared one lower bunk while the big, black beauty took another bottom bed. Annie pulled up a chair between the bunks. She had to grab a pillow from a top bunk to slide under her naked and sore butt. Her shaved pussy glistened, reflecting the light in the room as she sat with her legs apart.
"Girls, I'm sorry you were punished. I should have checked. I feel responsible, but it is also a valuable lesson learned. There will be inspections all throughout your orientation, so I urge you to tend to your grooming every day. Remember you cannot do yourself. This is sort of an honor code, and I wager every girl who was ever here did do it herself, but if you get caught the punishment is not pleasant.
"I will bring up some lotion with aloe that will help guard against razor burn."
Kathleen lay in front of me, both of us on our sides. Her rear was softly pressed against me and I could feel the heat from the reddened cheeks. I stroked her magnificent curls with one hand as her head rested on my arm. My breasts poked into her back and the contact felt both good and erotic.
Annie explained about what Julie meant when she talked about control.
"If you can control yourself, no matter what, you will be successful. You will learn how to control others and make them do what you want. Now, I know you are wondering how you can be in control when you have to show your private parts to anyone who says the right words. Think of it this way. The person asking to see you thinks he or she is in control. But, they really want something that only you can give. So, you have the control. Once they see your pretty, shaved sex, they will be filled with desire. Again, you can control that desire by flirting, denying, or many other tactics. You now control them."
I could feel Kathleen relax as Annie spoke and I stroked her hair. After a few minutes, she reached for my hand and brought it to her mouth. With tiny kisses, she covered my palm.
"The other thing you have to control is your sex drive. We have deliberately made you more provocative and contrived to put you in sensual situations. You cannot give in to just anyone, you must exercise self-control. If you can make these situations work for you, then you will have conquered one of the most dangerous situations for women. By taking control of your sexuality, you will take control of most of the men, and the women, you will meet. Believe me, even if a man is not trying to get into bed with you, he is thinking about it, or thinking about what you look like naked. Control that, and you control him.
"So, how do you—attractive women with an abundance of hormones—keep your own libidos in control? Well, that's what sisters are for."
Kathleen laughed and turned back to look me directly in the eye and winked. As she did, she pushed her butt harder into my crotch.
"Girls, we are not advocating that you become gay, or even bi. You are free to refrain from sex with your sisters. No one is every going to pressure you. If they do, come to me immediately. I'm serious, we will not tolerate that.
"We are saying that sex is something sisters can share just as we share secrets, clothes, and other special things. I know that just about every SIO has gone on to marry or, if not, to remain outwardly hetero. I also know that intimacy between sisters is a powerful bond that will last a lifetime.
"Before I came here and became a SIO, I never had any sexual experience with another girl. I mean it, nothing. But, just like you I was suddenly in such an unknown world that I couldn't tell up from down. My roommate and I both discovered that we were almost constantly turned on. It didn't take long before we discovered a safe and fun way to get rid of our horniness. After that, it became fun and a little romantic, but mostly fun.
"I've had boyfriends and experience with other sisters in the last two years. Right now, well, let's say I am not in a committed relationship. I'm telling you this because I want you to feel comfortable with each other. If you want to experiment with sex, you can do it here in a total judgment free zone."
Annie shifted her weight on the chair, obviously trying to deal with the soreness in her rear. In doing so, she exposed more of her smooth pussy. I thought it was an erotic vision.
Annie picked up her conversation, telling us about the bond between sisters in this sorority.
"SIOs keep contact with their sisters. Andy, you're a legacy, right?"
I nodded.
"So," continued Annie, "does your mother still have her "girls only" weekends and vacations with her sorority sisters?"
I thought about it and then nodded that she did. I never gave it a minute's thought, but now I recall that two or three times a year she would say she was getting together with her old college buddies.
"Exactly. Now don't think that these weekends are orgies of lesbian sex. That's not the point. They are a time when these beautiful, successful and complex women can come together and allow themselves to be out of control. They can have sex, get a little drunk, let off steam, bitch about their husbands, complain about their kids, and, yes, have a little more sex. It's safe, it's healthy, and it is with people they trust more than anyone else in the world. When they leave, they are back in control and ready to take on life's shit."
Annie asked it there were any questions.
I said, "What about the spanking?"
She smiled and said, "Good question. Actually, the spankings are an important part of your education.
"First, it gives you experience in controlling pain. As women, we may experience a lot of pain. We all have heard about the pain of childbirth. I am not saying a paddling compares to that pain, but you can begin to control how you react to pain. The more control you have with pain, the more control you will have with your lives.
"Second, we want you to experience the connection between pain and pleasure. Did any of you feel anything besides pain when you were paddles?"
Emboldened by a feeling of trust and shared humiliation with my roommates, I said softly, "I did."
"What did you feel, Andy?"
"I felt a strong tingle in my pussy and clit. I mean the paddle hurt like hell, but there was something behind that pain that made me a bit excited."
"And...?" prompted Annie.
"And, when Julie..."
"Big Sister Julie," said Annie, "get used to calling her that."
"When Big Sister Julie pinched my ass, I, sort of, got wet."
Annie smiled and nodded.
"Yep, there is a connection between pain and excitement. You need to understand it and then learn how to control it. It can bring pleasure and confidence to you."
"Finally," Annie said, "some women who master control and use it throughout their lives to become successful, need to release that control once in a while. That is why many of SIOs enjoy bondage and domination. They can let loose of their control in a very safe environment with those they love and trust. It is a liberating experience for them. It is a cleansing."
"Do you do that, Annie?" asked Kathleen.
"Kathleen, please remember to call me Sister Annie. I don't mind here in the room, but if Big Sister Julie heard you, we both would be punished.
"Yes, I do enjoy it. There are a couple senior sisters who sponsor B&D weekends. I have gone to a couple and come back both satisfied and energized."
Annie wrapped up her little talk and said she wanted to take a hot tub. Asking if anyone wanted to join her, she stood and pulled off her top and bra. She had a great body and we all admired her standing naked in front of us. She and Letetia pulled on robes and grabbed towels, and soon Kathleen and I were alone in the room.



Kathleen snuggled back into me and thanked me for being so kind. I told her I had a feeling we had all better stick together in order to make it through orientation.
"What do you think about what Annie said?" asked Kathleen. "You know about sisters helping out sisters with...well, with sex."
I found that to be an intriguing question, since I was cuddling a naked girl in my arms.
"I don't know," I replied. "I mean I never had sex with a girl. And, I guess you haven't either?"
"God, no," was Kathleen's soft reply. "Up to today, I was wondering what it would be like to have sex with a boy. Lord, now I've double the thinking to do."
We both laughed.
"Well, this could be an interesting semester," I said.
"Ah, that it could be," Kathleen replied.
The First Test The next day we all rose early. I showered, sneaking in a quick shave on my puss and pulled on clothes. It felt weird to wear a skirt, and especially with no underwear.
We had a quick bite to eat. Our group included us three roommates and the Asian girl. Annie escorted us to our classroom building, Ford Hall. After checking our schedules, she knew we all had morning classes and so did she. Since Ford was an academic building, she reassured us we would not have to worry about being challenged. She told us to meet in the entrance of Ford and we would walk over to the dining hall for lunch. She advised us to go to a study room on the second floor in between classes.
"Girls," said Annie, "you have to get ready. Most of the upperclassmen know about our orientation. They can identify you because you will be about the only girls on campus wearing skirts. They look forward to this day. There is some competition to see who gets the first look. My advice is just do it. Don't think about it. If someone says the right phrase, show him or her. If you hesitate or make a big deal out of it, you will have given them control. Remember what Julie said."
With our pep talk over, Annie left us so we could find our classes. No one from my group was in my English class. As soon as I walked in I felt eyes on me, including the young instructor, who was a graduate fellow.
Maybe it was my imagination, but I thought everyone knew I was a SIO pledge and that I was shaved and naked under my short skirt.
I found sitting a bit uncomfortable since my butt still hurt from the paddling. A bit of squirming and I was able to make it through.
I had another class immediately following and was relieved to see Kathleen sitting in the room. We sat together and made eye contact, silently trying to give each other strength.
Class ended at 11:30 and we made our way to the front of Ford. Annie was waiting and in a few minutes we were joined by Letetia and Tran, the Asian girl.
Annie said there were a couple more things to remember.
"You don't have to respond if someone just shouts out to show them your pussy. A person has to come up to you and ask if you are a SIO shave-tail recruit. If that person does not say those words, you do not have to show it. If he, or she, does, then I'd say just lift your skirt. You only have to do it for a second. But you do have to be sure it was long enough for that person, but not necessarily anyone else who might be standing around, to see you.
"Since no one knows your name, they will try to identify you by some characteristic. For example, Kathleen, they will probably call you Red. Tran will most likely be Asian or Asian-girl. Letetia you will probably intimidate most of them, so they may just call you Ma'am or maybe Big Girl. Andy, I don't know what they'll say."
I soon found out. As we walked outside of Ford, a pretty blond girl approached me. She headed a pack of six other boys and girls.
She came up to me.
"What do we have here?" she called out to her friends. "Well, I do believe we have some SIO wannabes."
The mocking tone of her voice set me on guard. I came to find out my instincts were correct. She would be our main nemesis during our orientation.
"Quite a motley group. Looks like some sort of quota gathering," she sneered.
I could feel Letetia tense up beside me. I put a hand on her arm to try to calm her.
"Oh, look, the little one with no tits is trying to soothe the savage."
Letetia took a step toward her, her eyes narrowed to slits.
"Oh, Annie, better tell this Black Beast that she should keep it cool. I wouldn't want to have to report her to the Intercouncil Disciplinary Committee. Might get SIO put on probation."
I could feel the strength in Letetia as I tried to keep her from moving forward.
Annie moved in front of her. She smiled and just said, "Control."
Letetia finally broke off staring at the blond and made eye contact with Annie. She nodded and stepped back.
Annie faced the ringleader.
"Gretchen, cool it. I might interpret your language as racist and I can assure you the IDC would not take kindly to it. Maybe, even put you Pi's on probation."
Gretchen shot Annie a dagger look, then shrugged a "Whatever."
Turning to me the blond said, "Hey, little No Tits, is it true you are a SIO shave-tailed recruit?"
I looked at the seven strangers standing in front of me with their gazes locked on my short skirt.
Annie looked expectantly in my direction.
My palms were sweating, my heart pounding and I was thinking pledging SIO was the biggest mistake of my life. In the back of my mind, I heard an imaginary clock ticking down the sixty seconds.
I glanced at my sisters and they all had the deer in the headlights look.
I looked back at the blond leader.
I swallowed hard and said, "You bet your ass I am."
I lifted my skirt as high as I could and gave them all a straight view of my naked and smooth sex. I held the pose longer than I knew was necessary.
I kept it up until one of the other girls and a boy actually looked away. I learned my first lesson about control.
I let my skirt drop and we pushed our way through the small group and headed to Rogers dining hall.
As we walked on, Annie squeezed my shoulder and said "Well done, Andy. Well done."
My sisters pounded my back with congratulations.
As we entered Rogers Hall, I immediately saw the tall blond Recruit from SIO standing with her skirt pulled up in front of about a dozen male students. They were whooping it up and the girl was silently crying.
Before we made it back to our sorority house that afternoon, we had all lifted our skirts at least a dozen times. Sometimes it was a group of boys, a group of girls, mixed groups and even a couple solo students who asked to take a look. In one group, I noticed the grad assistant who was my English teacher. He was definitely looking. I felt that there was probably no one on campus who hadn't had a peek at my pussy.
When we finally got back to our sorority, Kathleen, Letetia and I raced up to our room. Falling on our beds we began exchanging stories of showing our pussies around campus.
Between laughs we replayed our first day.
A knock on the door brought us around and Annie walked in.
"Well, girls, you survived. Congratulations. The first day is in some way the easiest."
Puzzled, I asked, "Easiest?" I couldn't imagine it getting any harder.
Annie pulled up a desk chair and explained.
"Today, you showed your most private part to a bunch of strangers. It was difficult, but you did it. By tomorrow and the days after that, you will have made some acquaintances. You will like some people and not like others. Then, you will have to expose yourself to someone who knows you, and maybe whom you like. That is harder, believe me."
I told them about seeing my English teacher and how uncomfortable I probably would feel in class knowing he saw my naked pussy.
I also recalled seeing a cute guy in my French class. I imagined him asking me out and then I imagined what it would feel like to have him staring at my bald pussy in the middle of the dining hall. I began to understand what Annie was saying.
"What's up with that girl, Gretchen?" asked Letetia. "Is she for real?"
Annie told us that Gretchen would do everything she could to try to get us to get bounced or quit. She said there was some bad blood between her and SIO, but didn't give any details.
Annie then said it was time for us to come down for a house meeting. She said that we could leave our clothes and robes in our room.
"Girls, there will be an inspection tonight, so I suggest you groom before coming down. Andy, can you do me, since I have to be as smooth as you guys?"
I nodded and Annie walked into our bathroom, while Letetia and Kathleen stayed in the bedroom. She undid her jeans and slid off her blue bikinis. She sat on the toilet seat and spread her legs. I knelt in front of her and spread shaving cream over her sex. I shaved her and toweled off the excess. She turned and spread her legs so I could work the back of her and between her legs. I noticed her pink pussy and the slightly darker opening to her anus.
It's funny in just a couple days I thought nothing of putting my nose inches from another girl's pussy and rubbing my hands over her entire sex. I also got a little tingle because Annie was beautiful and had a pretty puss. I noticed she was a little damp while I worked on her. Feeling daring, I rubbed my finger on her clit. She wiggled and turned to smile at me. I cleaned off the extra cream and once again paid extra attention to her clit. She moved her behind in concert with my touch. I then boldly took some of the moisture on her pussy and smeared in her anus. I softly rubbed the outside of her butt hole. I could hear her take in breath. Annie then stood and turned to me. She leaned over and kissed my forehead and whispered a thank you. I extended by hand and rubbed her clit area harder for a few more seconds. I noticed my finger was wet with her juices.
She bent to my ear and whispered, "That was sweet, Andy. I haven't been touched in a long time."
"No boyfriend as I recall" I asked as I continued my unique experience of touching a girl in her private area.
"No, and no girlfriend either. So, that feels nice."
I looked at the smooth and wet pussy and shocked myself by wondering what it would be like to kiss it.
I put my finger on her smooth sex lips and looked at her. "You're beautiful and very pretty being shaved like this."
Annie smiled and moved to pick up her clothes.
The rest of us helped each other tidy up. Naked we ran downstairs.
Our other pledge sisters were standing naked in front of the room, while the rest of the house was again gathered on the couches and chairs. Annie was still bottomless, but carried her jeans and undies in her arm.
Julie told Kaitlin to inspect Annie. I had already sensed there was a bit of rivalry between the two. As Juniors, I imagined they were vying to see who was second in command after Julie and would become Big Sister when Julie graduated. I was sure Julie was aware of the tension, and used this occasion to give another lesson about control. Kaitlin smiled and thoroughly examined Annie. I thought I noticed her slipping a finger inside and confirmed my suspicion by seeing the flushed look on Annie's face. Finishing, she nodded to Julie, who told Annie she could get dressed.
Julie walked back and forth and talked to us. She said she heard good and bad stories, but in general she was proud of her recruits. Julie said that we had to tough it out and not let them see us crying, as she looked at Bridget, the tall blond.
"Recruit Bridget, please step forward," said Julie.
The beautiful girl tentatively moved out from our line.
"Sister Kaitlin reported that you refused to lift your skirt today within the sixty seconds. Is that true?"
Bridget started sobbing and slowly nodded.
"Recruit Bridget, didn't you understand the rules?"
The tall girl nodded.
"Although there are no excuses, please tell me and your fellow recruits why you let us all down today?"
Bridget wiped her nose with the back of her hand and started talking in a shaky voice.
"There was one of my professors standing there," she said. "I just couldn't embarrass myself like that in front of him."
I could sympathize with her, since I felt uncomfortable with flashing my English teacher.
"So, you let others control you?" asked Julie.
"I, I guess so," mumbled Bridget.
"Oh, you most definitely did," she shot back. "And, you brought shame on your fellow recruits and all the sisters of SIO. I told you there would be consequences. Turn around, and grab your calves."
Slowly, Bridget turned and bent from the waist.
"Marcella, come here," ordered Julie.
The Latina girl moved forward.
"You were with Bridget today?"
"Yes, Big Sister Julie."
"And, you obeyed the rule?"
The girl silently nodded.
"Very good, then you shall administer fifteen strokes. Make them good, Recruit Marcella, or all your fellow recruits will suffer."
Marcella picked up the paddle and quickly administered the punishment. The blond rocked with each blow, and her sobs changed to audible cries.
When Marcella had finished, Julie ordered her back in line.
"Recruit Bridget, stand and face me," commanded Julie.
Looking the tall girl in the eyes, she said.
"That was part one of the consequences. Now, I will explain part two."
Kaitlin appeared next to them holding a long navy dress. It was made of jersey and had a sash for a belt.
"Put this on, Recruit Bridget."
The girl slipped on the dress, the fabric now shamelessly clinging to her full body, outlining the shape of her breasts and rear.
"You will wear this for two days. When anyone asks the proper question, you will untie the belt and open the dress. You will show them not only your pretty little cunt, but also your breasts. Do you understand?"
The girl struggled to speak through her tears, but said "Yes."
"Fine, then take it off now and get back in line."
"Now, I'll check all of your grooming then we can have dinner."
Julie worked her way down the line, carefully examining each of us. I felt her hand on my pussy and sucked in as her finger explored my inner lips. She looked in my eyes and then smiled and slipped one finger quickly inside and pulled out just as quickly.
The tradition in SIO was that the recruits served dinner in the nude and then cleaned up and ate by ourselves in the kitchen. We had a cook. He was in his forties and had worked there for years. I'm sure he enjoyed this orientation time with seven young naked women working around him.
After dinner and clean-up, we went to our room for a bit of studying and more chatting about our day.
The next day brought many more exposures. After lunch we were sitting at our table when Gretchen came up with three of the most handsome guys I had ever seen. One was the boy in my French class.
"Well, how are our little show-offs today?" she asked in her mocking voice. I had already mentally dubbed her the Bitch.
Annie asked her what she wanted.
"It's not me, Annie," she said, "it's these young men."
She looked around and her eyes settled on me.
"No Tits, is it true you are a SIO shave-tailed recruit?"
Two of the boys looked on with lustful anticipation, while the boy from my class looked confused.
I stood and walked to stand in front of them.
"You know, Gretch, you keep asking me to show it. I'm beginning to think you are getting off on it. Maybe you'd like a little taste for lunch. Is that what you really want?"
The Bitch glared at me and sneered, "Why don't you do what good little SIOers do and lift your skirt and show us your skanky cunt."
I caught the look on the boy from French class. He was shaking his head in wonderment.
"Hey, what's going on here?" he asked. "Gretchen, you said you would introduce us to some people. I don't get it."
The Bitch turned on her sickening sweet voice and said, "You will, Brad, you will."
"Brad, his name is Brad," I thought. I also thought that once I showed my pussy, I could write him off. Who'd want to have a regular relationship with a girl who was showing her coochie to everyone on campus? Sure, he might want sex, but nothing more.
I put on my brightest smile and grabbed my hem. Slowly, I lifted it up and then moved my feet apart to give them a real show.
The other boys hooted and poked each other with their elbows. Brad looked shocked at what he was seeing. He raised his eyes from my exposed slit, met my gaze, let his stare return to my exposed sex, turned away and walked from our table.
I let my skirt drop and flipped the bird to the Bitch and sat back down.
The Bitch smiled, knowing she got to me. She then asked Kathleen the magic question, followed by Letetia, and finally Tran. I could tell each guy had a hard-on pushing against his jeans.
Later that night in our rooms, we replayed the scene at our table. The other girls picked up on Brad's behavior. I told them he was the cute guy I had mentioned.
"Well," said Kathleen, "He almost behaved like a gentleman. He did take a quick look at you, but then walked away. He didn't even stay to check us out."
"Yeah," I lamented, "Probably in disgust with me for being such a slut."
"No way, babe," chimed in Letetia. "You handled it like a fox. You showed that blond bitch that she is not going to get to you."
I laughed and said that's what I called Gretchen in my mind—Bitch. The others readily agreed and we never called her anything else from that point on.
I silently wondered if the Bitch was going to get to us and maybe even get one of us to quit SIO.
Letetia said she had to go to a team workout. Basketball conditioning was starting and she had to work out every day.
Letetia pulled on clothes. It was the one exception to going commando. She picked up her big bag and headed out.
Kathleen and I sat next to each other on the bottom bunk, both of us totally naked, which was usual for our time in our rooms.
After some more reminiscing about our day, Kathleen said softly, "All this running around with my pussy exposed is starting to get me really horny."
I was surprised at this admission, since she seemed so shy talking about sex.
She looked at me and asked, "How about you?"
I laughed and said, "God, yes."
We laughed together.
I said I needed release, but living so closely together made it awkward.
Kathleen reddened and said, "Well, there's just the two of us here now and we both are suffering from the same malady."
"You mean we should masturbate right here?"
"Yes, that, or..."
"Or what?" I asked.
Kathleen turned to face me, and I repositioned myself, so we were head on to each other.
"I keep thinking about our first day when we were shaving each other and I couldn't hold it back."
I shook my head in understanding.
"Well, I had a great orgasm."
I reached over and stroked her bare arm, "Obviously."
"Yeah, but I also really liked the touch of someone else doing that to me. And, I was thinking about what Annie said about sisters helping each other out. So, I sorta' thought that maybe the two of us, could, you know, like help each other."
It took be a few seconds to take in the significance of what Kathleen was suggesting.
I looked at her beautiful face, now fully blushed, and let my eyes wander down to her full and milky breasts, finally coming to rest on the smooth area between her legs. I felt my pulse pick up with anticipation.
I had never been intimate with a girl, but I was quickly moving in that direction.
"What should we do," I asked.
Kathleen moved in and kissed me. Her lips were warm and soft. I responded and kissed back. We embraced and kissed for a long time. Kathleen moved her hand to my breast.
I loved the touch, but felt self-conscious about the tiny mounds and said so.
Kathleen said, "Don't be ridiculous. Your breasts are beautiful and look like their begging to be licked."



She bent and took a nipple between her lips. A shock ran through my body as she played with her tongue over the tender bud.
"Is this Ok," she asked looking up at me.
"God, yes. Are you sure you've never done it before."
"I think I would have remembered if I did," she said with a laugh in her voice.
She moved her mouth to my other breast and paid equal attention to it as my hands found her more developed breasts.
Haltingly I moved down to kiss the soft mound and the erect nipple. I loved the sensation and worked each breast.
Kathleen pulled me back to her and we lay side by side on the bed. Her hand moved to between my legs. I opened them and felt her gently probing inside. I reacted by kissing her and pushing my pussy hard against her hand.
Slowly I moved my hand on to her naked sex lips. She moaned deeply as I rubbed the barely covered clit.
She pulled my hand away and extracted her finger and pulled me close.
"Andy, I never did this before, either. But, I want you so bad right now. Are you Ok with this?"
I stroked her soft red curls and said, "Yes. I want more, but I don't know if I can do the whole thing."
Kathleen look puzzled, "What?"
"I enjoy kissing, touching and playing with your breasts, even rubbing your clit. But, I don't know if I am ready to put my head between your legs and lick you down there."
Kathleen smiled and said, "Well, it looks like I'll be doing the licking and you can be doing the moaning."
That's what happened, and moan I did. What she lacked in experience she more than overcame with enthusiasm. Although I had a couple boys down there, it never did much for me. They just seemed to fumble along and not hit any good spaces. Kathleen seemed to sense just the right things to do. Having her tongue on my clit not only brought a sensual response but sent electrical sparks through my psyche. "A girl eating my pussy," was a strange message for me to accept. The building orgasm finally pushed my apprehension away. I came in a wave of shudders as Kathleen used her tongue and fingers.
After a few moments rest, I overcame my uncertainties and tasted my first woman. Loving the feel of her clit under my tongue, I surprised myself by savoring the taste of her womanly essence. As I was licking her clit and darting my tongue inside her swollen lips, I recalled the temptation of do this to Annie when I shaved her. God, I wondered if maybe I was a closet dyke. I then concentrated on the fragrant and wet pussy in front of me and sent Kathleen screaming into bliss.
We were still sleeping, entwined in each others arms, when Letetia returned. She took one look and declared, "I see some hanky-panky has been happen' in my room."
"Sorry," I said meekly.
"Shit, girl, the only thing to be sorry about was that I wasn't here to join in."
Kathleen muttered, "It was heaven."
She reached her hand out and Letetia held it. "Ah, maybe next time we can all share." I smiled in agreement and snuggled back and soon fell into a deep sleep.
Big Sister's Room Two days later, Kaitlin came into the kitchen after dinner. She said that Julie wanted to see me in her room, and that I would not be coming back to my room that night. It was just after dinner, and Kathleen, Letetia and the blond girl, Bridget, were standing naked in the kitchen doing dishes and cleaning up. I grabbed my robe and followed Kaitlin up the stairs.
As Big Sister, Julie had the house's only suite. It contained a large bedroom, with a queen sized bed, a sitting/study room and a private bath. Julie was at her desk working on a pile of text books and spoke over her shoulder. She thanked Kaitlin for bringing me and told her she could go.
I stood awkwardly in the middle of the room, not knowing what to do. In a couple minutes, the door opened and Sister Annie led in Tran.
I had earlier found out Tran's story. She came to the US from Viet Nam when she was five. She earned a full academic scholarship to college. Her college advisor in high school was a SIO and recommended Tran to the sorority and made some calls to guarantee Tran would receive an invitation.
We eyed each other and gave a little shrug, each indicating we had no idea what was going on. After another five minutes, Julie finished her work and turned to face us. She looked carefully at each of us and smiled.
Julie is spectacularly beautiful, especially when she smiles. With perfect white teeth, she lights up a room. She crossed over to a small couch in the sitting area, and motioned us to stand in front of her.
"Girls, I asked you here because I sense real leadership possibilities in each of you. I want to help you reach your potential and so will do a little extra education with you."
Julie leaned back on the couch and tucked her long legs underneath her.
"You are both learning about control, and I am proud at how well you seem to be doing. Andy, Annie tells me you have handled every time you were compelled to expose yourself with such aplomb that she knew you ended up controlling the situation. Tran, Annie also tells me you can take control of a situation so smoothly that most people don't even know they are being led. These are qualities I cannot teach, they are what you bring to SIO. This evening I want to work on another important quality, obedience."
Julie pointed to an ice bucket on the end table with a bottle of wine. She asked if I would pour her a glass. I complied and she let her hand linger on mine as I passed her the glass.
"So, how do you balance control and obedience? At first, they seem to be opposites. But, you can make them work for you and give you absolute control over others. When someone is trying to make you obey, and you rebel, you are ceding control to them. Because, they will find ways to continue to harass you or force your obedience. But, if you comply—because it is what you want to do to gain control—you take away a lever they have. After a while, they tire of trying to make you uncomfortable with all their demands, and they want to please you. You then have them in your control."
Julie said we should keep that principle in mind, and we would see it work in our favor.
"Now, I also want to talk about sex. As your sisters, we will never force you to have sex—with a man, with one of us, or even yourself. You can always be in control and can say yes or no. I also know that sex can be a powerful force to bind sisters together."
Julie reminded us that the first thing we did as Recruits was to touch the most intimate part of another woman.
"For many of you that was the first time you did that," said Julie. "We planned it that way so that you would not only obey us, but also learn that your sisters are sexual beings. If we had you groom yourselves, you would be hesitant to think about experimenting. Ladies, experimenting is good. You will find that having a safe haven for sex will be a key to controlling urges that could lead you to make unwise decisions."
Julie looked at both of us. She kept our eyes fixed on hers through the intensity of her stare.
"Andy, Tran, I told you I see special qualities in you. I want to help you develop those qualities. I want to use every tool we have for that purpose—including sex. Do you trust me?"
I felt my throat thicken. I was not sure where Julie was going with this thought, but at that moment I think I trusted her more than anyone I had ever known. I could not form a sentence, so I nodded my agreement. Tran spoke a soft yes.
Julie turned on the 1,000 watt smile. "Great. Tran have you had sex since coming to SIO?"
Tran looked at the floor and then met Julie's gaze. "No, Big Sister, I have not." She roomed with Bridget, the tall blond.
"Have you masturbated?"
"A couple times in the shower, I did."
"Are you still sexually excited, even though you have masturbated?"
"Yes, Big Sister. I find that having to show myself to many people is both intimidating and arousing. I come back to our house and am quite excited."
"Andy, have you had sex since being with us?"
I blushed deeply. "Yes."
"Was it the first time you had sex with a woman?"
"Yes."
"How do you feel about it? Do you feel you can trust this person more or less since you've had sex?"
"Absolutely more."
She smiled and nodded, then took a sip of her wine and asked us both to drop our robes. Slowly we complied. Julie then requested we face each other. We turned and looked into each other's eyes.
Julie had us take a couple steps apart.
"Andy, describe Tran's face and body."
I had seen Tran naked a couple times and always felt a jump in my stomach. She was exquisite. Finding my voice, I began.
"Tran is one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen. Her hair is like silk, it shines and moves so sexily. I can hardly stop myself from running my fingers through it. Her eyes are so bright, yet dark and penetrating. I feel she can look into my soul. Her mouth is, I guess you'd say, sensual. The lips have a little pout that just begs for a kiss. Her skin is smooth."
Moving my gaze down her body, I continued. "Her breasts are unbelievable. They are not large, but the way they sit on her chest with the dark nipples contrasting against the light color of her skin is exotic. I also love how the nipples are standing out right now. She has a classic shape with a narrow waist, and almost boyish hips. I love the way the hip bones stand out and form a little cavity that trails down to her, her...uh..her sex. Her Mons makes my knees weak the way that it protrudes. Her vagina is so smooth, hiding all the treasure inside, while showing just a slightly darker shade along her slit. I can make out her clit hood and it is almost asking for attention. "
I walked around the back of Tran, and described her strong back, long legs with the tight calves, and finally her small ass, with a dimple on each cheek.
"Very good," said Julie. "Andy, would you like to make love to Tran?"
I wanted to shout yes, but was afraid of what Tran would think. I shrugged.
"Tran, do you think Andy is attractive?
"Oh, yes. She is most beautiful. I would love to have sex with her. She would be the first woman for me, but I would love it."
I was shocked. I couldn't believe I was getting into sex with women so easily. First, Kathleen and now I was hoping to fuck this incredibly exotic woman standing in front of me.
"Tran, does it bother you that Andy has tiny tits?"
"No, her breasts are perfect. They remind me of little nuts on top of a mound of rice. They are delicate and attractive."
"Tran, will you kiss Andy?"
Tran closed the space between us and shyly looked in my eyes. She reached her hand to my cheek with a touch as soft as a small bird. Gently she guided my lips to hers and we kissed. I have never before or since felt anything as soft and sensual as that first kiss. I lost any hope of resistance. I wanted to kiss her until I could no longer stand up, and then lie with her and kiss her more.
Slowly, Tran pulled back, our lips sticking together for a last second.
"Very good, girls, very good", purred Julie.
She stood up and said, "I want to have a bath, and I want you, two, to bathe me."
She led us to her bathroom, and turned on the water in the large tub. We only had showers available to us and the thought of a hot bath was intoxicating.
Julie stood from the tub and turned to us. "Undress me!"
She was wearing a tan skirt and blue oxford cloth shirt. She had kicked off her shoes in the other room, but still had on navy knee socks. I dropped down and pulled each sock to her ankle. Julie rested her hand on my head and lifted one foot at a time so I could remove the socks. Her long legs were smooth and warm to the touch. I stood back up facing Julie and Tran stood behind. With a slight tremble in my hand, I began to undo the buttons to her shirt.
When it was open, Tran slipped it off Julie's shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Julie always wore tailored clothes, and I had no idea what sort of figure she had. She had on a cream-colored, silk bra that outlined large milky breasts. Tran undid the clasp and I pulled the bra free.
Julie's breasts were white, in contrast to her tanned upper body and stomach. She obviously spent time in her Florida home sunning in a small bikini.
I later confirmed what I now observed. Julie was a 38 C. Her large pink areolas contained brown nipples that slowly grew and hardened. The breasts were firm and swayed enticingly.
I could see Tran's hands working the button and zipper in the back of Julie's skirt. Tran bent to ease the skirt past Julie's feminine hips and her tight thighs. Julie wore matching cream silk panties that were a full and they looked awesome on Julie. I could slightly detect the outline of her pubic hair behind the silk. Tran and I both squatted and together slid the panties off. Julie had a thick, but neatly trimmed patch of dark blond curls. Her vagina lips pushed through the curls neatly separating the patch. With my face only inches away, I caught a scent of delicate perfume and a women's sex. It made my heart pound and my tongue struggle to stay inside my mouth.
Julie turned and walked to the tub to turn off the tap. As she bent, she exposed the inner parts of her lips to us, nestled underneath her pear shaped and smooth, white ass.
Julie stepped into the tub and eased into the bubbles. She beckoned us to the side and handed me a washcloth. I soaped it and began to clean her face, moving down until my hands found the firm softness of her breasts. Julie kept her eyes closed, but opened her mouth slightly as I massaged each mound and rubbed the nipple with the cloth. Tran used just her hands to clean one breast.
I rubbed her stomach and Tran and I both found our hands resting on the soft curls of Julie's sex. We stroked and rubbed, and I boldly began to push a finger inside her. Julie opened her legs wider, and I was in. The water in the tub and the wetness of Julie created a seamless sea of erotica. With my free hand, I pulled Tran's fingers to where my own were buried inside Julie. Soon, Tran and I both were exploring the inside of our Big Sister. She responded by pushing her groin against our hands and holding her own breasts, stretching out the large nipples. I thought she was building to a climax, when she reached down and pulled our hands out.
With a smile and shake of her head, Julie directed us away from her sex to her hair. We shampooed her thick blond hair and rinsed it with bath water. Julie stood up, glistening with water and soap and quickly crossed to the free standing shower. She adjusted the temp and stepped in. She motioned for us to join her. The three of us were soon exploring each other's body under the warm flow. I savored the feel of Tran's tits under my hands and almost swooned as Julie washed my clean-shaven pussy and momentarily explored my steaming inside with a finger.
We turned the shower off, and grabbed three bath towels and ran to the bedroom. We dried each other and pulled the covers back on the queen-sized mattress. Julie kissed me, then Tran. She slid up to the top of the bed, resting her back on the headboard. She began to finger herself, with her long shapely legs splayed wide open.
"I want to see you and Tran make love, but only if you want to. There will not be anything held against you if you don't want to."
Tran smiled and pulled my face to hers. Again, the kisses burned into my soul. "Shall we continue?" she asked.
I nodded.
Our hands roamed and explored every inch, and soon the journey was repeated with mouths and tongues. When at last I pressed my lips to Tran's smooth pussy, I nearly burst with excitement. The taste of her flowing juices was intoxicating. I could not get enough. I licked, sucked, pulled, inserted and nibbled, until Tran fell back with a moan and quivered. Julie reached down and kissed her mouth, as my own mouth teased one more orgasm from the sweet, dripping slit.
Tangled together, we soon fell asleep. Sometime later, I have no idea how long, I woke to the sensation of a tongue on my pussy. Tran kissed my mouth and explored with her tongue. I realized it was Julie who was nestled between my legs. I soon knew that she was experienced and passionate. She was also giving in her approach to oral sex. With Tran on one set of lips and Julie on the other, I crossed a barrier of ecstasy that I never even knew existed.
We finally ended up under the expensive sheets in a classic spoon. Tran nestled in my arms, her tiny ass pushing into my groin, while Julie snuggled up behind me and let one hand lie gently on Tran's breast. We slept until morning.
That was the beginning of my sexual experience with Julie. She taught me so much about making love.
Letetia and Me and Charles
Letetia and I got to become fairly close. I never had any relationship with a black person before, having grown up and gone to school in an almost completely white small town in New Hampshire. I don't think I am prejudiced, but I really didn't know what to expect.
Letetia was from Roxbury, outside of Boston, and played basketball for a well-respected high school. Far from a dumb jock, she was among the top 10 in her class and was awarded a full scholarship to college, even though she would have to play basketball. She said her AAU coach in the summer was a SIO and encouraged her to go for the sorority. Her coach paved the way.
Letetia invited me along to some of her practices. I was amazed at the size and the grace of the athletes. I enjoyed watching the girls play and also enjoyed being able to wear regular clothes for a while. I was given the same exemption as Letetia when it came to going to the gym.
Letetia, although a freshman, was obviously one of the best players. As I sat in the locker room waiting for her after a practice, I also marveled at the naked bodies of the team. They were all big and muscled. Some of the girls had a little fat on them, but they were incredibly beautiful in their natural state. Just like the girls at SIO, there were all shapes and sizes. Letetia, however, was the only one who was completely shaved. Most had a landing strip or a close cropped and neatly trimmed triangle, with a couple thick and wild full bushes thrown in. Letetia seemed to have no problem shaving her underarms, legs and, even though it was against SIO rules, neatening up her pussy in the shower while carrying on a conversation with the other girls. Her best friend on the team was Barbara, a six-three bean pole. Barb was all angles with her elbows and knees. They had played AAU together for many years before ending up at the same college. She had practically no boobs, just like me, but on her long frame they looked even smaller. She had long legs, a dark patch of a narrow landing strip and bony hips. Her ass was as small as a boy's. Barb was very pretty, with deep blue eyes, brunette hair cut close to her head, and a warm and happy smile. She and Letetia would tease each other mercilessly about the other's body. Letetia said she was calling campus security to have them look all around the gym to see if the could find Barb's tits, since she obviously didn't have them on her chest.
Barb retorted by claiming to be surprised that there was such a thing as a black bald eagle, and then grabbed the big girl's shaved crotch. Letetia responded by pushing her boobs into Barb's chest and asked how it felt to be close to real female boobs.
They went back and forth, taunting and slapping each other's ass, or tweaking nipples.
Walking home later, I asked Letetia if she ever made it with Barb.
"Why, do you think she's pretty?"
I admitted she was and that I was relieved to see there was someone with smaller tits than mine.
"Yeah, but I bet yours taste a lot sweeter," said Letetia.
"Is that a come on?" I asked half joking. "Or, does that mean you've tasted hers?"



"Could be. What you think, little bitty titty white girl?"
Letetia could turn on her jive talk and sound like she was five minutes from the hood, or she could speak like a Harvard professor.
I stammered some incoherent reply and we kept walking to the dorm. Later that night, Kathleen announced she was being picked up for the weekend by friends of her family who lived nearby, and she would be gone until Sunday.
We saw her off and Letetia excused herself and left the room. Five minutes later she returned with a small cooler, which contained a bunch of beers on ice. Drinking for freshmen wasn't really encouraged, but if you kept it cool nobody hassled you.
We each opened one and Letetia pried the top off a can of cashews. We sat on my bunk and drank and ate the nuts while talking about nothing in particular.
"So, girl, you want me to lick your titties?"
I was a little taken aback at her boldness. I finally asked her why she was doing this.
"Well, I never had any messing around with girls before coming here" she then broke out laughing. "Shit, that's a fuckin' lie. Barb and I made it a couple times last summer. We roomed together on some AAU trips to New York and Chicago. We got high on beer and made out. Well, we did more than just make out. We actually did it all. I think we were always attracted to each other and both of us were extremely curious. So, we did it. It was cool, but neither of us wanted a girlfriend for regular screwing. And now that I'm being totally fuckin' honest, we did more than a couple times. It was more like a couple times a night. Shit, she can wrap me up with those long legs and suck my pussy dry.
"Since we've been here, we've been together about five or six times. I like her and she is very good at sex."
Letetia pulled on a beer and softly rubbed my thigh with her huge hand, letting her long fingers brush against my pussy.
"I lost my cherry," she said, "with some football stud when I was a sophomore. I did it with a couple other guys and then met Charles when we came here for summer sports camp. He and I have been doing the dirty and he is fine. Actually, between him and Barb, I have been doing Ok. I know Julie said we should cool it with outside sex, but, girl, I got to get my jollies. And, if it's Ok to fuck your roommate—according to Julie—then it should be Ok to fuck your teammate.
"But, seeing you and Kathleen kind of made me curious. Also, that day that you had to shave me, I really did get turned on. Now, I look forward to having you shave the beav, it feels good. I know I am definitely not gay, but I am thinking you're a foxy little thing."
"So, you want to make out with me?" I asked.
"Yeah, I do. I like you a lot, I mean as a friend, roomie, whatever. But, sometimes when you're walking around here naked, I fantasize about touching you, kissing you, making you come."
I admitted I felt somewhat the same about her. None of us was shy anymore about clothes, and most times we were more likely to be naked in our rooms. Sometimes in the bathroom, we might brush against each other getting in or out of the shower, or giving each other little pats on our naked butts. I never knew if these were real accidents or not.
"What about Charles?"
"I've thought about it, and actually we talked about it."
"The fuck you say! You actually told him you wanted to be with another woman—with me? Does he know about you and Barb?"
"Shit, no, I never told him about Barb. He wouldn't get that. He thinks it's kinda kinky what we got goin' on here. So, what I said was I wanted to be with you and what did he think."
"Well..."
"He laughed and asked if he could watch. Typical male fantasy. I told him no, he could not watch, but I would describe it to him. Shit, he got the biggest boner I ever saw."
"Wow, now that might be worth seeing."
Letetia grinned and asked if I really wanted to see his hard dick.
"Well, since the only dicks I have ever seen in my life were my brother by accident and it definitely was not hard. The other time was on our senior trip. We were at a park at a lake. Some of us sorta' drifted off and went to a private beach one of the kids knew about. Of course, the guys suggested skinny dipping. The girls said the boys should go first. It didn't take any convincing. The five of them stripped in front of us and looked our way with great anticipation. We had backed ourselves into a corner, and reluctantly shed our clothes. Obviously, I was not the center of their attention. That would have been Kathy. She had a major rack and the guys dug it. One of them sprang a boner and we all laughed. The other guys started kidding him, but Kathy said she liked the look of it and wondered why the others weren't hard being in the presence of fabulously beautiful and naked girls. Needless to say, that was corrected in short order. So, I had my first view of the erect male member. Some of the girls did a bit of grabbing and there was even more than that in the water. No one made a move on me, and I guess I was just as pleased, but also sort of hurt. Anyway, I've seen them, but that's it. I think I might want to check out Charles' equipment."
"Well, that could be arranged."
I looked at Letetia and then said, "No, I am only kidding. Well, half-kidding."
"What if I said that I wouldn't mind? Actually, it kinda' turns me on, and I know it would turn Charles on. I might be so turned on that I'd have to jump his bones with you watching."
I was still a virgin, at least as far as men, and I never saw anyone having sex. The image of these two big, beautiful black people having sex in front of me started the juices flowing.
"Got to you, didn't I? "
I nodded.
Letetia then said she still wanted me and couldn't wait. She asked me to undress for her.
I slowly stood and faced her. As I said, we had been nude together too many times to count, but I had a huge lump in my throat as I pulled my hoodie over my head. I had on a white t-shirt underneath. I then slid my sweats down and stepped out of them. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my yellow bikinis and pulled them off. I now faced Letetia with just my t-shirt on. I was still so insecure about my flat chest.
"Now you," I whispered.
"What about your shirt? I want to see your titties."
"After you're naked, you can take off my shirt."
Letetia stood, towering over me. She pulled her hoodie and t-shirt off in one motion. She then lifted off her sports bra and let her magnificent boobs bounce free. She removed her sweats and underwear in one action and stood nude a few inches from me. She put her hands behind my neck and pulled me to her. I felt those full mounds push into me and looked up. Letetia bent down and kissed me so gently on my lips. I responded, kissing her dark lips and darted my tongue to touch her teeth. Instantly our tongues explored each other, filling mouths and tasting each other.
Letetia moved her hands down to the hem of my shirt and slowly pulled up. I raised my arms to allow her to completely remove it. My nipples were as hard as I can ever remember them. Letetia sat on the bed and pulled me down next to her. She laid me on my back and bent her head to my chest. Slowly making circles on my erect nipples, she sampled one then the other. I moved my hand up and down her back, amazed at the strength shown by her muscles. I stroked her big butt and let my finger travel up the crack, lightly touching her anus.
Letetia left my aching tits and was soon tonguing my navel. Her hand rested lightly on my smooth pussy, and she rubbed in small circles. Then her tongue began its descent and soon was probing my private lips. I opened my thighs wide, and Letetia repositioned herself so her head was between my legs. She licked and explored with her powerful tongue until I was running like a hose. I then felt one of her fingers parting my outer lips and slipping inside me. I panted and pulled her head tighter to my pussy.
Letetia was probing, but missing all the right spots. I reached down and took her wrist and with a little pressure here and there showed her where it felt good.
She continued licking and fingering me until I knew I was beyond redemption. I growled, pushed my hips up off the bed, forced her mouth tighter to my pussy, and gave way to a mind-fucking orgasm.
After I stopped shuddering I pulled her face up to mine and we kissed and kissed.
I was on the point of exhaustion, but wanted more of her. I played with her giant boobs like a kid with a new toy. I squeezed, nibbled, licked, pushed, pulled and buried my face between the chocolate mounds. I couldn't believe something so large was also so soft. They were firm, but so pliable. I was all hot again, and made a beeline to that smooth black pussy with the fabulous shade of pink peeking through. Letetia had a heavy, musky taste that brought my senses to full attention. I used two fingers inside her, locating a prominent G spot. With the practice that I received from being with Kathleen, I found a rhythm that had Letetia rocking and moaning. Begging me to stop and pushing my face into those black lips at the same time.
She crested with a string of "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me harder" and clamped her massive and powerful thighs around my head until I thought I might suffocate. She finally let out a shout and shook from head to toe, releasing me at last from her death grip.
I crawled back up into her arms, my face resting on the glorious black boob, and we soon were snoring away.
We woke later and found the energy for two more fantastic sessions that night.
In the morning, we were still nestled in each other's arms. Sensing that I was awake, Letetia kissed me softly and asked, "Any regrets?"
Kissing her back, I said, "None."
She smiled broadly and pulled me tight against her.
"Andy, you know how we were talking about Charles last night?"
"Yeah." I was not sure where she was going with this.
"Well, I told him that I thought we would do it last night. I hope you don't think I was being over confident. It's just that I wanted you so bad."
"That's cool," I said. "I'm glad you made the first move. I was too shy to do so."
"Well, the other thing is that I am seeing him this afternoon and was wondering..."
"What?"
"Would you like to join us?"
I couldn't speak for a moment. Was she inviting me to a three-way?
"Letetia, honey, I never made it with a man and I'm not sure I'm ready now."
"That's fine, Andy. But, would you come with us and watch and maybe let Charles watch us?"
The night before the fantasy of such a situation was thrilling. In the light of day it was almost terrifying.
"I don't know."
"Hey, just come along and we'll see what happens," said Letetia. "No pressure."
I pulled back so I could look her in the eye.
"Is Charles pressuring you to do this?"
"Not really, but he gets really worked up thinking about it. And, I want to make him happy," said Letetia. "And, I am really turned on myself thinking about it."
I figured it would be an experience that might not come again and we were supposed to be open to new experiences, so I said, "What the fuck! Sure, with one condition."
Letetia squealed and hugged be until I thought I would pass out.
"What," she asked, "Anything."
"I want one more time, just you and me before we go."
Letetia just grinned and then began a slow journey to a place that ached for her tongue.
(To be continued in Sigma Iota Omicron Part 2)
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Charles' Room
After showering and dressing in our skirts and shirts, no underwear and no bra, we headed across campus to Charles' room. Letetia said that his roomie was home for the weekend and he had the room to himself. She made him promise to clean it up or we would turn around and leave.
Crossing the quad, we had to show our pussies to three groups of students. A girl from my English class said they were the two most beautiful pussies she had ever seen and asked if we would like to have her lick them.
We declined the offer. We were almost to Charles' dorm when three guys crossed our path. One of them, I recognized as the Bitch's boyfriend, one guy I had seen before but didn't really know and the other was Brad, the dreamboat from my French class.
The Bitch's boyfriend made both of us lift our skirts. This time Brad again looked briefly at Letetia and then stared into my eyes. He avoided looking at my pussy, even as I shook it back and forth to be sure to get the other guys really hot.
He smiled and said, "Hi, I'm Brad. I'm in your French class."
He held out his hand. I had to drop my hem to grasp his hand. I realized he did this on purpose so I could cover up. I blushed recognizing his kindness.
I shook his hand and said, "Yeah, I know. I'm Andy."
"You're very good in class, your accent is excellent," he said.
"Thanks, I spent a summer in France with an uncle. It helped a lot."
The other two guys had quickly lost interest after we put down our skirts.
"Come on, Brad, let's go," one said.
Brad did not even look at them, just said, "Go on, I'll catch up in a minute."
The other guys grumbled but moved on.
I introduced Brad to Letetia.
"So, you liked it?"
Brad looked puzzled.
"Hey, mister Cool Dude, I saw you check out this beautiful, black box of love. So, did you like it?"
Brad smiled and said, "Yes, I admit I looked and I think you are beautiful, and not just below the waist. Both of you are beautiful."
He returned his gaze to me and my stomach flipped.
"Sorry, I have to run. I'm meeting up with some friends for a touch football game."
"Ooh, sounds so fraternity-like," snarled Letetia. "Bet there will be a keg and a whole bunch of pretty little blond bitches jumping up and down on the sidelines."
Brad laughed.
"Yep, all that and maybe some tuna sandwiches with the crusts cut off. But, I said I'd go, so I'll go."
"You always do what you say you will," asked Letetia with a strong tone of doubt.
"Try to," said Brad.
He turned back to me and said he looked forward to seeing me in class.
"Maybe, you could help me with my accent," he asked.
"Peut-etre," I replied with a giggle.
He waved and jogged off in the direction of his buddies.
"Girl, I think that white-bread, All-American, Lacoste-wearing slice of hunkness wants a piece of your skinny little ass."
I elbowed Letetia and said mockingly, "Right."
Inwardly I hoped she was right, because I would gladly give him as much of my ass as he wanted.
We found Charles in his room, which did not look too bad for a jock's dorm.
He was dressed in baggy shorts and a basketball shirt, exposing his shoulders and powerful arms. He was at least six-seven and must weigh over 250 pounds. His head was clean shaven.
He picked up Letetia in his arms and swung her around. They kissed as he slipped his massive hands on her butt and pulled her tight.
Breaking away, he looked at me and reached out his hand. I shook it and he said, "Hi, Andy. You lookin' fine today."
He turned to Letetia and said, "You lookin' fine, too, Girl. Almost like you had yourself a great fuck. Am I right?"
Letetia snuck a glance at me and then kissed Charles again.
"Oh, yeah, baby. A primo fuck."
"Damn, that gets my blood going thinking about that."
I felt things were going way too fast, but I was caught up in the sexual tension in the room.
Letetia let her hand travel up and down the front of his shorts.
"Well, babe, why don't you show Andy where all that blood is heading?"
Charles stepped back and in one smooth motion slid his shorts off. He was wearing no underwear. Letetia lifted the front of his shirt, and he peeled it off.
Standing naked in front of me, he displayed himself without shame.
He was heavily muscled from head to toe. His abs sported a fabulous six pack. He had no body hair except at his groin, where a thick and full wire jungle rested. Flowing from the jungle was a thick black cock.
I have since seen and been with other black men and know that the myth of all black men having huge cocks is just that—a myth. But, on that day, Charles was the first black man I had even seen naked and he had the largest member that I had ever seen.
I stared without blinking. The cock hung straight down, a long thick vein pulsing on the top and ending before a huge mushroom cap tip. Charles' balls hung half-way down the length of his cock.
Letetia ran her hand up and down his length.
"Isn't this a work of beauty?"
I could only nod.
Letetia quickly stripped off her clothes and knelt to take the tip in her mouth. I had never seen a woman do this and immediately felt the dampness between my legs.
Letetia kissed, licked and sucked, and Charles kept his gaze on me.
Letetia stood and faced me.
"Let's show Charles something white and pretty," she said.
She came and stood behind me and undid my skirt. She let it drop exposing my bald pussy to the giant man in front of me. He smiled and stroked his cock.
Letetia then swiftly peeled off my sweater and shirt, leaving me totally nude.
"She's sweet, honey," said Charles.
"I told you she was," she replied.
Nudging me forward, we approached Charles.
Letetia ran her hands up and down my front, tweaking my nipples and giving my clit a soft rub. Whispering in my ear, she said, "Take it in your hand."
I thought if this is the first cock I am going to touch, I am starting off with world-class.
I tentatively reached out and let my finger tips graze Charles' shaft. His cock twitched a bit and I moved my fingers up and down, barely touching his skin.
Letetia reached around and took my hand to encircle the shaft. I could just about make my forefinger touch my thumb. I lifted it and felt its heft. Letetia moved next to Charles and slipped her hand on his balls.
"Feel these, Andy"
I put my free hand on one of his testicles and was amazed at how heavy it felt.
Our attentions were starting to take effect. Charles slowly grew and hardened. Soon his black cock stood out at a forty-five degree angle. I moved my hand up and down, increasing the tempo.
Letetia kissed me and slipped her tongue inside.
"Kiss it, Andy, kiss it."
I told her I was not ready for that, something I regret to this day.
"Let's go to the bed," said Charles.
He led us to his bedroom and we fell onto the narrow dorm bed. I resumed stroking him and enjoying the feeling of his hardness in my hand.
Charles groaned. Letetia said, "Let me have some of that, Andy."
As I moved off, she began working him. She took most of him in her mouth. She moved up and down on him rapidly, and fondled his balls. Charles pulled me up and kissed me, thrusting his tongue deep into my throat.
I felt his hand on my nipples and then his lips and tongue were there. He teased them, making my juices flow freely.
"I want to see you fuck her," Charles said to Letetia.
She broke from his cock and he stood up. I lay back and Letetia kissed me and worked her way down to my aching pussy.
"Oh, yeah, do it, girl," cried out Charles.
Letetia used her tongue and fingers to bring me quickly up the slope and then with a push of her tongue deep inside my sex, pushed me screaming down the other side.
I think I almost blacked out. When I could refocus again, Letetia was unwrapping a condom.
"Want to put it on him," she asked.
"I never did it."
"It's easy," she said. She positioned the rubber on his tip and instructed me to roll it down. When I had finished, Letetia eased me off the bed and lay on her back.
She spread her legs and motioned me to that spot. I leaned in and ate her until her juices were flowing past my chin and onto the sheet. I felt a large finger enter me and Charles probed my still damp interior.
"Now, Charles," cried Letetia.
I moved away and Charles knelt between her spread legs. She took hold of his erection and guided it to her slit. I could not imagine something that big being inside me.
He pushed a little and she groaned. Slowly, putting it in and backing out, he kept working until his shaft was completely buried.
Slowly they began to grind, then picking up the pace they screwed hard and fast.
I sat on a chair next to the bed, fingering myself as I witnessed this unbridled lust in the bed. Letetia circled her legs around his middle and put her hands on his ass and pulled him hard against her.
Each of the lovers was making primal noises as they rushed to their climax. Letetia again echoed the words she used with me the night before, screaming, "fuck me, fuck me, God, fuck me hard."
Charles grunted and pushed down into her. He yelled as she screamed, each one stretching out their orgasms.
In a few moments, Charles collapsed on top of her and they lay still.
I realized that I too had screamed as my fingers brought me to a climax that equaled the scene I witnessed.
Still entwined, Letetia moved Charles onto his back as she road what was left of his erection. She beckoned me to the bed. Exhausted Letetia and I fell into each other's arms. Charles moved to his roommate's bed and collapsed. Soon, the three of us slept the sleep of the greatly fucked.
I woke later to see Charles walking back into the room carrying a beer. His cock swayed as he moved. He was unbelievably beautiful and erotic.
He saw I was awake and offered be a sip. I first took his cock in my hand and timidly brought the tip close to my mouth, but stopped shy of kissing it. Looking up, I mouthed the words, "Thank you."
He bowed at the waist, smiled and said quietly, "My pleasure."
I drank the cold beer and as if I had just stumbled in from the desert. Letetia stirred and sat up. She took the can and drained the rest. Shaking it, she indicated more was in order.
Charles turned to go out to the common room's fridge for more.
"Love that ass, baby," Letetia called.
"Amen," I added.
She kissed me and said, "Well?"
"Incredible. Fucking incredible."
"Don't you mean incredible fucking?" she asked.
"That too, yes, that too."
We spent the rest of that afternoon enjoying each other. Letetia demonstrated for me the finer points of blow jobs. She brought him off letting him ejaculate while amazing me at the amount that he shot all over his stomach. Letetia said she usually takes it all down, but wanted me to see what it looks like.
I watched the two of them fuck one more time. And then they both teamed up on me with their tongues and fingers driving me to ecstasy. By supper time, we were worn out. We said good-bye and headed back to the dorm.
In our room, lying naked together on one of our beds, Letetia said she was so sore.
"I don't think I could ever get anything that big inside me. Jesus, Letetia, that is fucking huge."
She giggled and said it certainly filled her up.
We snuggled and feel asleep.
In the morning we awoke to kisses from Kathleen.
"And, what may I ask has been going on in my own room?"
Letetia said, "Get out of those clothes join us and we'll tell you the whole story."
She did. And as she lay between us, we relayed the details of our previous day. She begged us for more details of what Charles' cock looked like and what it felt like in my hand and Letetia's pussy. As we described it, we each had our hands in someone else's crotch. Soon, our descriptions of Charles flittered away and we concentrated on bringing each other to climax. That was to be the first of a string of three-ways we enjoyed. Together, with occasional one-on-one sessions, the three of us were never more than a night away from some fabulous fucking.
Kathleen confessed she'd love to see Charles' cock. She was almost as inexperienced as I was.
Letetia said that could be arranged. She just hoped that Charles would not develop a need for white meat.
"I don't think you have to worry," I assured her. "The way you two fucked, I don't think either of us could compare. Especially since we are virgins when it comes to men."
"We could arrange to change that," said Letetia. "I'm sure Charles would not mind."
I kissed her cheek and said, "Sweetheart, I love you for offering and think that Charles is magnificent. But, I cannot even consider having my cherry busted by something that big. I think I need to work up to it."
"Jesus, Mary and Joseph," said Kathleen. "When do I get to see this monster?"
"How about tomorrow?" suggest Letetia.
They agreed and Kathleen accompanied her to Charles' room the next day. The story of her encounter was similar to mine. Charles loved her white body and she went crazy for his dick.
"I sucked that thing until I thought my jaw would break," she said. "God, what a beautiful cock."
Letetia said Charles loved it. He even suggested the three roommates join him some time.
"Hmm," was all we could say.
Helping a Sister
By the third week, I felt like there was nobody within a 100 miles who hadn't seen my pussy. It got to the point that I would lift my skirt and continue talking to my friends, not even paying attention to people looking at my crotch.
I think my attitude influenced Letetia, Kathleen and Tran. The four of us hung out a lot and they began to see the fun side of flashing. We would love getting control by using our naked pussies.
Bridget was still having trouble. She had to wear the wrap around dress for another week because she failed to open it up to show her whole front. In addition, she had another paddling and had to groom every one of us for a week. Bridget was embarrassed having to be so closely intimate with our pussies as she shaved each of us. Tran told us that Bridget had not had sex with any of the girls, even though Tran had volunteered. We figured that seeking consolation from a woman was not in Bridget's nature. Now, she had to have six pussies in her face. She did her best, though, and never complained.
Julie warned her if she failed again, she would be dropped from SIO. We felt sorry for her, but it was kind of a rush to have this tall, beautiful blond shaving all our little pusses. She even had to finish every session with a long kiss on the freshly shaved area. I felt sorry for her, but we dared not disobey an order.
Gretchen Gets Hers
One day I was leaving the cafeteria and heading over to the gym to watch b-ball practice.
I saw Bridget standing in front of a bunch of guys I had never seen before. Then I noticed Gretchen in the crowd. I made my way over and pushed my way in to stand beside Bridget.
"What's going on, Gretchen?" I asked.
"Well, these young men are visiting our campus. They are here for a crew regatta tomorrow. I was giving them a tour around campus and happened on our dear, dear Bridget. I was about to say the magic words. The last time I did, poor Bridget did not behave well and I was forced to report her. I understand the consequences were, let's say, both painful and personal. I hope she doesn't become fainthearted today."
With a wicked smile, she uttered the correct words.
Bridget turned scarlet and her hands were trembling. Gretchen was looking at her watch.
I knew if I didn't do something to unfreeze her, she would fail for a third time and be booted out.
"Bridget," I said forcefully, "you can do this. Look at me."
Bridget slowly turned her head to look at me.
I faced the gang of strangers and peeled my shirt off. I dropped it on the grass and undid my skirt and let it fall to the grass. I was now totally exposed, top and bottom. Even Gretchen was shocked.
Bridget saw me standing naked and breathed in deeply. Slowly, she pulled on the belt at her waist and let her dress fall open. She put her hands on her hips and proudly pointed her bare front toward the group.
The multiple sets of eyes shifted between the two of us, though most of them quickly returned to Bridget's awesome chest after spending a split second on my tiny titties.
Gretchen looked like she swallowed a turd. She thought she had Bridget.
"Well, guys," I said, "by the looks of those oars in your pants you are sure ready for your races. But here's a little extra treat for you."
I walked directly up to Gretchen. She had this confused look. Standing no more than two inches from her, she tried to back up, but the crowd of guys didn't let her. I snaked my arm around her neck and pulled her head to me. I leaned in and kissed her smack on the lips.
The guys howled. One shouted, "Lesbo make-out! Lesbo make-out!"
Gretchen first tried to pull back, but I kept her face smashed to mine, and put my other arm around her waist and held her close to me. Her eyes were wide open, searching mine. Then, to my great surprise, I sensed her kissing back, just a bit. I wasted no time and pushed my tongue against her lips until I touched her teeth. Unbelievably, she opened and I rammed my tongue into her mouth.
The guys were now chanting "Soul kiss!"
I explored her mouth and withdrew my tongue, leaving my own lips parted. Slowly and tentatively, Gretchen eased her tongue into my mouth. I pulled away just a bit to let the guys see her tongue extending to my lips. I then kissed her hard, while I worked my naked thigh in between her legs. I felt the heat from her crotch through the thin khaki of her shorts. I moved my leg, putting pressure on her pussy. I could swear I could hear a moan coming from her.
I was shocked how much Gretchen was getting into this. I was more shocked by the wetness gathering in my own puss.
I put my hand on her ass and pulled her lower body tight to mine. Suddenly, Gretchen's eyes refocused and she seemed to snap out of a trance. She pulled her head away and pushed my chest to get me off her. Either by accident or on purpose, her fingers alit on my totally hard nips and she let them linger there for a second longer than necessary.
She backed into the boy behind her and then yelled at me, "Fucking slut."
She turned and ran back in the direction of her dorm.
The guys all stared at me and one by one began to applaud. I did a deep bow, and picked up my shirt and skirt and walked through the middle of the group. I could feel their eyes on my bare and swinging butt. Bridget followed me. We looked at each other and broke out screaming. We both began running. Panting, we rounded the corner of the building.
We looked at each other and burst out laughing and hugging. I was trying to get my breath when I heard a male voice say hell-o.
I turned to see Brad standing a few feet away. My heart leapt to my throat. God, now he was seeing me completely naked. Bridget was also caught off guard and her dress hung open revealing all her abundant beauty.
All I could do was mutter, "Hi."
"Guess this might be a bad time to ask you a question," he said with a smile.
"Why would you say that? Don't you usually run into nude girls and ask them questions," I retorted, with more annoyance than I actually felt, purposely not trying to cover any of my naked parts.



"Actually, no," he said, again smiling. "I guess this is the first time."
I let my nakedness shine and said, "Ask away."
He hesitated
"Don't you like what you see?" I said.
He blushed a bit and said, "I like it very much, Andy, and I like you. So, I was going to ask you if you might like to grab a burger or something some night."
Now I blushed. I looked at him to try to detect if he were being sarcastic, but he had the most sincere expression and his eyes told me he was telling the truth.
"I'd like that, Brad. Thanks."
"I'll call you at your house and we can fix a date, Ok?"
"Perfect," I replied.
"And don't worry," he said. "I'll pick a place with a casual dress code." He waved to me and nodded to Bridget and headed past us toward the library.
I pulled my clothes back on while Bridget tied her dress.
"Wow," she said. "He like totally acted as if we weren't totally bare-assed. Either he's gay or about the coolest dude I ever met."
I told her I was pretty sure he was not gay.
Then Bridget hugged me tightly.
"Thank you, Andy," she said fighting back tears. "I could have never done it without you. You saved my ass."
"And, all I had to do was show my own ass," I wisecracked.
"I can't freakin' believe you put the move on The Bitch. God, she totally freaked."
I smiled, but inwardly thought she did freak out, but only after showing me some real passion. My sex organs were still on hyper drive thinking about it. But, an idea was forming on how we could get Bridget off our backs.
We made our way back to the SIO house. I saw Annie and immediately told her how well Bridget did.
Annie looked surprised but congratulated her.
Later that night, my roomies along with Tran, Bridget and Annie were gathered in my room. I recounted my encounter with Gretchen.
"Jesus, Andy," said Annie, "I never heard anyone taking on that bitch like that."
"Well," I purred, "you did say we were to take control."
"So I did," laughed Annie, "but I never thought anyone could do that to her."
"Oh, that's nothing," I said. "Give me a couple more days and I'll have her eating out of...."
I looked at each of the girls in the room, and then finished my sentence. "...out of my pussy."
We all screamed and fell against each other laughing. Little did they know that's exactly what I had in mind. And, that was how I was going to get our revenge on The Bitch.
Revenge
I had made friends with a guy in my English class who was a techno nerd.
He was in a group of guys when Gretchen made me show my pussy. He really seemed embarrassed, but did stare.
After the next class we had together he came up and, while avoiding looking me in the eye, stammered out an apology. He said Gretchen was a bitch and was mean to anyone who didn't fit her idea of cool. I figured being a nerd probably earned him some real scorn from The Bitch.
"So, you didn't like seeing my naked pussy?" I asked. I grinned inwardly at how easily I was taking control of every conversation and situation.
"Well, yeah, I mean you are pretty and I, uh, never, well, I never saw a girl naked in that spot before."
"Kenny, are you saying I am the first girl you've seen without clothes?"
He turned about ten shades of red and purple and nodded.
I kissed him on the cheek and said in his ear, "Then, I am proud and honored to be the first girl. I hope you weren't disappointed."
Kenny kept his gaze on the ground and said, "No, it was the most beautiful thing I ever saw. It's just, I was embarrassed for you."
I could tell he was sincere. I took his arm and we began walking across the common.
"Kenny, I am doing all this because I want to be in SIO. I know it is weird, but I am no longer embarrassed. Really. And, any time you want another peak, just let me know."
He choked and nearly tripped over his own feet. I looked around to see that no one was watching. I lifted my skirt high above my waist. Kenny tried not to look, but couldn't help himself. I said, "It's Ok, Kenny, look. Really, look."
He did and a smile crept across his face. I moved my legs apart so he could see a bit more of my exposure. I put my free hand on my pussy and pulled back the hood on my clit. I then used my fingers to pry open my outer lips and expose my inner ones. "Go on, get a good look at what a girl looks like."
Kenny actually licked his lips as he watched. When I put my skirt down, I leaned in and kissed his cheek. There was a tear in his eye.
After that we got to be friends and would occasionally share a snack after classes and discuss our assignments or books we liked. He told me about his fascination with electronics, video equipment, and about a ton of shit I had no clue about. Remember, this is when I was in college and it was the early nineties, so no cell phones, digital cameras and no personal computers.
After the incident with Gretchen, I asked Kenny if he could help me with something. He agreed without even hearing what it was. When I told him, he turned red but also showed a wicked grin.
When we had everything set up, I went looking for Gretchen.
I saw her with her little pack of bitchettes, and approached. I acted shy and reserved. As I drew near, I could feel the ice waves washing over me.
I stood in front of her and talking softly asked if I could speak with her—alone.
"Why the fuck should I do that?" she snarled. "You're just a pathetic, whore who shows her cunt to everyone on campus. What could we have to talk about? As a matter of fact, show me your shave tailed cunt now, and maybe I will talk with you."
Although she did not use the exact right words, I complied. I decided to go the extra mile. Instead of lifting my skirt, I unzipped it and dropped it to the ground. I stood in front of Gretchen and her gang with my pussy and ass displayed.
Her friends all giggled.
"I...I want to apologize," I said.
She looked at me suspiciously.
"Well, do it here," she scowled.
Again, not looking up, I said aloud, "I'm sorry." Then, I said softly once again, "Can we talk in private, I want to explain."
Gretchen eyed me carefully. Turning to her friends, she asked, "Should I give this pathetic excuse for a female a moment of my time?"
"Fuck her," one girl shouted, quickly followed by loud assents.
"Hmm, they're right, Titless," she sneered, "you don't deserve my time."
"Please," I begged.
Gretchen grinned. "Show us all your pathetic tits and then get on your knees and ask me again."
I stripped off my shirt and dropped to my knees in front of her and said, "Please."
Gretchen looked triumphant. "Well, I guess I can grant you a couple seconds. But, first bend over and show us your pathetic little pussy."
Swallowing hard and trying to keep in mind that I was in control and on a mission, I put my forehead on the ground and spread my legs. All the girls, including Gretchen, moved behind me to look. I'm sure they easily saw my pussy lips and exposed anus.
"Guys, I'll catch up with you later" said Gretchen.
The gaggle moved on. Now standing and pulling my clothes back on, I thanked her.
"Ok, Ok, what do you want to say?" she demanded.
I looked around and said not here.
"Why not?" Gretchen asked.
"It's too personal," I whimpered.
"For Christ's sake," she exclaimed. "Ok, but I'm not taking you into my dorm, you'd freak out the place. And I am not stepping foot inside that slimy SIO dump."
Looking around the campus, I said, "Well, you know Kenny?"
"Who?" she barked.
"Kenny. He's in English Authors with us and into techno stuff. He usually sits in the last row."
"That loser geek!" she laughed. "What about him."
"Well, we're friends, and..."
"Figures, two total losers", Gretchen said.
"Well, sometimes we study together and I have a key to his room. His roomie got mono and is out for the semester. I know Kenny has a class now, we could go there. He's in Bradley Hall."
"Figures, he'd never pledge a frat," she snorted. "Ok, let's get this ridiculous thing over with."
I led her to Kenny's room and locked the door behind us. I sat on his bed and Gretchen sat across from me in his swivel chair.
"Ok, what is so damn important?" Gretchen asked.
"I really am sorry for how I acted the other day. I know it must have embarrassed you."
"No shit, you think so?"
"I'm sorry. It's just...well, it's just that you are so incredibly beautiful and have like this amazing sexual aura that I couldn't help myself. I have been thinking about you all the time. You are the most amazingly sexy person on campus. All of us think so."
Gretchen looked skeptical. "All of us who?"
"The SIOs."
"Screw you. They hate my guts and I hate theirs."
"No, you've got it wrong. We act that way 'cause we're all jealous of you. You have got it totally together."
Gretchen continued to stare at me.
"As a matter of fact, I am so turned on now I think I'm going to jump out of my skin."
With that I slowly lifted my skirt as I spread my legs. Showing my completely exposed pussy to her, I let my fingers run along my outer lips.
"Look how swollen I am. Just looking at you makes me wet."
Gretchen looked at my exposed crotch and then at my face. "Get a grip, Slut. You are just full of shit."
Rubbing more, and letting my finger pull back my clit hood, I looked at her.
"No, really. Look at me. Can't you see how wet I am. Come look at me. If you just even looked, I would be out of this world."
I stood and undid my skirt, letting it slide to the floor. With my legs wide apart, I slipped a finger deep in my pussy and brought it out. Showing it to Gretchen, I said.
"See, see how wet it is."
I slipped my shirt off and sat back on the bed. I scooted back until I could rest my feet on the edge. I opened as wide as I could.
"I know I have no right to ask this, but could you just touch me once. Just once. I just want one touch from you."
Gretchen stared at my open pussy, at the moisture surrounding it, and at my finger working in and out and exciting my clit.
I held my breath wondering what she would do. Would she scream at me, slap me or just leave.
I fingered myself deeply, imploring Gretchen with my eyes.
She stood up and slowly crossed to me. I stopped breathing as she leaned over, resting a hand on my thigh.
I gently took it and guided it to my exposed sex, leaving it an inch away from my slit.
Ever so slowly, Gretchen slid her hand onto my pussy and softly rubbed me.
I let out a deep growl and she rubbed harder. She let her thumb work my clit.
I sat up and pulled her mouth to mine. There was no hesitation from her this time. We immediately began exploring each other.
I reached for her other hand and placed it on my right tit. I said softly in her ear, "I know it's tiny, but I am aching for your touch. Don't hate me because they aren't as gorgeous as yours."
She rubbed my nip and pinched it into full erection. "Don't worry," she said, "they are pretty."
"Kiss me," I breathed.
She moved her lips toward me, and I backed off.
Looking confused, she asked, "What?"
"Not here," I said. "Kiss me down there. Do it now. God, I need it now."
Gretchen hesitated and I thought I went too far.
Then, almost imperceptibly she moved her head down into my crotch. Her lips encircled my clit and her tongue caressed my slit. I let out a moan and pinched my nips to intensify the erotic sensation coursing through my body.
"Let me see you naked," I gasped.
I reached for her shirt and quickly unbuttoned it. Pulling it away I stared at her white breasts spilling out of her cream bra. I reached behind, unsnapped it and loosed her soft breasts. I noticed she had a large port wine stain that covered most of her left breast and flowed down her stomach almost reaching her navel and stopping just short of her stiff nipple. At first it made me pause, but I soon got over it. I fondled both her full and soft breasts and then moved my hands to her belt. She stood as I undid the belt, suckled her nipples, opened her shorts and pulled the zipper. Pulling them down revealed cream panties. I jerked them to her ankles and she stepped out. Her blond bush was neatly trimmed.
I pulled her next to me on the bed, kissing her lips as my hands explored her breasts, tummy and finally her hot and wet pussy. I plunged two fingers in and worked until I found her g spot. She responded by thrusting her hips up and moving her head back and forth.
Abruptly I pulled out. She cried out.
I sat and straddled her. I slowly inched my way up until my pussy was hovering over her mouth. I eased down on her and she began tonguing me with abandon.
After a few moments I swung around and began eating her as we lay in a classic 69.
By the way she was eating me, I could tell this was not the first time, but she certainly lacked the expertise I was showering on her running puss.
I could tell she was nearing a climax. I rammed a finger back inside teasing the g spot while I tongued her clit. Her breath was coming in short bursts and she completely stopped using her mouth on me. I knew with just a couple more movements and licks she would be done.
Abruptly, I jumped up.
"What? Don't stop," she cried. "Andy, don't stop now. I'm so close. Fuck me. Fuck me all the way. Eat my pussy."
I began gathering up my clothes.
"Gretchen, this was not a good idea. We have to leave."
Gretchen lay sprawled on the bed, her legs apart, her own finger running back and forth over her clit trying to maintain the sexual high she had just reached. "What?"
"We have to go now," I insisted.
"Go? Go where? I don't understand."
"Just get up get dressed. This is not right. I can't let you do this to me."
Gretchen looked absolutely confused. She sat up and pulled me to her, burying her face in my shaved puss.
"I want to eat this so bad, Andy."
I pushed her back.
"Get up and get dressed now. You have to stop and get out of here," I said fiercely.
"But you have to fuck me. I mean it, Andy, you have to fuck me now. Eat my pussy, I mean it, eat me."
I had pulled on my top and was zipping up my skirt. I picked up Gretchen's clothes and dumped them next to her on the bed.
"Come on, come on," I urged. "Get dressed."
In slow motion, she pulled on her clothes, still looking disheveled when she was finished.
I literally pushed her to the door and into the hall, locking the room behind us.
We went out onto the quad.
"I have to go." I started walking quickly toward SIO.
Gretchen lagged behind calling out, "But when will I see you again? When will we get together again?"
"Never. I have to go." I broke into a run, glancing over my shoulder to see her in the middle of the sidewalk looking lost and abandoned.
Later that night, Kenny called.
"Is it ready?" I asked.
"Yeah. Come on over," he said.
I raced to his dorm and burst into his room. He was at his large TV monitor.
"Let me see it," I asked panting after running the whole way.
He looked shocked and his eyes traveled to his shorts where a tent pushed up.
I smiled, "No, Kennie, not your woodie. I want to see what you did."
He grinned sheepishly and said, "I wouldn't mind showing it to you. You'd be the first to see it."
"Maybe later, Kenny. What do you have to show me?"
"I can't believe this," he said.
"Pretty good, huh?"
"God, I don't think I will ever lose my hard-on."
I reached over and gave the stiff thing in his pants a couple pats. We both laughed and Kenny hit a button on the VCR. The screen came to life.
The first image was me lying naked and legs spread on his bed. Then Gretchen moved into the frame. The hidden camera had captured our lovemaking.
"Is there any sound?" I asked.
"Yeah, I picked it up from this point."
He adjusted the volume and you could hear our voices. The best part was me trying to leave and Gretchen begging me to stay and to fuck. It looked like she was the aggressor.
"Wow, this will ruin her," said Kenny. "When this gets around campus, she will never show her face again."
"Kenny," I said, "the only other person who will ever see this is Gretchen. I need you to swear that you will make two copies and give them both to me. Then, you will completely erase and burn the original tapes. I need you to swear to do this."
Looking confused, he said, "I thought you wanted revenge. People on campus would kill to see this."
"Kenny, listen to me," I said with intensity. "I do not want to ruin her life. I just want her to stop ruining mine and my SIO sisters' lives. So promise?"
"Cool, I promise. But I want to watch it one more time. Wow, you are smokin' and she is fab."
I laughed and said, "Be a good boy, and I will pose for you any time. I know you like photography. I will be your nude model slave and I might get a couple of my sisters to join in." To emphasize the point, I lifted my skirt, standing just inches from his face.
Kenny looked down at the tent in his pants and addressed the bulge. "My little friend, I think the doors to heaven just opened up."
We laughed and he hit play.
The next day, I called Gretchen and told her to meet me in Kenny's room.
At the appointed time, she knocked and I let her in. She tried to kiss me, but I moved out of the way.
"What's the matter," she asked. "I thought we were going to get together again."
I asked her to sit on the bed.
I sat Kenny's desk and hit the play button on the VCR. The monitor came alive with naked flesh.
Gretchen sat transfixed at the scenes playing on the TV.
"What the fuck?" was all that came out of her slack mouth.
When it ended, she sat rock still in shock.
"Gretchen, you have been a total bitch to me and all the SIOs," I began. "I get it that it's fun to make us flash, but you go way beyond any sense of what's fair. In addition, you pick on the weakest. What's your motivation? Do you hate us that much? We have never done anything to you."
Gretchen was still staring at the blank screen. I wasn't sure she heard me, but then she blinked and looked at me.
"I wanted to pledge SIO. I wasn't a legacy, but my aunt was. She told me all about it and I saw how great she was—always in control and super cool. So, I got an invitation and had to deal with Audrey, she was the Big Sister when I was a freshman. I was there with five other girls who were not legacies. She had us strip in front of her and a bunch of the sisters. She saw the birthmark on my breast and made a retching sound. Laughing, she said there was no way SIO was going to take a disfigured freak into their sorority. She fondled my breast with the mark and said who would want to suck this "ugly tit". The other girls all laughed and Audrey told me to leave and never come back. I was humiliated in front of all those girls and my self-esteem was crushed."
I noticed tears welling in her eyes as she spoke.
"Ok, Gretchen," I said, "this Audrey was a mean bitch, but you are taking it out on girls who are just like you were. I feel sorry for what happened to you, but I am also pissed at what you are doing to us."
Gretchen wiped the tears flowing down her cheek. "What are you going to do with this tape? This would absolutely ruin me."
"There are two copies," I said. "I swear no one else can have access to these tapes. I will give one to you and I will keep one. If you back off and stop harassing my SIO sisters, the tape will never see the light of day again. If you continue to be a queen bitch, I will make copies and give them to every frat and sorority on campus. I don't care that I'm in it. Shit, half the campus has seen my pussy, mostly thanks to you."
Gretchen looked at me for a long time. She gave a slight shake of her head and then spoke.
"You may not believe it, but you are only the second girl I have ever been sexual with. The other was here but only lasted a short time. I began to think that sex between girls was like gross and stupid. But, I am attracted to you and when you came on to me, I just went with it. Pretty fuckin' stupid on my part. Once again, fucked over by a SIO." She gave a harsh laugh.



"Gretchen, I am not totally gay," I said. "For the first time, I am experimenting with girls and I enjoy it. I still am attracted to boys, but I really dig making out with a pretty girl. You certainly qualify as pretty. So, although it was calculated, it was also really enjoyable and sexy. Actually, I was way turned on and could enjoy having more sex with you. I am sorry you feel exploited, and you probably are right in a way to feel used. But, I need you to stop tormenting us. So, do we have a deal?"
After a long silence, Gretchen said she agreed. I gave her a copy of the tape and we stood.
"Andy," she asked, "how about a kiss to seal the deal?"
Smiling I agreed and said, "And there are no cameras running this time."
We embraced and kissed long and warmly.
"Maybe after pledge is over, we might actually become friends," she said.
"Maybe," I said, holding her body close to mine, running my hands over her breasts, butt and ending up tight in her crotch. "And, maybe more."
Gretchen kissed me again, using her hands on my naked ass under my skirt to hold me against her. "Yeah, maybe more."
To everyone's surprise, Gretchen never hassled another SIO girl. The other girls asked what I did. I just told them we had a heart to heart and she saw the error of her ways.
They didn't believe me, but they had no other explanation.
And, I did make good on my implied promise, but much later. Gretchen and I never got together again in college, but ran into each other at a bar some years later. We shared some drinks, laughed about college, and I invited her back to my apartment. We spent more than a few nights together. I was always the aggressor and she liked being dominated. Of course, I ordered her to eat my pussy all the time and she actually became fairly good at it, with expert coaching of course.
What boys have
True to his word, Brad called the SIO house to talk with me. We chatted for a few moments and then he asked me out.
I readily agreed and he said he'd pick me up on Friday evening. I told him I didn't want him coming to our house since we were sorta' discouraged from dating while we were in orientation.
"So, you agree we will be on a date?" he asked with a chuckle.
I got a little flustered and said, "I guess, I mean isn't it?"
This time he laughed. "Yeah, it is and I'm really happy you said yes. Since I can't come there, how about coming to my house? I have a little surprise for you anyway."
"Ok, but what kind of a surprise?"
"If I tell you it won't be a surprise," he said. "But, I want to start our first date on level ground. No one should have an edge over the other."
"I have no idea what you're talking about, but I'll come around 6:30."
"Perfect," Brad replied and we hung up.
I was excited. Brad was cute, smart and nice. I was puzzled about what his surprise could be. I was also a little surprised that after seeing me completely nude and eyeing my pitiful titties that he wanted to ask me out. Maybe he's just looking for a buddy. Or, maybe he thinks a girl who shows her pussy to everyone would be an easy lay. Whatever, I think he's cute and I haven't been out with a guy since high school senior prom. I wasn't counting my romps with Charles. That was sex, this was a date.
The weekend came and I started to primp around 2 in the afternoon. Letetia and Kathleen kept giving me shit about how much care I was taking. I asked Kathleen to give me a special shave. They laughed when I worried about what to wear.
"Girl, this boy has seen your cookie, your titties and your ass," said Letetia, "and you're worried about clothes. Shit, girl, just wrap a freakin' towel around you."
Despite their teasing, I knew they were excited for me, too. They helped with my nails, hair and make-up. As we were getting me ready, Kathleen said she was also doing something new tonight.
She and Letetia exchanged a glance and then Kathleen went on.
"I was so turned on the first time I saw Charles and Letetia together, that I sorta' invited myself along on their date tonight. I hope you don't mind."
I laughed and said in no way did I mind.
"Brilliant," said Kathleen. "I can't wait to see that brilliant cock again. I agree with you, Andy, that it is too big to have as my first, but I do look forward to a wee bit more practice on sucking that big guy. And, his tongue is not bad, as you know."
"Oh, you got that right, Kathleen."
I finally put myself enough together to head out toward Brad's frat house. One of his brothers answered and went to get him. Brad came down and greeted me with light kiss on the cheek. He asked if we could go to his room for a couple minutes before we went out.
"It's about the surprise," he said.
He led me to the third floor and into his room. He shared it with a guy named Bob. He introduced us and then Bob said he was going to the dining hall for dinner.
When he left, Brad locked the door.
I began to get a little apprehensive.
"What's up, Brad?"
"Look, Andy, I am nervous and want to get out everything I have to say before I chicken out. So, if you don't mind would you mind taking a seat and just listening?"
I nodded and sat in one of the desk chairs.
"I noticed you the first day in class, as soon as you walked in the room. I thought you were the prettiest girl I had ever seen. I was a little surprised that you were wearing a skirt, since almost none of the girls do. Obviously, I was totally ignorant of the whole SIO initiation. I was trying to think of a way to meet you and talk with you. Then, I was with some of the guys and Gretchen came over and asked if we'd like to meet some SIOers. The other guys must have known the deal 'cause they hooted and roared yes.
"I went along and was just standing there really excited that I was going to get introduced to you. Perfect, I thought, I am going to meet this beautiful person.
"Needless to say, I was shocked when you lifted your skirt and saw that you were naked underneath."
"Brad," I said.
He held up a hand and asked me to let him finish.
"I mean you had been on my mind since the moment I saw you. I guess to be honest like any guy I did wonder what you might look like, you know, without clothes. I know it sounds stupid, but guys are guys when it comes to pretty girls. So, all of a sudden I'm looking at your, well, your, well, you know..."
"How about my bald pussy," I offered.
Brad laughed and said, "Sure. I was looking at your pussy. I was turned on and embarrassed at the same time. I didn't feel it was right. So, I looked away and then left. Not because you weren't extraordinarily sexy, but because you had to do that in front of people.
"But, before you go thinking that I am like some super gentleman, I replayed that moment over and over again—still do to be honest. God, you looked so cool and sexy at the same time. I couldn't believe how well you handled it. Later I learned all about SIO and the initiation thing. But, you were fabulous.
"I did see you again that time with the big black girl. I looked but felt ashamed. Well, not ashamed because I really enjoyed seeing you and her bottomless, but I guess I felt sort of like a dirty old man since you again were forced into it.
"Then, when I saw you and the big blond standing there totally naked, I almost came. Really, you looked so pure and sexy at the same time. I never have been more excited about seeing a naked woman."
I started to tear a little listening to Brad. I knew it must be hard for him to tell me these things. My heart was racing as he described me as beautiful.
"So, I got the courage to ask you out. Now, I have to admit this is the first time I have ever asked out a naked girl. Usually, you ask a girl out and later you may see her naked."
We both laughed.
"Now to the point of this whole rambling monologue. Andy, I really like you and want to get to know you better. I am attracted to you. I'm hoping we can date and see where that takes us. If you think there is a chance we can try it, please say so."
I had to catch my breath and then said, "Yes."
Brad whooped. He then said the one obstacle was that we were starting on unequal ground.
I must have looked puzzled because he explained.
"Andy, I have seen you exposed on several occasions. I told you how much I enjoyed seeing you in spite of the circumstances. I think it is only right that we level the playing field. So, please don't think I'm being a jerk or a perv, but I am going to strip."
My mouth dropped open. I didn't know what to say, so I said nothing.
Hearing no objection, Brad pulled off his sweatshirt, followed by his t shirt. He had a nice smooth chest with well defined muscles. He kicked off his sneaks and pulled his socks from his feet. Taking a big sigh, he undid his belt buckle and unsnapped and unzipped his jeans. Inching them down, revealed a pair of light blue boxers with the red and navy imprints of our school mascot.
He paused and I could see perspiration on his brow and upper lip. He was truly nervous.
With a weak smile, he hooked his thumbs in his boxers and shoved them to the floor, then stood up.
My heart flipped. He was gorgeous. His body was well proportioned with broad shoulders, narrow waist and long muscular legs. He was hairless until his thick black crop of pubic hair shot out in wild bunches. His penis was nice, but not anywhere near a Charles size. I later realized he was close to normal. He was circumcised and the tip was large. His balls were small and hid behind his shaft.
Since I didn't scream and run out of the room, Brad sighed in relief. He then turned around to show me an awesome ass. Turning back, he smiled broadly.
"Andy, this is the first time I have ever done anything like this. I am both a little humiliated and a lot turned on. But, I couldn't see us going out with me having the advantage in any way. So, if this does not gross you out or make you think I am a Class A weirdo, I'd like to see you."
I was crying at this time. Overwhelmed by the honesty and trust in me that Brad showed, I could not find my voice for a minute.
Finally I stood up and ran to him. We embraced and I kissed him. We broke, looked each other in the eyes and then kissed deeply for a long time. While we were kissing, I felt him harden and push against my stomach. I stepped back and looked down at his erection.
He started to apologize, but I cut him off.
"Brad, after I kissed you like I did, if you didn't get hard I'd be worried."
He smiled and pulled me close for another long kiss. I slipped my hands on his naked butt and held him tight against me. He slipped his hands under my skirt and onto my naked ass and pulled me.
After a few minutes of kissing, I eased away. I looked again at his erection, seeing it spasm and a drop of liquid at the tip. I was tempted to grab it or suck it, but I knew that was not the best thing. Besides, I was still learning what to do with an erection.
"Brad, thank you. This will sound strange, but I think stripping for me was the most gentlemanly thing I have ever experienced. But, I think we better slow down a bit. How about we go get that burger now?"
"Should I get dressed first?" he asked.
"Sadly, I think you should."
We both laughed as he dressed. We went out and had a great time. We talked as if we had known each other for years. There were no awkward pauses or lack of topics.
At the end of the evening, Brad walked me back to SIO. We stopped short of the sorority. I thanked him for a fantastic night and we kissed again for a long time, holding each other tightly.
As we broke, I asked if it would be acceptable if I dreamed about him being naked.
"Fair is fair," he said. "I am going to remember the sensation of your fabulous ass in my hands all night."
"Wow," I said mischievously. "I got a fabulous and you just felt my ass. I am looking forward to our next date."
We kissed again and each returned to our houses.
I ran upstairs to find Letetia and Kathleen still up. They looked at me as if to ask how it went.
I swirled around the room and plopped down next to Kathleen.
"Oh, on a scale of one to ten, I'd give it a twelve."
They begged for details and I provided them.
"And, that's all you did," asked Letetia? "Just a little grab ass. You didn't screw him."
"Nope," I replied. "That's all we did tonight. Next time? Who knows?"
The next time came next weekend. Brad called and asked me out. I agreed and to myself said this was going to be "The Night."
Letetia gave me a bunch of hints and slipped me a couple condoms. "Never do it without protection."
Kathleen begged me to remember ever detail and said she couldn't wait to hear them later. She hugged me tightly and kissed me gently.
Brad met me outside SIO. I asked where his roomie was and he told me he was home for the weekend.
"Let's go," I said.
Holding hands we practically floated to his room. Locking the door, we fell into each other's arms and kissed for a long time.
"Brad, I want you to make love to me. You will be my first man. I'm scared, but I want you so badly."
He smiled and held me close.
"Andy, I've dreamed about this since I saw you on the first day of class. I am blown away that I will be your first."
"Am I your first," I asked? Seeing the look on his face, I immediately regretted asking.
He remained silent. I told him, "It's Ok, Brad, I shouldn't have asked. Actually, it probably will be better since you will know what to do."
"You're so special, Andy. I know you will be the most important."
"Let's get naked," I suggested. "Please undress me."
Brad lifted my shirt exposing my breasts with my nipples rock hard and goose bumps covering the small mounds. He bent and kissed each nipple and taking a whole breast into his mouth.
He moved his hands to the button on my jean's skirt. He undid it, and the next two, letting the garment slide over my narrow hips and small butt. He ran his hands over my ass and gently rubbed my smooth pussy. I was embarrassed at how wet I was, but he did not seem to mind.
As he was fingering my sex, I started unbuttoning his shirt and eased it off his shoulders. I dropped to my knees, undid his belt, pulled down his zipper and tugged his pants down. I grabbed his boxers and jerked them to his ankles. His cock bounced in front of my face and I immediately leaned in to kiss it. I then freed his feet from his pants and stood. He led me to his bed, pulled the covers off. I lay down, noticing the fresh smell of his sheets. Smiling I thought he was hoping the same thing I was.
We lay together letting our hands roam while our mouths became totally acquainted with each other. His hardness matched my wetness.
He moved on top of me. I said wait and told him we needed protection. He jumped up and began to dig in his pants pocket. I did the same and we showed each other the condoms we brought. We laughed and I tossed mine away as he ripped his open.
He rolled it on and then was back on top. His tip was now at my opening. He looked me deeply in the eyes. I smiled and nodded, and he began to push inside.
I breathed in harshly and he pulled back. I grabbed his ass and pulled him. "It's Ok, Brad. I want you inside me."
He re-entered and slowly moved back and forth, finally forcing himself through my natural virginity, and gaining more depth, until our groins met. I marveled at the feeling of this warm, hard organ nestled within my body. I now got why sex was such a driving force. I felt like a woman. I loved having sex with my roommates, Julie and Tran, but this was totally different.
Brad began a slow pumping. I pulled my knees up and enjoyed the feeling. Brad picked up the tempo and I found myself pushing back with my hips. He now was giving me long strokes, almost taking his cock out and then ramming it back. I started to get that tingling in my clit and vagina that told me I was closing in on a climax.
Surprising myself, I called out using Letetia's words, "Brad, fuck me, fuck me hard."
He increased his pumping and I screamed. I felt him tense and know he must be filling his condom. He gave me a couple more pushes and then collapsed on top of me. We lay sweating and panting. I kissed him and he returned it tenderly.
Slowly, he rolled off me, pulled off his condom, tied it into a knot and dropped it on the floor. I snuggled into his arms.
"Andy, that was beautiful. Thank you."
"Brad, I can't believe how good that felt. Thank you."
We snuggled for a while and then I said.
"I don't know how this works, but I do have another condom."
He laughed and looked down at his flaccid dick.
"It will be ready soon."
"Maybe I can help."
I crawled down, took the soft and beautiful organ into my mouth, enjoying the feel. With tongue and lips, I brought life back into it.
When he was hard, I put a new condom on him.
"Can I be on top," I asked?
"Of course," he said.
I raised myself and grabbed his erection to position the tip at my pussy. I moved it back and forth until some wetness appeared. I then moved it past my outer lips and eased myself down on him until I had the fullness of him inside. I began moving up and down and enjoyed the new sensation as his erection pushed closer to my g-spot. I got excited and moved faster and faster.
Brad played with my tits as I rode him. My orgasm built slower this time and when I peaked I managed to tighten my vagina around his erection. He grunted and lifted his ass off the bed pushing deep inside me.
Afterwards, we dozed for a bit. Wakening we had one more session. Around midnight, I said I had to get back. Brad asked if I could stay a few more minutes and buried his face in my pussy.
He worked enthusiastically and I enjoyed his efforts. I knew at once that it would not compare to what Julie had accomplished, or even what my roommates were learning to do. I didn't climax but loved the sensations. I am ashamed to admit it, but I did fake an orgasm and Brad seemed pleased to have achieved my release.
We dressed and he took me back to SIO. We kissed for a long time before I finally made my way to the room.
Kathleen and Letetia were together in Kathleen's bed, with their hands in each other's pussies.
They looked up as I entered. Breaking apart they got up and came to embrace me, the three of us smelling of sex. We all hugged. They pulled my clothes off, dragged me to my bed and had me relay every detail of the evening.
They oohed and aahed at the appropriate places.
"How do you feel, Babe?" asked Letetia.
"Like I waited far too long to enjoy something that wonderful."
Kathleen sighed and said, "Now, I am the only virgin left."
"Charles is willing," offered Letetia.
"No thanks," she replied. "That's like playing your first football game in the World Cup finals. I think I better find someone like Brad."
"Or," I added, "maybe Brad."
We all looked at each other and giggled. I wondered what Brad would think. Soon, we climbed into our beds and drifted away.
The next time Brad and I were together, I steered the conversation to Kathleen wanting to lose her virginity. I told him he was so gentle and understanding and Kathleen deserved something like that.
He picked up on what I was saying.
"Andy, I think Kathleen is really pretty. And, she seems like a nice girl. Any guy, including me, would enjoy making love with her. But, I want you, not her."
I soared with his feelings for me, but did harbor some disappointment that he could not help out.
Brad stroked my pussy making me feel warm throughout my body.
"Andy, I do know someone who really thinks Kathleen is the prettiest girl on campus."
"Who?"
"My roomie, Rob. He's talked about her a lot. He even asked if I could put in a good word with you to see if she might be open to a date with him."



I thought about it and asked, "Did he ever see her bare pussy?"
Brad laughed and said, "Yeah, but he still would like to go out with her."
I joined in his laughter realizing the absurdity of the situation.
"Is he any kind of an asshole?" I asked.
"No, he's a good guy. He has a dry sense of humor and seems to treat everyone with respect. I think he and Kathleen might hit it off."
"Well, at the risk of seeming like a pimp, I will mention it to her. Just promise me you will not tell him she is so eager to have her cherry busted."
"Deal."
After a number of lovely sessions, I dressed and returned to our room.
Kathleen and Letetia were each sitting nude at their desks studying.
They turned in anticipation toward me.
I thought I would tease out the situation, but seeing the look of anxiety on Kathleen, I quickly brought them up to speed.
Kathleen said she knew Rob, since he was in one of her classes. She agreed he was cute.
"Well, I'm up for trying a date," she admitted. "If it turns into more, then that's what it will be. Andy, Brad didn't say if Rob had a big one, did he?"
Letetia and I howled and I said the subject never came up, emphasizing the pun.
Kathleen and Rob went out the following weekend and the weekend after that Kathleen was filling us in on her first intercourse.
"Bloody fantastic," she screamed.
"So, was it big?" Letetia asked.
"Certainly not any where near what Charles has," she replied, "but it was fine for me."
SIOs Forever
With Bridget not bothering us, the rest of orientation flew by. We three roommates enjoyed a full schedule of studying and sex, with both each other and our boyfriends. I also kept my relationship with Tran alive. It was both sexual and intimate. She and I became fast and deep friends.
The most intense love-making occurred on special occasions with Julie. She was incredibly adept at wringing every inch of sensuality from me. I also learned that she was the one girl that Gretchen had sex with. They hit it off, but Audrey started giving Julie a lot of shit and eventually Julie called it off. I figured that only added to Gretchen's enmity toward SIO.
In the end, all Recruits were accepted into SIO, even Bridget. We had learned the first lessons about controlling our lives and acquired much more knowledge over the rest of our college career.
Looking back I can say without a doubt, that the lessons I learned during orientation and my whole time with SIO made a dramatic difference in my life. I would not trade one second of that time. Now, every year I look forward to our "girls' weekends" to reunite with my SIOs.
Oh, yeah, what does SIO stand for? Well, you probably know that we all swear secrecy to the meaning of our name. But, we sisters did give it a nick name. Sigma Iota Omicron are the Greek letters for S-I-O. We just called it, Shave It Off.
*
(If you enjoyed this tale, please vote and leave a comment. We authors only know what you like if you tell us. Thanks for reading.)
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Freshman year was going great and getting greater. I was also facing a dilemma.
I'm loving college. After being admitted to my number one choice, I was settling into my classes. My roommate and I are getting along. And, if that weren't good enough, something was happening with his girlfriend and me. Let me explain.
At first I wasn't sure Peter and I would work out as roommates. He is an earth science major, with a concentration in ecology. He is really a nerd and I am a jock and English major. I was dubious of all his books, computers and electronic devices and really geeky wardrobe. But, I soon found out he had a great sense of humor and was a nice guy. We traded life stories and began to become friends. The challenge was how to handle a slightly odd relationship I was developing with his girl.
The tricky situation began in late fall. We had been on campus over two months. I had just returned from my 5 mile run. Pete was out early on this Saturday. He and some others from a science course were out looking for birds and cataloguing what they found. Pete said he hoped he could see something interesting to warrant the early rise on a chilly day.
I had stripped off my damp running clothes and was just standing there in my jock, when I heard the door open behind me.
"See anything interesting," I called over my shoulder as I bent to get pick up my discarded clothes.
"I have now," replied a female voice. I bolted up and spun around to see Mary, Peter's girlfriend standing in the doorway.
I was frozen in place, standing there with my sweaty jock barely covering my private parts and my pubic hair spilling out all sides.
"Geez, Mary, I didn't know you were coming over." I didn't know if I should cover up with my hands, but they wouldn't shield any more than my jock.
"Yeah, I can see you probably weren't expecting me. Or were you?"
"No, honest," I blurted out, "I wouldn't, uh, like be like, you know, well, not dressed."
"I know, Jimmy, I'm just yanking your chain. I wanted to get some reading done and my roommate is in one of her manic music-blasting moods. I hope you don't mind."
Mary let the door close behind her and dropped her backpack and peeled off her sweater.
"Uh, no, I was just going to take a shower."
"Cool, I'll just camp out here. Don't let me bother you."
She crossed in front of me and plopped on Pete's bed, pulling books out of her pack.
I needed to go to my dresser to get my towel hanging on the back of the door. To do so would mean exposing my naked butt to her. I hesitated and she looked at me and smiled.
"It's Ok, Jimmy, I already saw your cute ass. Go ahead and take your shower."
Still feeling a bit strange, I figured if she didn't mind, why should I?
Turning my back to her, I picked up my dirty clothes and walked over to my closet, dropping them in the laundry basket to join my other soiled things. I hesitated for a couple seconds and then peeled off my jock and dropped it in the basket. I was now totally nude in the same room as my roommate's girlfriend. It felt weird, but also a bit erotic.
I still had to get my towel. I half turned and walked to the door where it was hanging. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Mary looking. I didn't know if she could see my dick from that angle. I pulled the towel around me, slipped on my flip-flops and picked up my shaving kit.
I turned and told her I'd be back in a few minutes.
She looked up and down at me, clad in just a towel, and smiled.
In the shower stall, the moment I soaped my dick I felt the effects of the erotic situation I just experienced and became hard.
"God," I thought, "I must be some kind of perv getting a kick out of Mary seeing my ass and being naked in the same space with her."
I shampooed my hair, washed my entire body, and still had a raging hard-on. I gave in and stroked until I achieved release and let the poor guy go back down.
I wrapped the towel back around me and was in my room in seconds. Mary looked up from her book. Again she eyed me from top to bottom.
"You have a nice bod, Jimmy. Pete said you were athletic, but I didn't imagine you'd look so good."
"Uh, thanks, Mary," I stammered.
I now had to decide how to get dressed. I guess I could try to pull on my underwear while still wearing the towel. But, I recalled the charge I got when I was standing naked with Mary in the room. Hell, she said she'd already seen my ass and didn't seem to mind.
I turned my back to her, stood in front of my dresser, undid my towel and dropped it on the floor, exposing my bare backside to her.
"What are you reading?" I asked as I ran my fingers through my hair giving it some shape.
"John Irving's A Prayer for Owen Meany. We have to do a report on it by next week. Maybe I should switch to The Naked Ape."
I felt blood rush to my groin. Here I was totally naked and having a regular conversation with a girl. I half turned and looked over my shoulder. Mary had laid the book in her lap and was looking at me. By the look on her face, I thought maybe I had gone too far and pissed her off.
I felt a rush of panic. "Oh, sorry, Mary, I didn't mean to offend you, I'll put the towel back on."
"God, you're not offending me. I'm kidding. You have a great ass, Jimmy. I was just admiring it, so don't bother with the towel on my account."
"Thanks," I murmured.
I turned back to the dresser and dried my front. I spread my legs and dried my dick and balls, enjoying the touch and the heightened sexual tension I felt.
I bent over to dry my shins and feet with my legs spread apart.
"Uh, Jimmy, I can see your balls," she said.
"Oops."
Mary was so matter-of-fact that I was sure she wasn't offended. She confirmed my feeling when she said, "They're nice."
I stood up and closed my legs. I was at half-mast now. I rubbed the towel on my shoulders and then my ass. I dropped it and pulled out a pair of boxers. I slipped them on, picked up the towel and hung it on the closet door. I turned toward Mary as I crossed to my bed to get to my jeans lying there.
"Sorry about that, Mary."
"Again, no problem. I'll never complain about looking at a nice naked guy," she said with a smile and added, "Your balls are big. It was cool seeing them sway between your legs."
I didn't know what to say so I simply pulled on my jeans and plopped on my bunk, not bothering with a shirt.
"Do you always say what you think?"
"I don't see the point of lying," she replied. "Hell, you were standing there, I could see your balls, I liked seeing your balls, and I said so. No big deal. I also like looking at you naked from the waist up. You have a sexy chest and killer abs."
I was happy that my jeans were hiding my now completely stiff dick. Changing the subject, I said, "That is one of my favorite Irving novels."
"Yeah, I didn't like it at first, but now I'm really into it. I'm not an English major like you, so it's a bit more work to understand everything that's both on the surface and then deeper."
I smiled. Looking at her lying on the bed I flashed back to when the three of us met. It was the second week on campus and there was a mixer for freshmen. It really was lame, but Pete wanted to go. We were standing around talking to a couple other guys from our dorm floor, when he grabbed my arm.
"Oh my God," he whispered, "I think I'm in love."
I followed his gaze to a group of three girls standing on the other side of the room.
"Which one?" I asked.
"The brunette in the middle," he said.
The object of his desire was the shortest of the three. She had shoulder length dark hair and bright blue eyes. She was laughing at something and I could see her white teeth under a slightly protruding upper lip caused by an overbite. She looked cute when she smiled. She was not knock dead gorgeous, but had a certain quality I could appreciate. She was dressed in jeans and a blue oxford cloth shirt, untucked. My first impression was they she was a little pudgy. Again, nothing that was unattractive, but also not like the tall, thin blond next to her that send a little signal to my groin.
"Let's go talk with them," I offered.
"God, I can't. What would I say? I'd just make a fool out of myself."
"Come on, Pete. That's what these things are for, so we can meet other freshmen. She's not going to bite."
I semi-dragged Peter across the room. As we approached, the tall blond and the other girl, split off. The brunette eyed us approaching and waited with a half-smirk, half-smile.
We stopped in front. I said hi and she replied the same way.
"I'm Jimmy and this is Peter," I offered her my hand.
She shook and said, "I'm Mary."
Peter stood frozen with an idiotic grin on his face.
"I hope we didn't scare away your friends," I said trying to get some conversation going.
"Well, they're not my friends. We just met. I don't think they even noticed you guys coming over. They were headed to the ladies room."
I nodded. "Want to get a drink?"
"Sure," she said.
There was a table with soft drinks a few feet away and we all grabbed a plastic cup.
Mary and I chatted about the concept of a mixer, what dorms we were in, majors, what else we'd seen on campus and some other fairly inane stuff.
All the while, Peter just stared at her grinning.
Finally, Mary looked at me and said, "Does he speak?"
I laughed and nodded. "Sometimes. I just think he is struck dumb at your countenance. He told me he's in love."
Mary laughed and said, "Struck dumb? Countenance? So, I guess you really are an English major."
"Guilty as charged," I replied.
"And the struck dumb one?"
"Science."
Mary looked at Peter. She took a step forward, slipped her hand around his neck, leaned in and kissed him.
She broke away and said, "Now, you have two choices. You can start talking to me and maybe we can do more of what we just did. Or, I say good-bye and walk away to meet someone alive."
The seconds dragged on. Mary started to turn and Peter said, "You are the most beautiful girl I have ever seen."
She beamed. "Hell, that was worth waiting for."
She took him by the hand and headed to the outside patio. She glanced at me and said, "I think I can handle this now. Thanks, Jimmy."
She handled it very well. Pete was absolutely smitten. He overcame his shyness and soon he and Mary were seeing a lot of each other. I found out how much one night about three weeks later. I was on-line researching the background of an author when Pete came in. I noticed Mary hanging outside our door.
Pete spoke softly and asked a big favor. He and Mary wanted to know if I could find a place to crash tonight. I looked at him and then at Mary. She pleaded with her eyes.
I said sure no problem and gathered up my books, laptop and a few toiletries. Peter excused himself to go to the john.
"Thanks, Jimmy. This means a lot."
I smiled and said, "Well, I guess you really loosened up his tongue."
With a sexy wink she said, "And, I am going to find out just how loose and how good it is."
I blushed at her straightforward comment. I knew Pete was a virgin, he had confided that to me as he was going on and on about Mary. He was worried he might not be able to give her pleasure. I hoped he did some studying on the female anatomy and oral stimulation. I felt he was going to need it.
I now looked at Mary in a slightly different light. Gone was the slightly pudgy, ordinary-looking girl. Standing in front of me was a sexy, attractive woman who knew she was going to get laid and was looking forward to it.
"Lucky Pete," I thought.
On impulse, I bent down and kissed her cheek. "Be kind, he is totally bonkers about you."
"I will, Jimmy. And, thanks for your support," she said kissing my cheek. "Pete tells me how encouraging you've been. I know it's his first time. It's not mine, but I feel this time will be special."
Pete returned and I found an empty bed in a friend's room on the floor below. I didn't venture back to my room until dinner time the next day and knocked before I entered.
Pete was dressed in boxers and Mary was in bed with the covers pulled to her chin. The room smelled of sweat, perfume and sex.
"Uh, sorry," I said. "I just need a couple things. And, I plan to stay away tonight as well."
Pete was smiling like a newly crowned Super Bowl MVP.
"Thanks, buddy. You're the best."
Mary wiggled her fingers at me.
I was able to regain my room the next night. Pete was bubbling over. He was too much of a decent guy to go into sordid details, but I gathered he really liked screwing. I was dying to ask him about how loose his tongue got, but again I thought he was too straight to answer me.
I was sexiled a number of nights after that. I didn't mind and I enjoyed seeing how happy the two of them were.
Coming back to the present, I glanced back over at Mary stretched out on Pete's bed. She wore her standard uniform of jeans and oxford cloth shirt. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail. I could see her clear complexion and slightly upturned nose. Her face was definitely cute. I knew she had a great sense of humor and could be hilariously sarcastic. I was steadily growing in appreciation of her beauty, which was not the kind that bowled you over. Rather, it snuck up on you. Matched with her humor and great personality, the whole package made me a little jealous of Peter. I also got a jolt thinking I was naked in front of her a couple minutes ago.
My lustful thoughts disappeared as Pete burst into the room. If he thought it was odd for me to be shirtless while his girlfriend sat a few feet away, he didn't show it. He was excited about the bird watch and launched into a long and, I'm sorry to say, detailed saga of his morning.
Mary smiled encouragingly at him and said, "Yes, I know it's really great when you get to see something special."
She slid a glance my way. I blushed deeply and got up to find a shirt to put on.
Since Mary was already over, I told them I would be spending the night downstairs. I spent the rest of the day in the library and crashed with my buddy downstairs later that evening.
The next day I entered my room to find Peter alone and getting dressed.
"Mary had to meet some of her girlfriends," he offered.
I stripped and grabbed my towel to head to the shower.
Pete said observed my naked state and said, "Mary told me she sort of caught you in an embarrassing situation yesterday."
"Oh, oh," I thought as I tied the towel around my waist.
"Hey, Pete..."
"Yeah, sorry about that, buddy. She told me you were cool about it."
"Uh, yeah, I guess so," I said.
"Well, we push you out of here so much," Pete said, "I'm surprised you have any time to yourself. We talked about it and we will try to give you some more privacy."
"No, it's cool. Really, I don't mind."
Pete laughed. "Ok, besides Mary say she was sorry she only saw your ass. She wondered what the rest looks like."
I laughed nervously. "Tell her just like every other guy with a dick." I wondered what it meant that she did not tell him she saw my balls.
We both laughed. "To tell the truth, Pete, I was worried you might be pissed."
"No way. It was an accident. No harm, no foul. Isn't that what you jocks say?"
"Yeah," I answered. I wondered what he would think if I thought I'd like to have another 'accident'.
As freshmen we were in the oldest dorm on campus. Besides the small rooms and cramped bathrooms, the biggest problem was the heat. Now that the cold weather was here, we alternated between having the rooms hotter than a sauna or being deprived of even meager heat.
We were in a spell of over-heating accompanied by the constant clanging of steam radiators.
I was playing intramural basketball and had just finished a game early Saturday morning. I jogged back to our room. Pete was going to be gone until late that evening on a visit to his uncle upstate.
I threw open the door to see Mary perched on Pete's bed. She had her books, notepad and laptop spread out around her. The room must have been 80 degrees. For the first time, Mary had removed her oversized shirt. She was wearing a long-sleeved white tee shirt. I looked at her round shape and found it appealing. I also noticed she was obviously not wearing a bra and her nipples made little bumps on top of the mounds concealed under the cotton.
"Hi, Mary. Study time?"
"Yeah. If you don't mind, I need to finish this report and my dorm is a fuckin' zoo. Pete said I could hang here. Ok?"
"No prob. I'm just going to catch a shower and then crank on my own report."
I debated if I should take my towel and go to the bath to undress or strip here like the last time.
Mary smiled coyly and said, "Hey, just pretend I'm not even here."
That answered my dilemma.
I pulled off my hoodie and dropped my sweat pants, tossing both over the back of my chair.
I peeled my soaking tee shirt off and tossed it in the laundry basket. Sitting on my bed, I undid my sneakers and took off my socks. Mary glanced at my naked chest and smiled at me. I picked up the socks and walked to the closet.
Mary stopped half-looking at her computer and turned her full attention to me.
With my back to her, I untied my basketball shorts and slid them off.
"That's different," she said.
"What?"
"Well, the last time you wore a jock. Now you're wearing those funny underwear things."
I was wearing a pair of white stretch fabric underpants, you know, under armor.
"Yeah, I like these better for basketball. I like the jock for running."
As I spoke I turned to face Mary.
Her eyes travelled to the bulge in the front. Now, I have been in a lot of locker rooms. So I can say I'm slightly above average in the equipment area. I also can say that Pete is, unfortunately, noticeably smaller than average. Not bragging, just saying.
So, I was not totally surprised at Mary's next comment.
"Wow, that looks a lot bigger than Pete. You know, Jimmy, I can kinda' see through a bit."
These pants were a couple years old and sorta' worn thin by so many washings. I had worked up a good sweat and my pants were a little more transparent than normal plus the tight white material outlined what lay underneath.
"Another 'oops"," I said lamely looking down to notice the shape of my cock traveling down my pants leg and a dark background of pubic hair.
"Again, no need to apologize," said Mary with a warm smile.
We each remained fixed in place. The situation began to affect me and my dick started to swell. With the heat emanating not from the radiators, but our two young bodies in the room, I was getting seriously turned on.
I hooked my fingers in the band and started to pull them down. As the top of my pubic patch appeared, Mary let out a short gasp. I pulled them down farther, until the base of my dick appeared. I then turned and finished pulling off the underpants.
"Ooh, that's not fair," called Mary. "In fact, that's cruel."
I flexed my cheeks for her and she laughed.
"Damn, Jimmy, you're the male equivalent of a cock tease, whatever that might be."
I flexed one more time and wrapped a towel, grabbed my bag and disappeared out the door. Once again I took care of my major horniness while reliving the scene of a few minutes ago and thinking that her nipples seemed to poke out more as she watched me.
As I opened the door to my room, I caught a quick glance of Mary pulling her hand away from her bottom section. I then noticed that her jeans were unsnapped and the zipper partway down. I smiled inwardly thinking that she was doing the same thing I just finished in the shower.
Once again, I turned my back and undid the towel. As I took a long time to dry the rest of my body, I savored the feeling of being naked near her. I again spread my legs and bent over to dry my feet, hoping she was catching another glimpse of my balls. Holding the towel loosely in front of me, letting it hang low and just barely covering my dick and balls but letting a good bit of pubic hair show, I turned and walked toward my bed. Mary watched me the entire way.



Standing in the narrow aisle between the two beds, I again slowly turned my back to her, showing my ass. I dropped the towel, bent over and pulled down my bed covers and crawled in.
I left the blanket and comforter at the foot and pulled the sheet up to my waist.
"I'm going to take a nap, Mary. You can stay. You aren't bothering me."
"Thanks, I will. But, you're bothering me."
"Huh?"
Mary pointed to the bulge under the sheets between my legs as I lay on my back.
"Mary, they're mostly all the same," I said with a smile.
She sighed and said, "Maybe, but that doesn't mean I don't want to see a lot of them, and maybe one in particular."
Grinning, I closed my eyes and relived the sensations caused by my exhibitionism. In spite of my excitement, I really was tired from the previous night's round of drinking and my basketball workout. I soon drifted to sleep.
I awoke later at the sound of the door. Mary was not in the room, though her stuff was still on Pete's bed. I then noticed the large tent in my sheet. I had developed a huge erection while I slept. I wondered what Mary thought of that. I was debating what to do about it, when the door opened and Mary reappeared.
"Had to pee," she said. The girls' bath was right next door to our room.
There was no way to cover my erection so I didn't even try.
Mary sat back on Pete's bed and said, "Must have been a pretty good dream."
We both looked at the white tent and laughed.
"Mary, what can I say? Sometimes it just does what it wants to do without a lot of thought on my part."
"Yeah, I hear that dicks have a mind of their own. So, what were you dreaming about?"
She said it so innocently that I was taken aback for a second. I thought about how absurd this situation was. I am naked under the covers while my roommate's girlfriend sits three feet away and she wants to talk about my hard-on and how it got that way.
"Uh, I can't remember."
"Bullshit. Come on. Tell me."
She was taunting me, but I figured two can play the game.
"Well, if I do, you have to tell me what you were thinking about when you had your hand down your pants."
Mary turned scarlet.
"Shit, you saw that?"
"Yep. So, deal?"
She looked at my eyes then at the tent.
"Ok, deal. But, you go first."
I thought about making up some bullshit story about the hot blond I saw the first time we met and how she and I had acted on our mutual lust with several long and memorable fuck sessions. That was the truth and Carrie was a very good sex buddy. What I really wanted, though, was to tell Mary the truth. I found that more exciting,
"I was dreaming about being naked in front of you. I know it sounds really stupid and major perverted, but these couple times have really turned me on. I was also dreaming about how good your boobs look in that tee shirt and how your hard nipples stick out."
As I said this, my dick twitched and moved the sheet. Mary noticed and laughed out loud.
"Jimmy, I think your friend just told me you are speaking the truth."
I nodded and told her it was her turn.
"God, this is so embarrassing. Do I have to?"
"Mary, do you think it's not embarrassing sitting here with my dick poking up through the sheet? I think we may be a bit beyond embarrassing each other."
"Yeah, but your dream was not as..." she paused to find the right word. "As intimate as what I have to say."
I knew she meant she didn't want to say she was masturbating.
"Mary, just to make you feel better, I confess I jerked off in the shower thinking about being naked in the room with you and imaging what your boobs looked like uncovered."
She looked at me, questioning if I was truthful. Finally sensing I was being honest, she spoke softly.
"Yes, I was playing with myself. I got really turned on watching you strip. I love looking at your ass. I have to hold myself back from reaching out and grabbing it. When you did that little strip tease and I saw the tiniest part of your dick, I almost wet my panties. Jesus, I cannot believe I am saying all this. I mean I've seen dicks before. But this situation just seems so erotic."
I reached my hand across the narrow space and she slipped hers into mine. I squeezed and she returned the pressure, then released me.
"Thanks, I needed some reassurance. Anyway, seeing your pubic hair, then the base of your dick, and wondering if you would go further was wild. Then you turned and showed me that fabulous ass. I don't think the door was closed, when I shoved my hand down my pants."
We looked at each other for a long while. Each of us silently recognizing the sexual tension in the room. My hard-on was now bouncing all around under the sheet.
"Did you cum?"
Mary could not hold my gaze. She looked down and shook her head.
"Mary, I told you I jerked off. I came like crazy. I can't remember when I shot as hard as I did. I want you to feel the same. Do it and let me watch."
Mary sucked in a deep breath.
"Jimmy, I have never done that in front of anyone. Not, Peter. Never, ever in front of anyone."
I slipped my hand around my erection, wrapping it in part of the sheet. I slowly stroked.
"You don't have to get undressed. Just do it, Mary."
She watched the thinly covered dick being slowly manipulated by my own hand.
"God, that is making me so crazy."
Slowly, she put her books and laptop on the floor and pulled back the covers on the bed.
"Fuck, Jimmy, that is so hot watching you. I'm gonna' to do it."
Leaning back, her hand made its way to her zipper. She lowered it completely. Boosting her hips, she slid the jeans down her thighs, past her calves and kicked them to the floor. She wore baby blue undies and tan wool sox. Mary lay back against the pillows and brought her knees up. Her legs were shapely and full, with smooth white and round thighs. She pulled her tee shirt up to just below her breasts.
She began by rubbing her soft belly and playing with her naval. Slowly her right hand moved toward her panties and her left slid under her tee shirt to stop atop her right breast.
She began a slow movement inside her panties while her other hand underneath her shirt played with her nipple and squeezed her breast.
I positioned my own hand on my bare cock under the sheet and turned on my side to watch Mary as I stroked myself.
With her eyes closed, she picked up the rhythm between her legs and on her breast. Her mouth sagged open and her tongue darted in and out licking her lips. My hand matched her intensity and I welcomed the stirrings deep inside my balls.
Mary now moaned and arched her hips to meet the thrusts of her fingers. She stretched out her leg closest to me and I could catch glimpses of dark curly hair as her hand moved inside her panties. She pulled her hand from her breast and slid it in the side of her panties, exposing quick peeks at more of the luxurious nest. She began making circles on what I assumed must be her clit, while her moaning grew in intensity and frequency. I had by now covered my shaft with precum and was pumping hard.
Mary's moans turned to panting as abruptly she pushed her panties down to give free access for both her hands. Pulling her knees up, she now was grunting with every thrust of her two fingers inside her. I was enthralled by what little I could see of her full and dark pussy partially hidden behind her thighs and moving hands. I was also at the end of my endurance and reached down to grab the towel from the floor. I kicked off the sheet and wrapped it around the tip of my cock and erupted with an intensity I had never felt before.
At the same moment, Mary cried out and gave two more deep plunges inside her pussy. She screamed and pulled her hands away and clamped her legs together as her body shook with orgasm.
I squeezed out the last drops of my own orgasm. Mary turned her glazed eyes to me and saw the towel wrapped around my deflating dick. I dropped it to the floor, fully exposing myself for a second and pulled the sheet back up. She eased her panties back into place. I again reached my hand out. She took it and I felt the moisture from her explosion. I let my fingers play with hers, covering mine with her dampness. I broke free and opened my mouth to receive my sex-coated digits. I savored the taste of her womanly essence. She watched me lick my fingers clean and blew me a kiss and then looked at my crotch and blew it a kiss. She then turned her back to me exposing her broad rear hidden under the tightly stretched blue satin.
She pulled the sheet up over her and soon I heard soft sounds of sleep. I rolled over and was also falling into a sweet slumber.
I awoke hours later to a dark room as the early night had fallen. I realized what woke me was the chirp of a cell phone. I came fully awake and realized it was my phone on the dresser. I tossed off the sheet and ran over to grab the pone. The ID indicated that Peter was calling.
I accepted the call, feeling a bit strange standing nude in the same room as his girlfriend.
"Hey."
"Hey, yourself, buddy," Pete said.
He explained that his uncle wanted him to stay over and he wouldn't be back until late tomorrow. He said he tried to reach Mary, but just got voicemail.
I heard a movement and then felt Mary standing behind me.
"Have you seen her?"
"Yeah, she's here now."
Mary ran her hand along my shoulder, down my spine and over my ass, stroking it softly. I immediately became hard.
"What are you guys up to?" Pete asked.
"Nothing, honest," I blurted out.
Mary gave me a pinch on the ass and took the phone from me.
I turned to go back to my bed. She looked down as I did so.
"Hi, honey," she said and listened to Pete on the phone.
"Nothing, we both just woke up and Jimmy is still half asleep, I think," she said into the phone.
She watched me get into bed and pull up the covers.
"No, we were both studying and with the freakin' heat in this room, just passed out. Your call woke us up."
She listened to Pete and watched me. I could just make out her shape, but could not see any details in the dark room. The white of shirt made her stand out.
"No plans really," she said. "I think I'm going to get dinner. I dread going back to my dorm, I have so much work to do and it's crazy there."
After a pause, she said, "You wouldn't mind?"
Looking at me she kept the phone to her ear.
"Of course, I'll make sure it's Ok with Jimmy."
She laughed at something Peter said. "Well, I don't think I have to sleep in the nude, no matter that Jimmy always does. Yeah, here he is."
She held the phone out to me. I was not going to get up with a hard-on and talk to my roommate while his girlfriend watched, no matter how dark it was.
I shook my head and motioned her to bring the phone to me.
She smiled and didn't budge.
I didn't want Peter to think something weird was going on.
I grabbed a pillow and put it in front of me and crossed to Mary.
She tried to pull the pillow away, but relented and gave me the phone.
"Hey, Pete. No, it's Ok. I probably will spend some time in the library anyway. It'll be cool. Yeah, see you tomorrow." I tried to keep my voice even as Mary ran her hands all over my naked ass.
I hung up.
Mary ran back to her bed.
She smiled at me and asked if I could toss her a pillow.
"Jesus, Mary, are you trying to get me killed?"
"Jimmy, first, Pete could not kill you. He's half your size and hates violence. Second, he would not kill you. You're his best friend on campus. And, third, there's nothing to kill anyone for."
I just shook my head.
"Well, you said you wanted dinner. I say let's get out of here. I think this heat is melting your brain."
Mary smiled and began to pull her jeans back on.
I walked over to my dresser, pillow in front and ass hanging out, to get clothes.
Walking in the chilly night to the dining hall, Mary asked,
"Were you hard in the room? I tried to get a peek, but wasn't sure."
"God, Mary, why don't just say what's on your mind."
She slipped her arm through mind and replied.
"Ok, I was hoping to see you nude. I only got a really fast glimpse earlier after you dropped the towel when you beat off. I would really like to see what your dick looks like and especially what it looks like when it's hard. And, I as I told you before, I usually say what's on my mind."
I didn't know what to say.
"So, what do you think, Jimmy?"
"I think this is a strange situation."
"Yeah, strange, but sexy, don't you agree?"
"Definitely," I said. "But, I don't think I should be sexy with my roommate's girlfriend. That sounds creepy, not sexy."
"Kinky, maybe, but not creepy," Mary said laughing as we entered the dining hall.
After dinner, I did spend most of the evening in the library. I returned to my dorm around 11. Mary was sitting in bed working on her project. She only had on her long-sleeve tee shirt and panties. The room was hotter than before.
"God, it must be 90 in here," I said.
"At least," she agreed. "I tried opening the window, but it's so windy I froze and it blew papers all over the place."
I peeled off my sweatshirt and kicked off my shoes.
"I'm going to hit the bathroom and then I might read for a bit and go to sleep early. You can keep working, the light won't bother me."
She said she might have to go a bit longer.
I went to the bathroom and returned to another blast of heat.
"So," Mary said, "are you?"
"Am I what?"
"Are you going to sleep in the nude?"
"Well, I usually do. And it's so hot in here, I'd probably be more comfortable."
"It's fine with me, Jimmy."
I stood and took off my shirt and unzipped and removed my jeans. I was standing in my boxers and Mary was staring at me.
"Mary, I can't just strip in front of you and flash my dick. It's one thing what we did before, but just getting naked is more than I can handle."
"I understand. Why don't you turn around and take off your underwear. I've already seen your ass a couple times."
I faced away from her and slid my boxers off. I stood for a few seconds, knowing she was admiring my naked rear. I felt her fingers lightly trace the outline of my butt and delicately slide down my crack. I heard rustling and then felt a soft kiss on my cheek. She ran her hand up the front of my thigh and was moving toward my now totally hard dick, when I caught her hand as her fingers lightly touched the edge of my pubic hair. She relented and pulled away, giving me a kiss on the other cheek.
I slipped under the sheet and rested on my side, facing her.
"Again, Jimmy, you have a sweet ass."
I laughed. I picked up a book and started reading, with the sheet making a bigger tent than it did this afternoon, evoking a theatrical sigh from Mary.
About a half hour later, Mary confessed to being too tired to continue. She put her stuff away and went out to the bathroom.
Coming back in, she locked the door and then pulled open one of Pete's dresser drawers.
She extracted a short sleeve tee-shirt. She was three-quarters turned away from me. She pulled her long-sleeved shirt off. I could make out the side of her left breast. I admired its shape and size, but could not see any nipple. I could also make out the crack in her ass underneath the light panties. I was getting aroused.
She put on his shirt, which came down below her butt She then reached under the shirt and pulled off her panties, showing me the bottom half of her naked ass in the process. I was fully erect now. She turned off the overhead light.
Walking back to bed in the low light from our reading lamps, I could make out her breasts swaying under the shirt. I imagined that with one flick of my wrist, I could lift the hem of her shirt and expose her pussy to me.
She could see my erection under the sheet. She smiled and climbed into bed, offering one more quick glimpse of her ass.
We each turned off our lamps. The room was dark, with little light coming in from the moonless and overcast night outside.
We lay quietly in the darkness. I finally said, "Is that what you usually wear to bed?"
I heard a giggle from the other side of the room. "Actually, I usually wear what you are. Funny, after teasing you today, I am not ready to stand naked in front of you. I'm a little shy, and not too happy with my fluffy body. Mostly, though, I was thinking about what you said earlier. I don't feel comfortable going further without Pete knowing."
"Mary, from what I see, you have a very nice body."
"Thanks, but I need to lose some weight," she sighed.
"Well, you are very pretty, have what look like great boobs, and a fine ass."
"Oh really," she said. "And just how much did you see?"
I laughed, "As much as you showed me, Mary."
She joined in my laughter. "And that was...?"
Thinking two can play this game, I said, "I saw a nice side shot of your boob. No nipple, but lots of milky white flesh. Very sexy. I also got a couple quick views of your ass. Also, nice, white and..."
"What? You can finish."
Blushing, I added, "And, well, quite kissable."
"Ooh," she squealed. "I like that."
We were quiet for a bit longer.
"So, that's all you saw?" she asked.
"Well, this afternoon, when we were, you know..."
"Getting off. Masturbating. Diddling myself. Stroking the monkey. Shall I go on?"
"No," I said. "When we were doing those things, I saw your pussy."
"Like it?"
"Well, I didn't see that much, but I liked the silky look of your pubic hair," I said and paused, then added, "a lot, actually. But, that's all I could see. I could tell you had fingers inside, but I couldn't see your, you know, your sex lips."
"Isn't pubic hair odd?" she said.
"How so?"
"Well, it's just hair. We have hair on our head, but that's no big deal. We have hair under our arms, well guys do. Guys have hair on their chests. We see all that hair all the time, and no big thing. But, we see the hair between our legs and it's totally erotic."
"You saw my pubic hair," I said. "Was it erotic for you?"
"God, yes. I loved it. I really wanted to see your cock and your balls. But, seeing your pubic hair was a turn on."
I grunted.
"What?"
"Well, I'm turned on now and I can't see a thing."
"Jimmy, are you touching yourself?"
"Yes. And, you?"
"Definitely. I am feeling that silky pussy hair you like so much."
"Mary, this is super-sexy," I whispered. "I am laying in my dark room, slowly stroking my cock, thinking about a practically naked girl three feet away fingering her pussy. You are fingering it, aren't you?"
"Definitely," she cried.
In the silence, we each touched our own private parts fantasizing what it would be like to have the other person's hand on us.
"I know," she said. "I want to do it again like this afternoon. I want us both to jerk off until we cum."
"How we will know when the other is ready?" I knew I could not last too long.
"We'll talk to each other. If one of us is closer than the other, that person will have to slow down. Ok?"
"Ok. And, I am fairly close now."
"Me, too," Mary said.
"Do you still have a finger inside you," I asked, wondering if I pushed too far.
"Three," she moaned, "and it feels so good. I have my other hand moving from my clit to my tit. God, Jimmy, I am so wet and my clit is so sensitive. When I get turned on, my clit gets really hard and sticks up outside its little folds. I love rubbing it, or even better, have someone do it for me. I have to forget my tit, and just do my clit. Ahh, that is so good."
I was dripping like the faucet in our decrepit bath. I began fumbling in the dark, opening the drawer to my night stand.
"What are you doing?" Mary asked.
"I want to get some tissue. I don't want to cum all over my sheets."
"Oh, I would love to see you cum. I would love to see you spurt all over that tight tummy. Tell me what you're doing."



"I'm stroking with my right hand and half playing with balls with my left. I have a lot of precum and I am using it to make my shaft slippery. I like moving my hand slowly up and down. And, like you, I love it when someone else's hand is doing the work. And, Mary, I have never, never been this hard or this big. I think this is the sexiest thing I've ever done."
We fell into silence, with only our groans and moans piercing the darkness.
"Mary, I am on the edge. I don't think I can hold it much longer."
"Just a couple seconds longer. I'm almost there. Do you have the sheet on?"
"No, I kicked it off."
"Me, too. We are both fucking naked and going to cum. This is hot shit, Jimmy."
"Mary, I'm cumming."
I wrapped a handful of tissue around my head and began shooting hot liquid. My ass lifted off the bed and my toes curled.
I could hear Mary gasping and then crying out, "I'm cummin', I cummin', Jimmy. Oh god, I am..." Her words trailed away as I heard her loud gasps.
I lay back, drenched in sweat. I heard rustling, then saw a dark shape next to my bed.
Mary lay her hand on my chest. She sat on the edge of the bed, bent down and kissed my cheek.
"Thanks, Jimmy, that was great."
I put my arm around her waist, feeling nothing but naked, soft and full flesh. I could make out the dark area on her breasts of her nipples and another dark area between her legs. It was too dark to really enjoy her nudity.
"I'd really like to crawl in and cuddle," she said. "But, we both know that would not be right."
I stroked her nude back, enjoying the soft flesh mold under my fingers.
"How about one hug," she said.
She took my hand and pulled. We both stood. Two dark shapes in the narrow space between the beds.
She snaked her arms around my middle and I did the same. Slowly we let our bodies touch and then press together intensely. I felt her full breasts press into my chest and her pubic hair rub my own. I reacted as any man would. Mary moved back to allow my erection to reach up. She then pulled me close, trapping the hard object against her stomach.
"I can feel your wetness against my tummy," she said.
"I'm still leaking a bit," I admitted.
She rubbed her body back and forth, spreading the remnants of my orgasm on her front.
She grasped my cheeks and pulled tighter. I did the same, filling my hands with the warm, full and pliant butt.
She rested her head against my chest and I kissed the top of her head, enjoying the light scent of her shampoo.
"Jimmy, I really want to fuck you, but I can't."
"I know, Mary. I know. I want it, too."
"I'm going to have to tell Peter something," she said.
"What are you going to say?"
"Well, as odd as this sounds, I am going to tell him I still feel exactly the same about him. I love being with him, which we both know is different from being in love with him. I will reassure him I want us to continue to have sex, date and do all the things Pete and I love doing. I will tell him I also find you attractive. I feel differently about you, but still have very strong urges."
"What do you think he'll do?"
"I think he will listen, ask questions and try to understand. I don't think he will go crazy. Jimmy, if it were all right with Peter, would you make love to me?
My dick twitched against her stomach.
Laughing gently I said, "Well, that little guy certainly wants to."
Mary moved her hand from my ass to take hold of my erection. Moving her hand up and down, she said, "I would never call him a 'little guy'. He is amazingly hard and long. I want to look at it so bad, and, I would love kissing it. Jimmy, I think it's the biggest I ever had in my hand."
"Mary, if we don't stop now, I won't be able to stop."
She squeezed my erection once more squeezing out a couple more drops, then took her hand away.
She hugged me and we moved apart. She took her damp fingers and sucked them clean.
"Jimmy, this afternoon when you wet your fingers with my juices and licked them, I had another small orgasm. Now, I got to taste your cum. I would love to suck you and drink it all. Am I being too slutty?"
"I think you are being fantastically sexy. My dick is about to jump off my body."
She squeezed it one more time and then we each stepped back. Falling back into our own beds we said good night. I pulled the sheet back over me and enjoyed the remembered sensation of her hand on my dick.
In the morning, I woke to see Mary's bed empty. Her backpack was gone.
I showered and dressed to go to breakfast. I hoped to see her but she was not in the dining hall.
I spent the better part of the day in the library. Around 4 I got a text from Mary.
"P & I talkn. Cn u stay @ Paul 2nite"
"no prob" I texted back.
On Monday morning, I entered my room with all sorts of butterflies. I was spared any confrontation since Peter was not in. I grabbed my books for the day's classes and headed back out.
Late that afternoon, I was avoiding going back to my room when I got a text. This time it was Pete.
"time to talk. c u in r room n 10."
I replied yes and gathered my stuff.
I walked in to find Pete and Mary waiting.
I didn't know what to say, so I just stood there.
Mary looked from Pete to me and back. She appeared more anxious than I have ever seen her.
"Quite a weekend, I hear," said Pete.
"Look, Pete, I didn't mean..."
He cut me off.
"Jimmy, Mary and I have talked about what when on. Talked a lot, as a matter of fact. I can understand you guys being attracted to each other. Shit, you both are attractive people. I can understand sexual tension. Lord knows I lived with severe sexual tension until I met Mary."
I started to say something, but he cut me off again.
"It guess the part that bothers me the most is that you're my friend. At least, I think you are."
"I am, Pete. I am," I said meekly.
"Well, I'm not sure that friends are supposed to put the moves on his roomie's girlfriend."
"Pete, what can I say? It didn't start out that way. Honest."
"Yeah, Mary explained all that. Still, I'd like to punch you in the nose."
"Go ahead," I said. "I deserve it."
"Fuck, Jimmy. That wouldn't help. I'd probably break my hand. I am such a klutz at everything."
Mary leaned in and said, "Not everything, Pete, not everything."
He turned red, but smiled. "Yeah, but almost everything."
The three of us looked at each other.
Mary said, "Where do we go from here?"
More silence.
"Where do you want it to go, Mary?" asked Pete.
"I am not 100% sure," she said. "I definitely do not want to lose you, Pete. I like being your girlfriend. I get goosebumps every time you call me that. I want to keep having sex with you. I really love us together and I totally love our sex. But, I have some desires that go beyond the two of us."
She held Pete's hand as she spoke. "I'm nineteen years old. I am not all that experienced sexually and I want to do more. The times I have had sex just make me want to find out more about the erotic side of life. I have really strong urges and a wicked imagination. I want to explore. I would like to think that people like the three of us could find a way to explore together. Hell, we all really like each other. Would it be so bad if we all pushed aside the stupid rules and just let things move along? Maybe we could even all make love to each other."
I said, "You mean you and Pete or you and me? You don't mean Pete and me. Right?"
"I don't know. Is that so weird? If I said I was having sex with my roommate, I bet the both of you would think it is hot."
"Holy shit," said Pete, "are you having sex with Kelsey?"
Mary laughed. "See, you are all imaging this crazy lesbo session. Maybe, that's a threesome you'd like. But, make the threesome be a girl and two guys and it's freak out time for the dudes. Ooh, what if a guy touches another guy's dick? Big fuckin' deal."
There was something in Mary's answer that pricked my ears.
"Mary, you didn't answer Pete's question. Are you and Kelsey having sex?"
Mary looked a bit frightened. "No, Kelsey and I are not having sex. Satisfied?"
"Then, who is it," I asked.
Mary looked at Pete. He returned her gaze. I could not read if he was hurt or intrigued.
He leaned in and kissed Mary. "It's Ok, honey, you don't have to say anything."
"Oh fuck," she said. "Well this is supposed to be a time when we are all honest and whatever. Yeah, I am having sex with a girl. It's Anna. She's in my anatomy drawing class. We started not long after school began when I was modeling nude for her. She is really into it. She made a move on me while I was naked and standing in front of her. Me, I thought it was one of those experiences I figured I should have, so I went along. Anyway, she is awesome at oral sex and so I figured, let's let the good times roll for awhile. I am not emotionally involved, except we are good friends. I can talk to her about, well, about you guys. She is very supportive. And, did I mention, she is awesome at oral?"
Pete and I grinned at the last statement.
"Mary, you are full of surprises," said Pete.
"Well, I am not going to inhibit myself because of a bunch of rules I didn't make and never agreed to. I am discovering how good sex is. I am discovering how I like being involved with interesting and attractive people. I am discovering that loving, or at least making love to, more than one person is not evil or slutty. It's fun. Come on, guys, it's fun. So, I say let's just have some fun."
Pete and I looked at each other. I had to wait for him to speak first.
"Mary, I don't want to lose you," he said. "I am not sure if going along with this idea will bring us closer or eventually end up driving us apart. I am willing to risk it because I sense if I try to hold you back, I will lose you."
Mary kissed him. They both had tears in the corner of their eyes.
"So, Jimmy, what is it?" asked Mary.
"How do we begin?"
Mary had a twinkle in her eye. "For starters, I think Jimmy can pose for me."
Pete deadpanned, "I suppose you mean in the nude."
Nodding, Mary said "I want him to pose for me. I have to do some more detailed anatomy sketches for class. I think having Jimmy standing totally nude in front of me will be just what the doctor ordered."
"You will have to give me the name of that doctor," I said. "Mine never gives me a prescription like that."
We all laughed.
Pete then said he was Ok with the nude modeling, but he was not ready to have me in the room while he and Mary were having sex. Or, that he was comfortable if Mary and I had sex. Mary agreed, but urged him to keep thinking about it.
Pete asked if I would mind sleeping downstairs again. I assured him it was no problem
As we were saying goodnight, Mary said, "Ok, I agree that Jimmy and I will not screw without all of us talking about it and agreeing on it."
Mary came to me and standing on her toes kissed me deeply. I let my tongue mingle with hers. She reached in front and rubbed my now erect dick.
Breaking apart, she softly said, "Guys, just to be clear, there is a lot of shit we can do that does not involve screwing. So, let's also agree that we don't have any objections to other shit."
As she said this last sentence, Mary was rubbing both Pete and me.
He and I were grinning like complete idiots.
She then eased down each of our zippers and slipped her hand inside. I felt weak in the knees as she rubbed my stiff dick. I saw her other hand buried in Pete's pants.
After a minute, Mary pulled her hands away and Pete and I zipped up. Mary kissed me again and I reluctantly gathered my stuff. I knew the second I was out the door, Pete and Mary would be naked and fucking.
I slept downstairs that night, but it was not a restful sleep.
Mary called me on Wednesday and asked if she could do some sketches of me that night. For once her roommate was out and I could go to her room.
I agreed and hung up the phone with butterflies in my stomach thinking I would be standing nude in front of her in a couple hours.
I arrived at her room around 7. She was dressed in her long-sleeved shirt and was bare-legged. She hugged me and welcomed into her room. I slipped my hand under her shirt to feel her ass clothed only in panties. "Love this feeling," I said into her ear. She kissed me and moved away.
Her large sketch pad rested on her bed along with a portfolio with many sheets turned face down.
"How do we start?" I asked.
"How about I rip your clothes off with my teeth?" she said grinning widely.
Seeing the look on my face, she added, "Jees, I'm kidding, Jimmy. Relax. This will be good. I appreciate it."
She explained that her anatomy drawing class was part of her pre-med courses. She even thought she might forgo med school and just become an anatomical illustrator. She wanted to get as much practice as possible on live bodies. Next semester they would be working with cadavers and looking at the structures below the skin. Then, she would do more live drawings and try to illustrate how the skin is really just covering an intricate framework below.
"Besides," she added, "I get to look at a lot of really attractive naked bodies."
She wanted to begin with some torso drawings. Admitting that she found my upper body to be well-muscled, she wanted to try to capture my shoulders and lats.
I stripped off my shirt and stood there. Mary started sketching, giving me occasional directions to try to accentuate one muscle or another. She next asked me to remove my jeans and she drew my calves from a couple different angles. Next she concentrated on drawing my feet.
We were at it for a long time, when she announced she needed a bathroom break. I told her I was all set. She left the room and out of curiosity, I began leafing through her sketch pad. I admired the drawings she had done of me. I could easily see she had talent.
In addition to my body, I saw a number of hands. She probably had ten pages of different hands in various poses, both male and female.
The loose sheets in her portfolio caught my eye and I put down the pad. I turned them over and was shocked to see a large scale drawing of a male penis. It was about one and half times life size. The penis was long and skinny and uncircumcised. I knew it was not Pete, since he was cut like me.
The next page was full of rough sketches of the same penis. Some showed the balls behind the penis and some just the penis.
The next few pages were a series of women's breasts. There were at least three different women pictured. One illustration showed relatively small breasts on a woman with broad shoulders and a long torso. The drawing stopped at the neck and went no farther than the naval. The breasts were quite attractive and Mary showed erect nipples on them. The detail was fine, showing small bumps on the areolas and a mole on the right breast.
The other sheets did not have as detailed a view, but depicted a set of huge boobs, that drooped in a sexy way and had humongous areolas and thick nipples. The final set were round mounds with shaded areolas and dark nipples.
Flipping the page I discovered an illustration of the last set of breasts, reflected in a mirror. The drawing again stopped before the head, but did show dark hair resting on the shoulder. I wondered if I was looking at Mary's breasts as she viewed them in a mirror.
I flipped through some other illustrations of naked butts, both male and female. I came to a complete stop as I came upon a graphic illustration of an erection. I recognized the birthmark on the upper thigh and knew it was Peter. I felt embarrassed looking at my roommate's dick in full hardness.
The next set of drawings was even more shocking.
I flipped the page to stare at a fully exposed vulva. The women's sex was shown in stark detail, including the tip of her clit extending from the folds at top. The next three pages contained variations on this theme, with illustrations ranging from thighs together and sparse, light-colored pubic hair to fully spread with one finger inside and another on her clit.
I was gawking at the later when the door opened and Mary reentered.
"Sorry, too much Mexican food last night, if you know what I mean," she said before she noticed what I was looking at.
"You like?"
"This is for anatomy class?" I asked.
"No, this is for me. I like drawing erotic images. And, my models usually indulge me after I've finished the technical stuff."
"Well, you certainly have a talent. Anyone I know?"
Mary smiled coyly, "Let's just say that sweet pussy tastes as good as it looks."
I thought for a second and then said, "Anna, the girl from your class. The one you are sleeping with or slept with?"
"That's the one and it's still sleeping with."
I looked at the graphic drawing before me and wondered what it would be like to watch Mary with her head between this girl's legs.
"Is she really good?" I asked.
"She can do things with a tongue I never thought possible," she replied. "And, I discovered I really like eating pussy. Do I shock you?"
"No, you make me have very dirty thoughts," I said lightly.
Mary pointed to the pile of sketches and said there are two more I might find interesting. She opened a Velcro flap and pulled out two sheets.
I flipped the first and felt my breath escape. It was the same large uncircumcised dick I had seen before, fully erect with a woman's hand wrapped around the base and a tongue pushing against the opening at the tip of the large head.
"Anna likes guys?" I asked.
"No, this is Kelsey, my roomie. She definitely likes guys and most definitely likes sex. This is a guy she's been sort of seeing. If you want to see how much she's seeing, check out the other one."
I flipped and could hardly believe my eyes.
It was an excellent depiction of the same big dick half buried in a spread pussy.
"Wow," was the most articulate response I could make.
"Wow, indeed," said Mary. "I watched them fuck. I had him stop midway in so I could capture this view. Kelsey was super vocal telling him to fuck her. Funny, she didn't mind me watching, but got annoyed because they had to pause. It took a couple minutes to get the gist of the scene and then they were back at it."
"It doesn't look like he's wearing a condom."
"No, Kelsey just made him promise to pull out. Crazy, I know. But he did and he shot all over her stomach and breasts. I wish I could have gotten to draw that, but there's no pause button when a guy starts cumming." We both laughed at the truth of that statement.
Mary added, "Kelsey loved having him cum on her breasts. Later she confided that she wanted me to lick off the cum on her breast, but was too ashamed to ask me to do it in front of Jason. She's not gay or officially bi-. I just think she was in a groove and knew it would be something sexy to do. I told her I would have been more than happy to oblige her request. She knows about me and Anna. She always asks for details, and I happily provide them. Usually, we are playing with ourselves as I describe what Anna and I do. It's sorta' like you and me the other night, only we are both naked and staring at each other's hands disappearing inside. It's very sexy, Jimmy, very sexy. I think she might like to experiment a bit more."
As I listened, I realized more and more that Mary was an open and sexually adventurous person. She never showed any embarrassment about what she wants sexually.
"Has Pete seen these?" I asked changing the subject. "I mean all of them?"
"You mean the beautiful drawing of his boner?"
I nodded.
"Yeah, he's seen it."
"And, he's Ok with you showing it to other people?"
"Technically, I wasn't showing it to you. You were peeping."
She flipped back to the drawing of Pete. "Now, I'm showing it to you. What do you think?"



"Think? What do you mean?"
"Do you think it's a good likeness?" Mary asked.
"Mary, I have never seen Pete with a hard-on, if that's what you're asking."
"I didn't think you had," she said, "but I'm curious if you like looking at it."
Smiling, I answered, "Not as much as I did the picture of you in the mirror."
Mary blushed.
"Oh, you think that is me?"
"Yeah, I do."
"And?"
"And, I really, really would rather look at you naked than at Pete. Mary, you have a very nice body."
Mary didn't answer. She gathered up the erotic drawings and placed them back in the portfolio. She took up her sketch pad and said, "Now, I think it's time to do something more interesting than shoulders, feet and calves."
I slowly stood and moved a couple feet away. Mary indicated I should turn around. Hot blood was coursing through my veins as her fingers looped inside my waistband. She inched my shorts down, pausing for a second as my ass started to come into view. With one movement, she pushed my boxers to my ankles and I stepped out of them.
"I've wanted to draw this ass since the first time I saw it," said Mary.
I could hear the scratches of her pencil on the paper. I was slightly shocked as I felt her hand moving around my right cheek, feeling the contours.
After a few minutes Mary said, "Jimmy, could you spread your legs like that time in the room? I want to draw your balls from behind."
I moved my thighs apart and bent from the waist. I could feel the air moving around my balls.
"Lovely," said Mary.
She sketched me in that position for a couple minutes.
"Ok, now the moment I've been waiting for," she said in a mock announcer's voice. "Mr. James O'Neill, please turn around."
Slowly I pivoted until I was facing her full on. I stood naked in front of Mary. I resisted the urge to become erect, but could not stop the blood from making my dick fill up and thicken.
"That's a gorgeous cock, Jimmy."
I smiled.
She started sketching, tossing off a couple quick takes. She then took her time drawing, letting her eyes travel from my dick to her pad. I relaxed a bit, but was still feeling excited and my dick hung heavy with blood.
"God, your balls are really huge. Come here."
I stepped forward, stopping inches from her. Mary gently ran her fingers up and down my shaft, feeling the weight of it. She encircled it with her thumb and forefinger measuring its circumference. I shivered at her touch.
She then took the tip of my dick in her fingers and moved it aside as she slid her free hand on my sac.
She hefted them, bounced them softly in her palm and then ever so gently squeezed with her fingers until she trapped one testicle. I was on the edge of pain and pleasure as she slightly increased the pressure on the sensitive nut.
"I want to draw your balls, Jimmy. I needed to feel your balls to get a sense of how heavy to make them look. Also, I think it would be fun to suck the shit out of these babies." As she said those words, she put her other hand on my other testicle and cradling them brought them forward. She placed a tender kiss on each testicle and then released them.
"I like your dick semi-hard, but now want to draw it fully erect. Can you make it stand up or should I help?"
I told her I never refused a sincere offer of assistance.
Grinning, she moved in and kissed the tip. She ran her tongue around my head and then slipped it inside the warm cavity of her mouth. She sucked in more of my shaft and soon she had the reaction she was seeking.
"Very nice, Jimmy, very nice," she murmured as she stroked the hard organ pointing at her covered with moisture from her mouth.
At her direction, I stepped back, and she began drawing. After a few minutes, my erection started to subside a bit. She reached out and stroked back to total hardness. Her pudgy fingers felt so soft against my hard cock.
She quickly tossed off one sketch after another. As she was turning to a clean sheet in her pad, there was a knock at her door.
We looked at each other. I'm sure I looked like the proverbial deer in the fucking headlights.
She motioned me to stand behind the door and opened it a crack.
"Kelsey? I thought you were going to be out until 9?"
"It's almost 10, Mary. Can I come in?"
Mary looked at me. We both had lost track of time. With her eyes, she asked me to answer Kelsey's question. I shrugged, torn between embarrassment and the thrill of standing naked in front of two women.
Mary turned back to her roommate, still outside in the hall.
"We are still doing some sketching, Hon. We are at a point where you might consider it, well, erotic. Of course, you can come into your own room, but I want to be sure you won't be offended."
Kelsey said, "I can handle it, Mary."
Mary stepped back, Kelsey stepped in. Mary closed the door.
She turned to Kelsey who now was looking me over from head to toe.
"Kelsey, you remember Jimmy."
Kelsey's mouth opened into a wicked grin. "Well, Jimmy, it certainly is nice to see you again." She made a point of looking directly at my hard-on.
I extended my hand and we shook.
"Nice to see you, too, Kelsey. As a matter of fact,
I was looking forward to catching up with you, especially after seeing those drawings of you. I must apologize if I do not measure up to what I saw in the picture."
Kelsey shot a dark glance at Mary, who smiled angelically.
Kelsey then laughed heartily. "Shit, what the fuck! Now you've seen mine, I'm seeing yours, and this is nothing like grade school show and tell."
We all joined her laughter.
"I need a drink," said Kelsey.
She opened their tiny fridge and pulled out three beers. We each opened and drank deeply.
"So, what now," asked Kelsey?
"Well, I was just about to do another theme. Why don't you have a seat next to me and we'll see if Jimmy is game."
The two girls sat on the bed. Kelsey was wearing a hoodie over a short skirt and heavy stockings in bright purple.
She peeled off the hoodie, revealing a tight t-shirt covering massive boobs. I wondered if the big, drooping boobs in Mary's drawings belonged to her. Kelsey had a great body and an average face. She did little to make herself attractive, including letting her dark hair do what ever the wind and elements decided. She wore no make-up, but she had sensuous lips and a round face with dark eyes, catching the light in the room.
"Jimmy, remember the other night when we were lying in the dark?" said Mary. "Separate beds of course, Kelsey," she added.
I slowly nodded.
"And you remember what we did?"
Even more slowly, I nodded fearing where Mary was going.
"Show us what you were doing."
I could not believe Mary was asking me to masturbate in front of her and her roommate.
"I'm not sure I can?" I pleaded.
"Can't or won't," asked Mary.
"Mary, I've never done that in front of anyone, well, except for you. Now, you want me to do it in front of two women, one whom I barely know. I don't know."
"Kelsey, honey, would you be offended if Jimmy jerked off for us?"
Kelsey took a deep swallow of beer, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and said, "No, I would say I would definitely not be offended. And, might I ask, when you said you both were doing something, do you mean you were..."
"Oh, yeah, Sweetie," said Mary, "Oh, yeah."
"That's hot," Kelsey said.
I looked at Mary, searching her eyes for a sign that she was mocking me. I felt a warmness inside as I regarded her pretty face with the slight overbite that I found to be so sexy.
"Please, Jimmy," she said.
Making up my mind I slowly moved my hand toward my shaft. I was in some sort of fugue. Was this really happening?
My first touch was like electricity. My cock wanted attention, it wanted contact. I began stroking, slowly, then building to a faster pace. I took some pre-cum and lubed my shaft. I pumped harder. I looked from face to face, enjoying their intent looks.
I was nearing the end.
"Where shall I put it," I asked, slightly out of breath.
"Here," said Kelsey as she lifted off her t-shirt off, exposing the large breasts I had seen in the sketch book.
I took a step closer, positioning myself between her spread legs and pushing up the hem of her skirt with my knee until I managed to have my dick hanging over her stomach. She edged her self down off the bed until her the purple of her crotch pushed hard against my leg. She moved up and down, using my thigh to rub her crotch.
I smiled and pumped. Kelsey put her hand next to mine and stroked my dick in unison with me. The tightening in my balls increased and I felt the pressure reaching the climax point.
Mary kept sketching as she watched Kelsey and me in our erotic duet.
Finally, I could hold back no longer. "I'm cummin," I moaned. Kelsey pulled her hand away.
I groaned and let loose with a long rope of hot cum. It landed on the top of Kelsey's left breast and began to run down toward her large areola. I pumped and two more explosions landed on her right nipple and in the deep valley between her tits.
I had one more minor shot that barely made it to her navel. Kelsey leaned in and took my tip in her mouth and licked me clean, pushing her tongue inside my tiny slit to get out every drop and finished by scooping the gob from her navel and licking her fingers clean.
She pulled back and lay on the bed, resting on her elbows.
She looked at Mary and then at the liquid on her tits with what could only be described as a wicked smile.
Mary dropped the pad, bent over and began to lick her roommate clean. Kelsey rolled her head back as Mary's tongue found the cum-covered left nipple and sucked it. Mary finished by licking the valley between the boobs, then returned to pay intimate attention to the hard nipple she had already sucked to erection.
Kelsey said, "If you'd like, Jimmy, you can have my right boob. You just have to clean your own cum off it."
I eyed the saucer-sized areola with the large nipple standing up. I imagined what it would be like to let my tongue and mouth travel over her breast. I wanted it so badly, but not badly enough to taste my own cum.
"You snooze you lose," cracked Kelsey. She lifted her large breast to her mouth and tongued her nipple, cleaning it.
Finishing, Mary rolled on to her back. I imagined what this scene would look like to a visitor. I stood between the women, completely naked with a semi-hard cock still twitching with remembered pleasure.
"Tasty," said Kelsey.
"Mmm," replied Mary as she bent her face and kissed her roommate. I felt my stomach clinch as the remnants of my orgasm passed between their tongues. Their tongues explored each other's mouths. Kelsey softy rubbed Mary's breast under her thin t-shirt, making the nipple push against the fabric. Mary squeezed the large breast and pulled on her roommate's nipple. I felt I was in on a taping of Girls Gone Wild.
I closed my eyes trying to burn these images into my memory. Two attractive women lay side my side, one with massive breasts heaving under her deep breaths.
"I hope you captured that, Mary," I said trying to break the tension. "I don't think we can repeat it right away."
Breaking away from Kelsey, she smiled and showed me the rough sketch of my hard-on and my hand clinching it. She even added the first rope of cum shooting from my tip.
"Got it on paper, Jimmy," she said.
"Got it etched in my fuckin' memory," sighed Kelsey.
We laughed. Kelsey declared the need for a shower. She stood and quickly stripped off her skirt and stockings. Standing in the middle of the room in just a pair of black bikini undies, I looked her in the eye and let my gaze travel to the triangle guarding her most private part.
Kelsey looked at Mary. Mary smiled and shrugged.
She returned my stare, winked and then dropped her panties.
I admired her dark bush, wild with tufts sticking up. She obviously gave as much attention to her pussy as to her wild head of hair. In spite of the jungle, her thick pussy lips showed through. She ran her fingers through the dark hair and slightly rubbed her vulva, briefly exposing her clit. She used her other hand to stimulate the hard button.
Mary and I watched transfixed as Kelsey worked some moisture from between her lips onto her clit and rubbed harder.
In barely a whisper, Mary said, "Want some help?"
Kelsey smiled at her and said, "Not now, hon, but maybe some other time."
She then turned to grab her towel and allowed me to admire her full butt.
I stepped behind her, my hard dick finding a soft pillow in her ass crack. I reached around and cupped her tits. They overflowed in my hands. I played with her nipples and she pushed back into my dick.
I started moving my hand toward her pussy. She stopped me and moved away. "Not this time," she said.
She tied the towel around her and spun around to me. She hugged me with one hand on my ass and the other on my erect dick. Kissing me again, she rubbed both hands in a delightful way.
"As they say, Jimmy, we really must do this again."
She exited leaving me more than a little hard.
"Well, I think that might be enough for tonight," said Mary. "You can get dressed, Jimmy."
"How about a good night kiss," I offered.
Wondering if again I pushed the limit, I smiled as Mary knelt in front of me. She took my by the base of my shaft and slowly inserted me inside her mouth. She sucked and I pushed forward. She pulled off, kissed the tip and sat back on the bed.
I gathered my clothes and slowly dressed.
"Mary..."
"Let's not talk about it now, Jimmy. Let's sleep on it and we can talk tomorrow. Just remember this, though. I told you I wanted to explore. Well, this is just what I was talking about. I hope you can open your mind to the possibilities that await us."
I pulled Mary into my arms and squeezed her. Speaking softly in her ear I said, "I think I can. I probably could if the next time I could see you naked. I am positive if I knew that you and I could make love."
Mary looked up and kissed me. We held the kiss for a long time, feeling the sensual sensation emanating through our bodies. My hands slipped under her shirt and held her ass. As we kissed, I slid my hands inside the waistband and captured her naked buns.
"Jimmy, this is only the beginning, babe. Just the beginning."
We untangled and I left. I floated back to my room imagining what could lie beyond the beginning.
So, that's my dilemma. I don't want to hurt Peter, but I don't want to stop moving down this road with Mary.
(This is the beginning of the story of Jimmy, Mary and Peter—and friends. If you enjoyed it, let me know by voting, leaving a comment or emailing me. If people are interested, I will post more of these three young people's journey. I never want to bore the reader, so if people aren't interested, we can leave them to explore without us looking in.)
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*
Since the night Jimmy came to my room to model for me, all my relationships are becoming super-charged. I know sex is a powerful force, but Wow!
After my encounter with Jimmy, I talked with Peter. I only summarized what happened with Jimmy and Kelsey. He was taken aback at first, but a night of exquisite screwing helped overcome any doubts of my affections for him. I told him that I want to keep moving forward with both him and Jimmy. He promised to try to be as open as he could.
It's now about a week later and I'm lying in my bed, books and laptop scattered about, but no thoughts of schoolwork are clouding my mind. My roommate, Kelsey, is fresh from a shower and walking about naked. She has a wicked body and I am enjoying the movement of her around our room. Her large breasts bounce and sway with every movement. She catches my eye and winks. I flush and smile back.
Kelsey asks as she towels her hair, "Do you want to talk about last week?"
With my beatific smile I answer, "Why? Was there something unusual about last week?"
She flings a pillow at me and says, "I guess not. I mean doesn't every college girl come back to her room to find a well hung guy with a rocket boner, watch the guy jerk off, let him squirt all over her tits, have her roommate lick her tits and then she strips naked in front of both of them. Nah, nothing to talk about here."
We both laugh.
"Ok, Kelsey, what part do you want to talk about? How about that I licked your boobs clean or that you wanted me to do that?"
Kelsey dropped her towel and reflexively cupped her large breasts and pushed them together, pulling on her nipples. Her hands could not contain the bounty. Kelsey loved her breasts and loved touching them, often if I recall.
"Mary, I don't understand what's going on. Yes, I let you do it and yes, I wanted you to do it. Shit, right now my nipples are like rocks just thinking about how sexy your lips felt on my boob. Am I becoming a lez?"
I got up and guided Kelsey to her bed. We lay down next to each other and she rested her head on my chest.
"Kels, I don't like classifications. They really are meaningless. I know you like guys. Hell, I sketched you fucking a guy and you were enjoying the hell out of it. I like screwing Peter. I like it a lot. I'm hoping to be able to go to bed with Jimmy."
Kelsey cuddled closer and draped a naked thigh over my leg. I was dressed only in a long t-shirt and the warmth of her leg felt good against mine.
"You know that I've had sex with Anna. I told you all about it, even some graphic details, as I recall, upon your insistence on hearing them. You told me you never had sex with a girl. But now, you've had a small sample and you're curious. You think something must be wrong with you because you enjoyed having me lick your tits. See, that's what's so fucked up."
Kelsey hugged me tightly.
"Kels, sex is good. Sex is fun. Sex renews us. God, there is nothing like a great orgasm to restore you. To clean out your mind. It's way better than drugs or drink. What difference does it make if you get the orgasm by yourself, with a guy or with a girl? Really, what difference does it make?"
Kelsey spoke softly. "But, isn't it like unnatural or something for girls to be attracted to girls? I don't want to be labeled a dyke or something."
"See, that's just it. Why the need for labels. Kelsey, I consider myself a normal person and a good person. But, I like sex—a lot. If I find a girl attractive, I might like to enjoy physical contact with her. I want to touch her and have her touch me. It's sex. It's just that simple."
Kelsey nodded against my chest and asked, "But, wouldn't you want to get married and have kids. Lead, you know, a normal life."
"Hell, I guess so, if I knew what normal is. I love guy sex, too. I probably would want to get married and start a family, but not now. Now, I'm having fun exploring. God, I just want to find out all the fun things to do with guys and girls. I'm not trying to convert you or anyone to have same gender sex. I'm just doing it because it feels so fucking good. And, it's fun."
Kelsey raised her head, "Mary, will you kiss me?"
I smiled, stroked her cheek and lowered my lips to hers. At first, her lips were hard and pressed tightly together. I did not aggressively kiss her, but lightly brushed her lips with mine and then kissed around her mouth. Caressing her closed eyes, I slowly covered her nose with kisses. I brought my tongue to her lips and outlined their shape. She softened a bit. I kissed her full on the mouth and she parted her lips. I inserted the tip of my tongue between them and felt her teeth. Slowly I felt an opening and then was inside her mouth. I sought her tongue and teased it with mine. She finally began to respond and soon we were exchanging our tongues, exploring each other's mouths.
"That's nice, Mary. Real nice. Guys do it too hard."
I murmured my agreement and pulled her on top of me. I spread my legs and her lower body settled in between them. As we continued to kiss, I ran my hands up and down her back, enjoying the feel of her naked skin and letting my hands play with her pear-shaped butt. She ground in response.
"Take my shirt off, Kels."
She got up and slipped the cotton up my body and over my head, then lay back down on top of me, bare flesh to bare flesh. I felt her huge breasts pressing against mine, her nipples digging in. We rolled over on our sides. I moved my leg in between hers and softly rubbed her crotch with my thigh. She sharply took in breath and then let out a soft moan. I moved a hand to her breast and rubbed and fondled it. She closed her eyes as I moved my mouth to the large areola and prominent nipple. I licked it, then covered it with my mouth and pulled the nipple with my teeth. Kelsey responded by pushing her pussy hard against my thigh.
I rolled her onto her back and lay on top. I kept my leg moving between hers and began caressing her other breast. After teasing both nipples to a rigid redness, I kissed my way to her navel. She grabbed my head to prevent any farther descent. I removed my leg from between hers and placed my hand on her sex lips. She groaned, but kept my head trapped between her hands.
Slowly, I rubbed her lips, feeling the dampness and letting my finger slid up and down on her warm slit. My thumb brushed her clit under the folds of her lips. I kept brushing it until I felt it emerge from its safe refuge, large against my thumb. I rubbed back and forth, evoking moans from Kelsey. She kept her death grip on my head until I slid two fingers inside her and began pumping. She released my head and grabbed her tits, pulling the nipples out and smashing them back in.
I moved quickly until I was facing the swollen beauty between her spread legs. Her clit was engorged and totally exposed. I tongued it, smiled at the growl from Kelsey, and then took the center of her sexuality into my mouth. I sucked her clit, played it with my tongue and bit down on it ever so softly, all the while pumping my fingers in and out.
Kelsey cried out and I sucked harder on her clit, my face and chin now covered with the sweet secretions freely flowing from her. I stopped pumping and let my fingers roam the soft and wet inside of her until I was sure I felt the special bundle of nerves buried there.
I sucked hard on her clit and tickled the g-spot. Kelsey lifted her hips in response, used her hands to shove my face hard against her pussy, and clenched her thighs tight around my head. I did not let up at her first climax, feeling her vagina contract on my fingers, I sucked and prodded until her second wave hit and she cried out loud. I next rammed three fingers inside and sucked hard on her clit. Kelsey bucked hard, squirmed back and forth and I felt a warm rush of liquid pump out of her. She collapsed back on the bed. I moved away, discreetly wiping my mouth and hand on the sheets and moved up to take her in my arms.
She crushed me in her embrace and I saw tears on her cheeks. I licked the salty drops and placed tiny kisses on her eyelids.
She raised her head, opened her eyes and said, "Thank you."
I kissed her lips, wondering if she were ready to taste what remained of her orgasm. She kissed back and did not seem to mind the smell of sex or the lingering taste.
"Mary, I have never come like that. It's so freakin' amazing. Thank you, thank you."
I kissed her softly and she rolled over to face the wall. I crept out of her bed and covered with a sheet. She slept soundly.
In the early morning, I rose and finished up some of the work I neglected the night before. I was sitting nude on my bed typing on my laptop.
"You look beautiful, Mary,"
I looked over to Kelsey. The sheets were below her magnificent breasts and my tummy flipped at their beauty.
"Ok?" I asked.
"Very," she responded with a smile.
We got ready for classes and went our separate ways. I called Peter during the day, catching him between classes. He had left me several voice mails and wanted to see me.
"Hey, babe, what's up?"
He immediately started asking me for more details about what happened between Jimmy and me. I was surprised that Jimmy didn't fill him in.
"He just said that the two of you did not screw, like we agreed," said Peter. "But, he wouldn't tell me anything. He said that you should tell me or the three of us do it together."
"Ooh, the three of us together, I like that, babe," I teased.
"Come on, Mary. I miss you, when are we getting together?"
"Soon, but not today. I'll call you tomorrow. Ok? And, Peter, I told you what happened."
"Well, it sounded like there might be more."
I reassured him that our relationship was solid. Reluctantly Peter agreed and we hung up. I sat there thinking if it was love or lust between us. I figured it didn't matter since it was so much fun.
Later that evening Kelsey and I were back in our room, sitting on our own beds looking at each other.
"So, what now?" she asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Do we like fuck each other every night, or what?"
I laughed and saw the hurt reaction to my laughter in her eyes. I crossed over and pulled her to me.
"Kelsey, I'm not laughing at you, honest. I'm just amazed that this happened between us. I loved last night. Loved it. And, I want more, actually, I want a lot more. But, honey, I also want Peter. I want Jimmy. I want Anna. And who knows who else. Can you handle all that?"
Kelsey was silent for a long time. "Well, does that mean I get to keep fucking Jason?"
"Ah, Jason of the large, make that V-E-RY large dick. Yeah, I say if that's what you want, absolutely. But, Kelsey, just so we have no questions. I know that time I sketched you and Jason screwing, you let him inside without a condom. That was stupid, sweetie. So, I need you to promise you will not let a dick inside you without a condom. It's for your protection and for mine. Deal?"
"Deal."
"So, when do we get to do it again?" asked Kelsey. "You have a lot to teach me."
"How about soon? I got my period this week, so I am taking a little time off. I should be fine by Thanksgiving, but we will be apart. But, soon, I promise."
"Going to hold you to it," she said as she kissed me.
The next couple days were totally devoted to class work. I had some catching up to do and made the most of my time. Peter and I spoke every day and I told him I'd see him before the Thanksgiving break.
I was a bit surprised I hadn't heard from Jimmy. I asked Peter if Jimmy was around. He said he was pulling all-nighters in the library trying to finish a major paper before Thanksgiving. Peter explained that he was about to finish a lab project due tomorrow, before the long weekend began.
"Reminds me, Peter, what are you doing for Thanksgiving?"
"Going to my grandparents in Rhode Island," he said. "It's sort of a family tradition. My parents, grandparents, aunts and uncles and cousins all go there. The family has like three houses on the beach and we just hang out. I know it sounds nerdy, but I like it a lot."
"Not nerdy, Peter," I reassured him. "Sounds cool. Are there any hot cousins that can help you make the time go by fast?"
He laughed out loud. "God, my girl cousins are bigger nerds than I am. I bet neither one of them has ever gotten laid."
"Hey, you're a nerd and you've gotten laid, a lot may I add. Maybe, you can't judge them by what you've always seen on the outside. Keep your mind open and maybe something exciting will happen."
"Doubt it."
We chatted some more and then hung up.
Immediately my phone buzzed. I recognized Anna's number and answered.
"Hi! Are you up for some naked modeling?" she said right off.
"Hell-o to you, too."
"Sorry, it's just that I just fell into the possibility of some studio time and wanted to scoop it up. You know it's rare to get a good studio. This means I don't have to work in my bedroom or some smelly basement storage room with shitty lighting and bad karma, or at, well, you know her apartment. So, are you in?"
"When and can I bring a friend?"
"Tonight, after seven and who's the friend?"
"Not sure, got a couple possibilities."
"Male or female?"
"Open question," I said.
"Well, it doesn't matter to me, and sure I'd love to draw two nudes as opposed to one. See you in Studio 4 at seven." She clicked off.
"Hmm," I thought, "I wonder if Jimmy is free tonight."
Since Peter said he was going to be tied up and sounds like Jimmy was finished with his paper, I thought this might be a pleasant next step in our journey. He wanted to see me nude and nude I will be. I also thought about asking Kelsey, but my damp panties brought me back to considering posing with Jimmy.
I rang him.
"Hear you've been bustin' it."
"True dat," he said with a pitiful rapper imitation. "But I got the fucker cracked and am just about to email my masterpiece to the prof. Actually, I think this is pretty good shit, but maybe my brain is just too fried to tell the difference."
"Got just the thing to take your mind off Shakespeare."
"Spenser, actually," he said.
"Whatever. Do you want to hear my cure for the Crammin' Blues?"
"Definitely, as long as there's beer involved," he said laughing.
"Not sure about the beer, but how about a naked girl?"
"Naked, as in unclothed?"
"As in all three B's," I said.
"Huh?"
"Boobs, butt and bush, dummy."
"Well, yes I think you have pricked my interest, to coin a phrase. And, who is this denuded damsel might I inquire?"
"Who do you want to see naked the most?" I teased.
"Actually, it's 'whom' and the whom is you."
"Lucky day then, dude."
There was no smart comeback from Jimmy. Just silence.
"Hell-o? Anyone there," I called.
"Sorry, my dick knocked the phone out of my hand," he said.
I laughed and he joined in.
"So, really, what's the deal?"
"Deal is Anna scored some primo studio time and wants to make lewd images of my luscious naked bod. I asked if I could bring a friend and she is all eyes, so to speak."
"Do I get to look?"
"Oh yeah, look and drool, babe. And, you get to pose all nakedy with me."
"When and where?"
I gave him the time and directions. He agreed. I asked him not to tell Peter, that I would do it.
I grabbed a quick ptomaine salad at the dining hall and made it to my dorm by six. Kelsey was working at her desk. I shouted hi, stripped, wrapped a towel around me and headed to the shower.
I made the necessary attention to my sanitary needs and felt confident all would be well with my monthly flow until I came home later. Besides I always carried supplies in my bag.
I stormed back in the room and was drying myself and looking in our full length mirror.
"Shit," I uttered.
"What?" asked Kelsey.
"Shoulda' trimmed the ol' bush in the shower." I examined the dark stubble that surrounded the neat triangle I favored.
Kelsey smiled and said, "I can lend a hand."
She grabbed a washcloth and ran out of the room, returned with it thoroughly soaked.
She knelt in front of me and moistened the dark stubble with the wet cloth. She then spread some shaving cream around my groin. Using light strokes she neatened me to perfection.
"Pretty pussy, Mary," she said running her fingers through my dark silky triangle and lightly rubbing the fold over my clit.
"Kelsey, that feels so good, but now is not the time."
She looked disappointed, so I quickly explained my plan for tonight as her finger delightfully rubbed me.
"Oh, so close, yet so far," she sighed and gave my clit one last stroke.
I took the washcloth and cleaned the liquid running down my thighs.
I pulled on sweats and a tee shirt, no undies. Anna hated when I had lines from underwear. I meant to tell Jimmy to do the same. Well, too late now.
I kissed Kelsey on the cheek and was pulling on my North Face jacket when she hugged me from behind. Her hands took my boobs and she kissed my neck.
"I need a better good-bye kiss than that," she said.
I turned and made sure she felt better. After a couple minutes, we broke free and untangled our hands from where they were under each other's shirts. I realized that was the first time she touched my bare boobs. It was very nice.
I dashed across campus and ran into Jimmy outside the arts building.
"Hey, I meant to tell you not to wear underwear."
"You know, Mary, I can't figure out why all girls don't talk to me that way."
I slid my arm into his and we ran up the stairs to the second floor studio.
Anna was setting up the posing area and turned to see us. She smiled at me and took in all of Jimmy.
"Lock the door, please, Mary," she called out.
I did it and introduced Anna to Jimmy.
"I'd like to chat and get to know you, and all that shit, but I only have this space for an hour. So, why don't you guys strip and let's get going."
Jimmy gave me a comic leer and shrugged his down vest off. He removed his hoodie and kicked off his boots.
He raised an eyebrow and my inaction. I surprised myself by the butterflies in my tummy and an unaccustomed shyness.
Anna's plea to hurry shook me awake. I dropped my jacket, removed my boots and pulled my tee shirt over my head, exposing my boobs.
Jimmy was standing and staring at my chest. I blushed under his gaze. For some reason, I turned and dropped my sweatpants, exposing my ass to him.
Now, a little girl talk. Guys, you can skip ahead a couple paragraphs. We girls, and I think I speak for the majority of us, have a shitload of hang-ups about our bodies. Really. I even read where some perfect supermodel thinks her eyes are too close or another that her breasts are uneven. It's ridiculous, I know. Now, an even further truth.
Very, very few of us girls like our asses. We mostly think they are too big. Hell, even Anna thinks hers is too big although it looks like it was hijacked from a twelve-year old boy. But, I've looked at my ass and it's big. I would not call myself fat, but I am no model. So, I do not love my ass. My hips are a bit wide and that does not help the visual impact of my booty. My boobs, they're pretty good. Nice size, nice shape, small nips in tiny areolas. I have a bit of a soft belly that definitely has no six-packs in sight. My bush is brilliant, however. It looks great and I am now happy Kelsey spiffed me up.



So, I am comfortable nude, but I know I do not have a "killer bod". I accept that and try not to worry what the other person is thinking. Usually that's the case. Being naked to let Jimmy see me for the first time does not fall into 'Usually'.
Anna called out, "Great, you're both ready. Come over here."
I turned to see Jimmy smiling broadly and looking me over from head to toe. I returned the smile and made sure he saw me stare at his dick. I looked back at his face and he mouthed, "You're beautiful." I blushed.
When Anna first saw that I brought a guy, she quickly set up a small bench on the posing platform. She had us stand in front of it while she appraised our bodies.
"Ok, here's my idea, inspiration, actually. I want to recreate Rodin's sculpture, The Kiss. So, Jimmy you sit on the bench and Mary you sit next to him. By the way Jimmy, great bod. Nice cock. Very nice."
We took our places.
"Now, Mary, you lean into him. Jimmy spread your legs. Ok, Mary take your right leg and slip it between Jimmy's legs. Then, rest your left leg along his shin."
While she was talking, she was helping to adjust our limbs to reflect her vision.
"Now, Mary, twist your upper body and lean into Jimmy. Great. Put your left arm around his neck and turn up your face to his. Jimmy, put your right hand on her hip. You guys are super. All right, now just bring your mouths close to each other, but don't kiss, and I'll start sketching."
We followed her instructions, keeping our lips slightly apart. I could feel his warm breath on my mouth. I wanted that mouth. We opened our eyes and read the mutual passion in them.
Jimmy smiled and softly pressed his lips to mine. My whole body flushed with this contact and a sweet warmth filled my insides, especially the parts between my legs.
I leaned in closer and my breasts pushed into Jimmy's chest. My erect nipples tingled at the contact with his firm muscles.
We held the kiss for a long time, with just our lips touching. I was becoming more aroused and tentatively slipped my tongue out. Jimmy quickly responded and soon we were kissing each other deeply and intimately.
As Anna sketched she talked to us. "Ok, guys, I guess you can kiss," she said sarcastically.
"You know the inspiration for Rodin's sculpture was from Dante's Inferno. Back in the 19th century a common theme was about Francesca da Rimini, a contemporary of Dante, whom he used as a character in the Inferno. Francesca had fallen in love with her husband's younger brother. This kiss occurs at the moment before her husband discovers them and puts them both to death.
Anna looked from her drawing to us.
"In Francesca's story the two never touch lips, but Rodin's lovers do. Although they kiss they never completely fulfill their desire. It's suggested that they never will until they meet again in the afterlife. Of course, I can tell you two don't give a fuck about the story. Jesus, can you guys even breathe?"
We giggled and broke apart. I was able to breathe, but felt as if I were out of breath. I was totally turned on my being held so closely. Jimmy must be too since his hard dick was pressing against my thigh.
Anna called for a short break so she could set up and sketch us from behind. We moved apart and stood to stretch.
Anna looked at Jimmy's erection. "Impressive, Jimmy."
'Hey, I thought you didn't like dicks," I taunted.
"Artistic interest only, sorta'" retorted Anna. "And, now I have another inspiration. I would like to draw Jimmy as Michelangelo's David. Only, it would be David with a hard-on."
We all laughed.
"So, have you ever had a dick, Anna?" I asked.
"You mean as part of my anatomy?" she said avoiding the answer.
"No, dear, as an accompaniment to your anatomy," I said.
"Mary, the story of me and dicks requires a long time for the telling and lots of wine, if not prime pot."
"We should shoot for that some time," I suggested.
"Yeah, that'd be nice. And, maybe our David would be interested in joining us," Anna added.
I almost detected a hint of heterosexual flirting coming from Anna, although I thought she was 100% pure American lesbian.
"Maybe he would." I replied.
"Maybe the two of you should stop talking about me like I'm not here," said Jimmy. "And, I could think of nothing more pleasant than to hang out with you two beautiful women, drink, get high and discuss dicks. But, maybe we could spend a little time on pussies, as well."
This brought a good laugh from Anna and me.
"Deal," she said.
I watched as Anna moved her easel and supplies around the studio. She was very easy to watch. Anna is a senior. She moves with a grace that many tall women do not possess. She is around six feet tall with at least half of her height in long, slender legs. Her low-cut jeans fit her tight butt like a glove and every time she bends we are afforded a sweet peak at her smooth ass and crack. Anna has long, delicate fingers. When we are together, I can spend a long time holding her hands, kissing her fingers and pressing them to my face, and, yeah, other places on my body.
She keeps her blond hair cropped short, which emphasizes her green eyes and high cheekbones. Her nose is long, what some people call a Roman nose. It gives her face a slightly imperial look, but a major sexy appearance. Her lips are thin but easily spread into a blockbuster smile.
She has us resume our pose. I couldn't help myself and enjoyed a few moments stroking his hardness. It was sorta' odd to have such an obvious male vibe in the room with two women who are lovers. Odd, but very erotic.
"Ok, enough of stroking the pole," Anna said, "can you guys just kiss without moving into humping right here?"
"Try to," I said, "but no guarantees."
Jimmy's penis jumped in my hand at that declaration.
Reluctantly, I released him and was immediately gratified by a long period of kissing.
Anna sketched and chatted.
"Nice ass, Jimmy. Really, very, very nice ass. I think I could do a whole study just on that ass. Would you be open to more posing?"
Not wanting to break our embrace, Jimmy mumbled something that sounded like "yes".
Before we realized it, the hour was practically over. Anna told us to dress while she gathered her supplies. Before we dressed, Jimmy pulled me in his arms. He was not erect and I savored the feeling of his soft dick against my pussy. He hugged me and whispered in my ear. "Thank you, Mary. You are more beautiful than I imagined. I love your body."
Both my eyes and my pussy were wet. We broke and pulled on our clothes.
We wandered over to look at her sketches. There were almost two dozen drawings. Not detailed, but enough to get the feeling for the pose. Some were details and some more realistic and some more abstract. Jimmy and I agreed Anna had a lot of talent.
We were standing outside the art building. Anna asked if we wanted to get a drink, but we both begged off due to wrapping up before the long Thanksgiving break.
"What are you guys doing for Thanksgiving," she asked.
Neither Jimmy nor I were going home, since we were both short on money for plane fare.
"Well, it's just a suggestion, but my uncle has a great camp in New Hampshire. We could drive up, have a cool Thanksgiving dinner, hang out and just chill. I was thinking about going by myself, but having you guys would be a blast."
Jimmy and I looked at each other, probably sharing the same thought about spending time with each other, maybe even in the same bed.
"Will there be wine, dope and lots of talk about penises," I asked.
"And, pussies," interjected Jimmy.
Laughing Anna said, "Plenty of both and maybe even some show and tell. What do you say?"
I told her we'd let her know tomorrow. We gave Anna a group hug and headed in our separate directions.
I slipped my hand into Jimmy's as we crossed the quad toward my dorm. "So, what do you think?"
He was silent for a bit and then answered. "Well, it beats the hell out of staying here and eating Wendy's chicken sandwiches on Thanksgiving."
I squeezed his hand. "But..." he began.
"But what," I pushed.
"Mary, I'll be honest. The two of us in a remote cabin, a fire burning, a red wine on the coffee table, some good smoke being passed back and forth..."
"And, the problem with that is?" I asked.
"The problem is that I would want to make love to you and don't think I could resist."
"Ah, the screwing part raises its ugly head," I said. "Not that the head that rises from you is ugly. Hell, even Anna liked the look of it. In that fantasy before the fire, where is Anna. In her room? Watching us from across the room? Or, with us on the couch?"
"Well, she is attractive," he said.
"Meaning?"
"Meaning nothing, Mary. I want to sleep with you. I want to be inside you. I want to hold you close to me all night, wake up, make love to you, fall asleep and as the dawn breaks through yon window, make love to you again."
"Sounds dreamy," I replied. "What about Peter?"
"Yeah, what about Peter?"
"Well, I think he knows this moment was coming. I guess it's time he and I talked about it. Maybe I can give him something to reassure him of my feelings for him."
"I think that might help," Jimmy offered. "So, if Peter is Ok, are you sure you are ready?"
"You idiot, I was ready the first time I saw your ass in that ratty old jock."
We laughed.
"So, you're Ok, I'm Ok, and Peter's Ok. Sounds like a new self-help book. But..."
"Another freakin' 'but'," I moaned. "What now?"
"What about Anna?"
I envisioned Anna between my legs and remembered how good she was every time she was there. I recalled the taste of her essence on my tongue as I buried my face in her pussy. I felt her lips on my breasts and how her teeth would grip my nipple.
"Jimmy, this is a time to leave doors open and not close them. Why don't we just see what happens. I just need you to tell me that you would be all right if something did happen between Anna and me while we were there."
We walked in silence to the steps of my dorm. Jimmy pulled me in his arms and held me tight.
"Mary, I don't really understand all that's going on with us. You have a unique view of life and sex. I am so happy to be near you. I am excited by your ideas and zest for just experiencing living. I don't know really how I'd feel if we were at Anna's place and you made love with her. I do know, though, that I want to be there with you and very much want to make love to you. So, as you say, let's see what happens."
"Decided, then," I said. I called Anna on my cell and confirmed we'd go with her. She said she'd drive and we agreed on a departure time.
As Jimmy and I stood in front of my dorm, our breath formed mini-clouds in the chilly night air. Jimmy held my hand and leaned over to kiss my cheek.
"You know that story Anna told us about the legend behind the Rodin statue?" he asked.
"Yeah."
"Do you see some parallel between that and what's going on with you, Peter and me?"
"Like is Peter going to kill us before we can consummate our relationship?"
"Consumate's a funny word for a science girl," he said with a smile.
"Well, I just felt it fit the conversation better than screw or fuck," I answered with a bit of an edge.
"Just teasing, Mary. Chill, please. But, no not the killing part, but maybe Peter being the older brother and being crazy jealous. I mean if we accept Anna's invitation, I think there is an extremely high likelihood of us ending up in bed together."
I said, "Is that another way of saying 'consummate'?"
"Absolutely, if I may be so bold to think it," he said.
"Go bold, baby, go bold," I said warmly. "But, yeah, I do think Peter might be jealous or at least concerned. Mentally he gets what I am saying, but I know he is emotionally really into our relationship. I am, too, but not in an exclusive way. You know, I think I should go over and talk with him now. I can tell him about our modeling together tonight and talk through the next steps. Let him know you and I will be together for the weekend. If it's Ok with you, I'd like to stay over."
I saw the hesitation in Jimmy and pushed him.
"Normally, it would not be a problem," he said. "But, Paul's roommate is back after a bout of mono and I can't crash there. Since this is exam week, the study room is filled with crazy crammers."
"You can have my bed, Jimmy. I'm sure Kelsey won't mind."
I read the indecision on his face, thinking he'd make a lousy poker player.
"Jimmy, I don't think Kelsey will jump you or you will jump her. Since you've each seen each other naked, that takes care of some awkwardness. It's only for a night."
He agreed. While he waited downstairs, I ran up to my room to make sure it was all right with Kelsey and to grab some stuff for an overnight and for class the next day.
Kelsey was cool about Jimmy, only asking, "Is he going to have another beautiful hard-on?"
I just shook my head and bolted back out. Jimmy and I walked to his dorm. Peter was not in the room and Jimmy packed some essentials and left.
Peter appeared a couple minutes later from a trip to the bathroom. He was surprised, but happy to see me.
I relayed our adventure in the art studio. Peter listened quietly.
"Did you enjoy kissing Jimmy?" he asked.
"Peter, it was part of the pose Anna was working on. I didn't volunteer to kiss him."
"Not what I asked," he said. "I asked if you enjoyed it."
I had been up front with Peter since we first met and was not about to start being less than honest.
"Yes, I did," I said. "And, I believe he enjoyed it, too. But, Peter, I enjoy kissing you—a lot. I enjoy making love to you. I enjoy being with you and just hanging around together. Just because I enjoyed kissing Jimmy does not make what we have any less important or special to me."
Peter nodded as I spoke. He put his hand on me knee and sighed.
"Mary, being with you has been like a fantasy. You know I was a virgin, but I was even more than that. I was totally inexperienced with girls. I had two dates in my life, and they were with the cousins I told you about. One date was my junior prom and one was my senior prom. We obviously didn't even make-out. It's a stretch to call them dates.
"Then, I met you and you changed my world. I never in a million years thought I could ever be with someone as beautiful, funny, brilliant and nice as you. That first time you kissed me I, well, I thought I was going to faint. I mean it. When we became lovers, I felt I would never be as happy in my life as I was at that moment."
I told him that I still felt the same about him and wanted us to continue to be with each other and grow closer.
"But, Peter," I said, "right now I want more."
"But, I love you, what more do you need?"
I pulled him close to me. "Peter, I know you feel love, but we are so young. I think what we all feel is affection, lust, friendship, and maybe some other emotions. I do not think it is love, or at least the kind of love that you build your life on. I love you, yes. But, it's not the capital "L" love. And, I want more excitement, more adventure, more, well, more fucking."
"So, have you and Jimmy..."
"I told you everything, Peter. We kissed, I stroked his cock, we were naked and pushing our bodies together. That's it. But, Anna invited us to stay with her in a cabin in the White Mountains over Thanksgiving. I want to sleep with Jimmy. I need to know that if I do that you and I can be together after Thanksgiving."
I saw tears in the corners of his eyes and my heart lurched. The last thing I want is to hurt him. But, I also do not want to lock myself into a monogamous relationship at 19 years.
"Peter, we can still have great times together. Look at it as opening doors, not closing them."
Peter gathered himself. He kissed me tenderly and held me close. He spoke into my ear.
"Mary, if this is what you want, then I support you. I guess it could be worse. I know Jimmy is a great guy. He will treat you with respect. I just hope you're right and that you and I can continue to be together, as well. So, sure, go to be with him. And, tell me all about it."
I showered him with kisses. I promised him that he and I would endure and grow. I wanted him now.
"Peter, I want you inside me, but I'm having my period and I've never let a guy do me like this. So, how about I give the blow job of the ages?"
I knew this was an offer he couldn't refuse.
I yanked his pants and shorts off. I was surprised to see he was not hard. I licked the soft, warm organ and sucked each of his testicles. Life was slowly returning. I took him in my mouth and used tongue, lips and suction to bring him to full and joyful existence. I brought him to the edge at least five times before he whimpered for release. As I moved my head up and down his shaft, I reached behind and placed my middle finger at his asshole. He yelped and I pulled away. I stuck my finger in my pussy to lubricate it and returned to his hole and moved it in a knuckle. He groaned. I plunged all the way in and touched his prostate. He cried out, thrust his cock deep into my throat and shot warm liquid around my mouth. I swallowed and pulled back a bit so his next shots covered my tongue. I savored the tasted and swallowed. He had two more minor dribbles that I took on my tongue. I slipped my finger from his ass and brought my mouth to his. He kissed me and I opened my mouth. I sensed his hesitation, then slowly his tongue touched mine. I swirled the last remnants of his seed onto his tongue. He lapped my mouth cleaning me.
We broke apart and I snuggled on his chest.
"Mary, that was..."
"Yeah, I know—fucking awesome."
We laughed together.
"So, how did you like tasting your own cum?"
He paused and then said, "I always wondered what it tasted like. I am too much of a coward to taste it when I jerk off. It tastes so different from your pussy juices. I don't know."
"Peter, it doesn't make you gay if you say you enjoyed it. Also, it doesn't make you gay to say you enjoyed my finger up your ass. It's all sex and all good."
Peter laughed and said, "The finger part. Well, that was unbelieveable. God, with your sucking and then your finger inside me, hell, I just exploded."
"Yeah, I noticed."
"So, I don't give a fuck if it sounds gay. I loved your finger up my ass and I liked tasting my cum. There, happy?"
"Peter, it's not that it makes me happy. It's just recognizing that sex can be so many things and so many explorations. Be open to new possibilities like today. Who knows, you may enjoy them."
I went to the bathroom and refreshed my sanitary situation. Back in the room, we undressed and lay naked together and slept in each others arms.
Jimmy knocked around 9 in the morning. We all would be leaving later this Wednesday.
I got up to open the door. Jimmy walked in and took notice of my nudity. He's perceptive that way.
"Carnal knowledge in my room, I suspect," he said with a smile.
"Well, maybe," I said coyly. "But right now it's cuddle time. Care to join us?"
Jimmy looked shocked. His gaze moved from me to Peter still lying under the sheet in the over-heated room.
"Dude, she's crazy," said Peter. "So, let's just humor her before she goes Lizzie Borden on us."
Jimmy nodded and quickly stripped.
I pulled back the sheet exposing Peter. His dick lay soft on his thigh.
He rolled on his side and I crawled next to him, pressing my ass into his crotch. Jimmy lay next to me, with his ass rubbing my pubic area. I was surrounded by affection.
We lay quietly for a while, not even bothering to pull up the sheet. I needed more.
I slipped one hand behind me and took Peter's dick in my hand. I moved the other in front of Jimmy and began stroking both boys. As would be expected, in no time I had two pulsating erections in my hands. I gently stroked both young men, in a gesture that was overtly sexual but seemed more innocent than it might look. I wanted to stay this way forever, but nature intrudes even on the ideal.



"Guys, I have to pee. But, promise me you'll stay here. I'll be right back."
They agreed and I hopped up, pulled on Jimmy's long t-shirt and popped out. I finished and dashed back to the room.
I pulled off the shirt and noticed the sheet was now covering the two guys, although I could distinctly make out two tents.
"Why the sheet?" I asked.
"We have a surprise for you," said Peter with a wicked grin.
"Sure do," asserted Jimmy. "Why don't you take the sheet off?"
I pulled the sheet away and stopped breathing. Each guy had his hand on the other's erection. They were not stroking, just holding.
"God, that is beautiful," I cried.
Jimmy said, "Well, we kinda' did it as a joke because of what you said about two girls being together. It's not because we are like hot for each other."
"Right," said Peter. "This is just for grins."
Jimmy started to remove his hand.
"No," I whispered. "Just stroke each other. Not long, just for a second or two. Please."
The guys looked at each other and then broke into the all boy shit-eating grin that usually precedes some totally stupid stunt.
Peter moved his hand up and down Jimmy's hard-on. Jimmy returned the action. Slowly, they stroked each other, their eyes fixed on me.
I put a hand on each of their dicks and joined in, urging them to do it a little faster.
They moved up and down quickly. I bent over and took Peter's dick into my mouth, while Jimmy stroked him. In a few seconds, I switched and had Jimmy in my mouth. I continue the rotation until I knew both of them were on the edge. I was trying to decide which one to take first when there was a knock at the door.
We all froze.
Peter called out, "Who's there?"
"It's Hannah, numb nuts. Open up."
We looked at Peter and he mouthed, "My cousin."
"Just a sec, Hannah."
"Whatcha doing, Peter, playing with it in there?" We could hear her laughter, which was more of a snort and she pounded the door.
"Just, hold on," he called back.
Jumping out of bed, the three of us were standing naked in the room. Peter looked for some clothes.
Hannah banged on the door.
Jimmy and I grabbed the sheet and held it around us.
Hannah pounded harder and the door started to open. Jimmy had not locked it after him.
Peter gave up looking for his pants and grabbed the closest garment to cover his nudity. Hannah walked into the room.
"Jeez, Peter, what took you so..."
The young woman looked at Peter with Jimmy's boxers shielding him and two other people wrapped in a sheet.
"Holy shit," she said. "It looks like I'm going to the totally wrong fuckin' school."
Peter pulled her in and closed the door.
"Hannah, this really isn't what it looks like."
"It looks like a lot of fun, Peter, is what it looks like."
She turned to us and said. "I'm Hannah, the cousin."
"I'm Mary, the, uh, girlfriend."
Jimmy said, "I'm Jimmy, the roommate."
He stepped forward to shake her hand. Unfortunately, I was standing on the bottom of the sheet. He stumbled and the sheet dropped to the floor.
Hannah regarded his naked body. Fortunately, most, but not all of his erection had disappeared.
"Ah, the well hung roommate, I see."
That broke the tension and we all howled. I laughed so hard I dropped the sheet and doubled over.
As we gained control of ourselves, Jimmy and I scrambled to recover our modesty.
Hannah wiped away tears and said, "Hey, don't bother on my account. There's no mystery left here."
We did, however, pull the sheet up and sat down on Jimmy's bed.
"Well, Peter, I think we are going to have a hell of an interesting ride. I think you should hold off on the whole story, though, until we pick up cousin Julie."
Peter was about twenty shades of pink and scarlet.
"You're a little early, Hannah."
"Duh" was her only reply.
I looked at this girl, one of Peter's two dates in life. He called her a nerd and I could see how you might think it at first glance. She was really tall with her brown hair done in pigtails. She wore no make-up and had thick Harry Potter glasses. She wore a long shapeless dress, kinda' like a hippie thing you see in second-hand shops. Her combat boots poked out from the hem of the dress. What you might miss was the pretty face atop a long and elegant neck. When she moved the dress revealed a nice bosom underneath. I imagined she probably had a terrific body.
Peter was looking around for his clothes, still just holding the crumpled boxers in front.
Hannah chatted about her ride from her college and that they would travel the half-hour to pick up Julie and then head down to Rhode Island for the holiday celebration.
She glanced at Peter who had turned his back and was trying to get one leg in his own boxers.
"Peter, nice ass," Hannah exclaimed. "This gets kinkier and kinkier."
"You can stop looking, Hannah."
"Not likely, Cuz. Like I said, kinky."
Peter sighed.
"Hey, Cuz," she called out. "Turn around and let me see the rest."
"No way, Hannah. You shouldn't even be looking at my butt."
"Come on, Peter. I always wanted to see what it looked like since I felt it all grown up."
Peter froze trying to put on his boxers and called back over his shoulder, "What do you mean?"
Hannah addressed us, "Well, I was his date for the senior prom."
I smiled sweetly and said I knew.
"Pathetic. Neither of us ever had dates. I figured it could be cool. So we go and actually started to have a good time. Then, we had the first slow dance. Since Julie was his only other date in life for his junior prom, I figured he wouldn't be much of a dancer. I was right, but he did hold me close. And, what do you know, he gets a boner. I mean right there on the dance floor, he's hard as a rock and it's pushing against my 'you-know-what' during the whole dance."
"God, you knew?" lamented Peter.
"Peter, I may have been innocent, but I knew what a hard-on is." She snickered and continued, "Well, sorta'. And, not that I'd ever seen one at that point. But, I didn't know what else it could be."
"Hannah, I'm sorry. That's embarrassing. I never was that close to a girl, well, except for Julie the year before."
"Yeah," said Hannah, "and the same thing happened. She told me.'
"Oh, god, what a dork I am," he sighed.
"Hey, we both liked it. Actually, I kept trying to get a look at your pants to see if I could make out a bulge or something. You kept your jacket buttoned the whole night. But, if you recall, I insisted on dancing every slow number."
I thought this whole scene was surrealistic. Jimmy and I are sitting naked under a sheet, after totally flashing Hannah, Peter is standing nude while his cousin talks about his erection at a high school dance. I said I was looking for new experiences and I'm getting them. To make things a little more exciting, I slipped my hand on Jimmy's dick under the sheet. He let out a little yip.
"So, Peter, come on. Show me. Obviously the only other two people in the room have seen it."
"I thought the deal was 'I'll show you mine, if you'll show me yours.'"
Hannah laughed, "That was a long time ago, Cuz. Besides, I guess you haven't heard. You, Julie and I are sharing the third floor of the grand's house since there's an overflow crowd this year. So, maybe you will get to see mine. You might even get to see Julie's. Hell, I wouldn't mind seeing Julie's again."
Hannah looked at us and winked. "Julie was always called the 'pretty cousin', you know like big boobs pretty. I was not so blessed, but, Peter, mine are nice to look at. Still, I wouldn't mind seeing if Julie's have gotten any bigger during the year."
Hannah looked back at Peter. "So..."
He shrugged and turned around.
Hannah put her hand to her mouth. Peter was hard as a rock.
"Cousin, that is awesome," was all she said. Peter smiled broadly. He walked in her direction to pick up his the rest of his clothes and his erection bounced along.
Hannah turned to me and said, "I bet you have fun with that."
I nodded.
She seemed to notice where my hand was.
"So, you say you're Peter's girlfriend."
I nodded.
Looking at Jimmy, she said, "And, your Peter's roommate."
He nodded.
"Yet, the three of you were obviously in here together naked. And, Mary, you are now yanking on that gorgeous dick. So, what does that make you two?"
"Good friends?" I offered.
Hannah shook her head. She looked from her cousin's erection to Jimmy and me and back to the erection.
Finally, Peter said, "They are going to be lovers come this weekend. Then the three of us will be engaged in all sorts of deviant behavior. Satisfied?"
"Cuz, we are definitely going to have some great stories on this ride."
She reached out and softly touched Peter's erection and ran her hand down to his balls and back to his tip, her big hand encircling his shaft.
"Great stories," she repeated. "And, might I say, very nice peter, Peter." She giggled and stroked it once more.
After stuffing his erection into his underwear, Peter finished dressing and packing. Jimmy and I remained on the bed with the sheet over us. Peter announced he was ready.
I had to hug and kiss him good-bye.
I looked at Hannah and sorta shrugged an apology. I then stood and naked took him in my arms. We hugged and I kissed him passionately. He ran his hands up and down my back, pulling my bare buns hard against him.
"Join us, Jimmy," I said softly.
He rose, let the sheet fall, and joined us in our hug. I kissed both boys and pulled us together.
We turned as one toward Hannah. "Room for one more," I offered.
She crossed and melded into our group hug. I noticed her hand sliding onto Jimmy's bare butt. I could not blame her, it was a great butt. She then hugged Jimmy, pressing her long body into his and clutching his butt even tighter. She looked up with her myopic vision and kissed him on the lips.
Releasing him, she hugged me. I felt her breasts tight against me, affirming she wore no bra. The hard nipples pressed into my chest. She also grabbed my butt and pulled me to her. I figured what the hell and reciprocated. I felt no panty line. I thought nerdy Hannah had a lot more going on than first met the eye. She moved her mouth to mine and we kissed.
She broke away and looked at the three of us. Shaking her head, she said, "Definitely am going to the wrong fuckin' school."
She took Peter's hand and led him out of the room.
"I think that will be an interesting ride," Jimmy echoed.
"I think the three cousins in one room will be even more interesting. That is one horny girl." I added.
We looked at each other and then let our eyes feast on the nudity of each other. As if reading each other's thoughts, we embraced.
After a long time of passionate kissing and feeling Jimmy's full engorged cock digging into my stomach, I stepped back.
"I don't want our first time to be in this room, Jimmy. I hope you can understand. But, I promise you this weekend, I will make it up to you."
"There's nothing to make up, Mary. And, I can't wait for time alone with you."
He paused and then added with a grin, "I will have s-o-m-e time alone with you, won't I?"
"Maybe," I teased. "But, you have to admit having Anna around won't be a total drag."
"Agreed. If I may be so male-like to say she is hot."
"Well, let me be female-like and say she is fuckin' hot."
We laughed and began looking for our clothes.
"By the way," I said, "did you happen to notice what happened when Anna bent over at the studio?"
"You mean like seeing her sweet little ass crack peaking out from her jeans? No, I don't think I noticed."
I punched his arm and said, "That's only a tease. The whole package is awesome."
Jimmy made an exaggerated sigh and continued packing clothes for our trip.
I left him to finish packing and shower and dashed back to my room for the same.
I was surprised to find Kelsey there, still in bed and still naked.
"Well, hell-o Ms Lazy-bones. How come you're still in bed?"
Kelsey smiled and pulled out her purple vibrator from under the sheet.
"Just havin' a few sweet dreams. That's all."
"So, Jimmy wasn't enough for you last night?"
Kelsey shot up in bed. "Mary, we did nothing. I swear. Did he say we did anything? Honest. I mean I dug looking at his naked body. His dick is just as cute soft as it is hard. And, Ok, I admit I got myself off and he might have heard me. Well, to be honest, I did kick the sheet off and he might have caught a glimpse of me playing with myself. All right, all right, so I left the light on. So, I wanted him to see me cum. Happy? Now, I've told you everything. I didn't leave anything out, so if Jimmy told you anything else, he's making it up."
I let her finish and smiled sweetly. "Thanks for sharing, Kels, but Jimmy told me nothing. Not a word."
"Fuck," she screamed. "My big fuckin' mouth."
I scooted next to her and kissed her.
"I don't mind, Kels. I think it's hot. I won't see you for almost a week. Let me tell you a little story of what happened in the boys' room while I refresh my skills with this little toy."
Kelsey lay back, spread her legs and listened with great interest as I related all the details of the night and morning together with Peter, then Jimmy, then Hannah.
She moaned into surrender as the dildo pushed her over the edge. I covered her with the sheet, stripped and went for my shower.
In a half hour, I was ready to go. Kelsey and I committed to texting over the weekend.
"Don't be afraid to send any interesting pictures," she said.
"I might do that. But don't show them to your parents, I think they like me. And, if I do, do not forward them to anyone. You have to promise."
"Ok. My parents think you're a freakin' saint. But, I might share them with lil' sis. She thinks you're a babe and the coolest chick on the planet. I'm not sure I'll tell her how much of a babe you really are. But, if I get a picture of you and Jimmy, I might let her in on what life in college can be like."
I got a tingle thinking about her high-school senior sister seeing me and Jimmy, or me and Anna, or me and Jimmy and Anna. My mind was getting dizzy.
I left the building and saw Anna waving to me from the parking lot. I ran over and tossed my stuff in the back of her Subaru. We drove over to Jimmy's dorm and soon his bag was next to mine and he was sprawled out in the back seat.
"Anna," I asked, "what are going to do for food. I really can't cook, let alone do a whole meal."
"Leave it to me," she assured. "I'm a great cook. We will have a full turkey dinner and homemade apple and pumpkin pies."
"Will we have whipped cream," Jimmy asked from the back seat.
"Sure," said Anna, "but I'm not sure we'll have enough left for the pies."
Jimmy and I took a couple seconds to get her meaning and the three of us laughed.
"This could be an awesome weekend," I thought. I reached over and patted her thigh. Her hand covered mine, squeezed and pulled it to the warmth of her crotch behind her jeans. I could see her looking in the rear view at Jimmy.
I turned to see him blowing her a kiss.
"Yes," I thought, "a totally awesome weekend."
We stopped at a market in Plymouth, New Hampshire. Anna had called ahead and reserved a small, fresh turkey. We gathered a bunch of other stuff and a ton of wine and beer. It was good having a 22-year old senior who could buy booze and had a credit card.
In another hour, we reached the turn-off for her uncle's camp. We then drove up a secondary paved road coming to an unpaved road with a gate. The snow was about two-feet deep. Anna got out and unlocked the gate. She drove in, stopped and relocked the gate behind us.
With the car in its lowest all-wheel drive mode, we climbed the steep access to the cabin.
I was delighted with the site. In the middle of a clearing stood a large log cabin with a long covered front porch with snow drifting up onto it. Attached to the right was a three car garage and to the left a large utility shed stood about twenty yards away. One end of the porch was stacked high with firewood. Anna got out and trudged over to the garage and used a key to unlock it and pushed the door up. We parked in the garage and began unloading. Anna unlocked the door from the garage that led to a long mud room and then into the kitchen. It was a neat and tidy space with a gas stove, refrigerator, double sink and lots of cabinets. We piled the food supplies on the breakfast counter that separated the kitchen from the great room.
The great room was two stories high and focused around a floor to ceiling flagstone fireplace. There was a big leather couch facing the fireplace and overstuffed leather chairs on either side. In one corner stood a dinning table and chairs and the other corner housed eight foot tall bookcases crammed with books, games and odds and ends.
The house was cold. A fire was laid and Anna opened the flue, used a torch of rolled-up newspaper to get a draft going, then set the fire ablaze. She asked Jimmy to go down to the cellar with her and left me to put away the groceries.
They got the propane gas furnace going and turned on the gas for the stove.
It was getting dark. Anna said she needed to go to the shed outside to start the generator. This meant shoveling the porch and a path to the shed.
"Or," she said, "we can store the perishables in the garage, it's cold enough to keep them. Then, we can use lanterns and candlelight tonight. I can get the gennie running tomorrow. It might be cool to have it more intimate."
"And, more sexy," I added.
She smiled and kissed me on the mouth. I hesitated, then kissed her back.
We parted to see Jimmy looking at us. Anna pulled his hand to lead him next to her and lightly kissed him. I made up for it by smashing his lips against mine.
He gasped for breath and added, "You know, I think candlelight is a great idea."
We laughed.
Since we didn't have the electricity on, the well pump was not working. We used a gallon of bottled water to cook. Anna bought a dozen at the store. Anna made a simple dinner of pasta and a meat sauce she bought at the market. With a green salad and loaf of crusty Italian bread, it was a perfect feast. The two bottles of Chianti we added didn't hurt our appreciation of the meal.
After piling the dirty dishes in the sink, Anna stoked the fire. She set a couple groups of candles in the room to create a warm and glowing atmosphere.
She led us down the hall, using a kerosene lantern for illumination.
There were two bedrooms on this floor and a bathroom. Upstairs she said was a large loft room. She thought it would be easier if we all slept down here.
She tossed her bag into a room with a large brass bed. The other room also had a double bed with a headboard made from white pine branches. I put my stuff in there and so did Jimmy. I wondered if I was staking out my territory.
Anna said she was going to change into something more comfortable. When she and I were together, that usually meant she would be nude in a couple seconds. I didn't think she meant that right now.
I had to use the bathroom and Jimmy said he was going to change, too. Anna had placed a couple gallon jugs of water in the bath for flushing. She encouraged us to follow the old camping conservation practice, "If it's yellow, let it mellow. If it's brown, flush it down." She told us once the pump was running, we could use the toilet normally.
I came into our room to see him lighting a lantern. The yellow light reflected on his bare skin.
"Ooh," I said, "I like what I see. Reminds me of the first time."
He turned to me and the light bounced off his large and soft penis. I felt a rush throughout my body as my pussy heated up.
"Is that what you plan to wear?" I teased, taking his warm penis in my hand.




"Not right now," he answered, massaging my breasts through my clothes.
He kissed me and then pulled on a pair of sweat pants and topped it with a long-sleeved t-short and fleece vest.
I stripped and donned flannel pj's.
We went out to the great room to see Anna once again stoking the fire. Her long flannel nightgown became almost transparent as she stood backlit by the roaring fire. We both admired the clearly visible lines of her sensuous body.
"I've opened another wine," she announced. "Since no one is driving, I thought we could indulge all we want."
Anna had pulled a big ottoman in front of the couch and piled up several fleece blankets on it.
We filled our glasses and plopped down on the couch.
"Cheers," I offered.
"Cheers," joined in Jimmy.
"To a special weekend," added Anna.
We clinked and sipped.
In spite of the fire, the cabin was a little chilly due to drafts. We pulled the blankets over us and stretched our legs out on the ottoman. We drank in silence watching the flames of orange and blue dance all about the logs. Anna pulled a plastic baggie from the cushions of the couch. She fished out a joint, lit it, inhaled, sighed and passed it to me. I did a long toke and reached over to give it the Jimmy. The ritual of smoking a J with friends had begun.
"At camp, we used to tell ghost stories around the fire," I said.
"I love stories, especially involving penises and pussies," said Anna, "but I'm in the mood for something a little different."
"Such as..." I prompted.
Anna held up her glass and toasted, "Romance."
We joined the toast and repeated, "Romance."
Although we all wanted stories, Anna said she'd like to dance. She asked Jimmy to go over to the bookcase and try to find an iPod dock and extra batteries in a drawer. She got up to get her iPod. She had Jimmy set the dock on the mantle. She loaded her iPod and stood there programming music. Jimmy and I sat on the couch staring at her naked body showing clearly through her nightie.
I could stand it no longer.
"Anna, we can see right through your nightgown."
Anna turned sideways, allowing us to make out her breasts and even tufts of her pussy.
"And, the problem is..."
Jimmy and I answered in unison, "no problem." We were definitely mellow.
She started off with some Bruno Mars, Michael Buble and Adele. Anna had opened another bottle and we sat on the couch enjoying the fire, the music, the drink, the dope and the atmosphere heavy with eroticism.
Anna sat between Jimmy and me. She placed a hand on each of our thighs and let her head fall back as she softly brushed her hands up and down, coming teasingly close to our private places. It was intimate, but not sexual. Well, Ok, it was sexual as hell. But, not dirty sexual.
When a classic Tony Bennett song came on, Anna said, "I want to dance."
She pulled Jimmy up and they stood in front of the fire. He took her in his arms. She rested her head on his chest and they softly swayed to the music. She held him tighter and moved her body against his. I knew what that body felt like; I wondered what effect it would have on Jimmy.
Anna looked up at him and said, "It's Ok. I haven't felt one in a long time. Let me adjust you. Ahh, that feels much better."
She slid her hand inside his sweats and moved his erection up so that it now fit between them. I squeezed my legs together as Anna's hand softly caressed Jimmy's erection before she put her hands back around his shoulders and rested her head on his chest.
The song ended and Anna lifted her head. Jimmy bent and they kissed. The seconds dragged on. His hands slipped on her butt barely covered by the flannel. He pulled her close to him and she moved back and forth against what lie between them. Finally, they ended the kiss and walked hand in hand back to the couch.
"He's lovely," Anna said as she sat back down.
I nodded in agreement.
Another classic love song started and Anna pulled me up.
Her body felt hot as we slowly danced, our arms wrapped around each other. Without thinking, our lips met and we melted into each other. Soon our tongues visited familiar places and experienced remembered tastes.
I felt Anna's hand slide down and begin to unbutton my pj top. I thought she should not do this with Jimmy watching, but I was powerless to stop her. Opening the front she slid her hands to my breasts and massaged them in rhythm with the music. I pulled her butt close to me and rubbed my pussy against hers.
The song ended and another started. Anna's kisses moved from my lips to my neck to my collar bone and finally to my breast. I gasped as she took one hard yet tender nipple into her mouth. I pushed my groin harder into her leg. Her mouth moved to my other breast as she pushed my top to the floor.
I screwed up enough courage to glance in Jimmy's direction. He had slipped off his sweat pants and was completely nude from the waist down, laying back on the couch and slowly stroking his beautiful, hard cock.
Anna followed my gaze and smiled. She blew a kiss to him and he returned the gesture with his free hand.
Anna eased my pj bottoms over my butt and knelt to push them to the floor and then off my feet. She paused long enough on her way back up to caress my pussy, letting her tongue quickly tease my clit.
I sensed movement and Jimmy was standing next to us.
My blood chilled thinking he intended to join us. I did not think Anna would want that. I was not sure I did at this moment.
He kissed my cheek. I turned and our lips met. Anna kissed his cheek. He broke from me and kissed her lips.
"You two are exquisitely beautiful," he said. "Watching you is living poetry. But, I take my leave. Enjoy. Tomorrow will be a great day."
My eyes filled with tears and I hugged him tightly. Anna tapped my arm and I let her join in our embrace. Instinctively we both found our hands on his erection. He kissed each of us and turned and walked to his room.
My cheeks were wet and more tears flowed. I noticed Anna wiping away moisture from her eyes.
"My god, Mary," she said as she held my hand. "Do not let that man leave you. I never thought a guy could be so understanding."
I nodded, not being able to speak.
"But, now the only question remains is..."
I looked at her as the corners of her mouth turned up.
"Here or in the brass bed."
"Brass bed," I breathed. "And, make me cum like never before."
"That's my goal and my pleasure."
That night Anna and I reached plateaus we never thought possible. She spent what seemed like hours between my legs. Using all her skills and combinations of tongue and fingers, she gave me at least five orgasms unlike any I ever had before. I was wild, not knowing if I was screaming inside my head or out loud. I think I was equally inspired and had her finally beg me to stop after multiple mini-orgasms had her crying in joyful agony.
We slept entwined under the down comforter.
I awoke to a gentle tapping on our door. I sat up, letting the covers fall below my breasts. I nudged Anna to consciousness. She sat up, but kept herself covered. I called, "come in."
Jimmy appeared dressed in his sweats and carrying two large mugs of steaming coffee.
He kept looking around our room, as if searching.
As we sipped the delicious and restoring brew, I finally asked him what he was looking for.
"I could swear there was a coyote in here last night. I kept hearing such howling."
Anna and I laughed so hard we almost spilled the coffee.
She said, "I would agree there were wild beasts loosed last night."
She beckoned him and leaned forward, accidentally allowing one breast to escape, and kissed Jimmy.
"Thank you. You were such a dear. We both love you for allowing us this time."
Jimmy beamed and in a horrible John Wayne imitation, said, "Shucks, ma'am, 'twerent nothin'. 'Sides I get to see your pretty lil' titty."
Anna looked down at her exposed breast and discreetly moved the sheet back up.
She turned to me and said, "A guy is a guy."
"Yeah, but I'm going to keep him."
"Good idea," she said with a warm smile.
Jimmy told us he had breakfast in the works.
"Bacon, eggs, toast and more coffee," he offered. "Whenever you're ready, that is." He did an even worse imitation of a lecherous leer, twirling an imaginary mustache.
Anna answered for us. "I think we can eat now. I don't know about Mary, but I am totally fucked out."
She shooed Jimmy out of the room and he closed the door behind him.
"Seriously, Mary, he is about the nicest guy I've ever met."
I nodded and added, "I know you don't know Peter that well, but he is just as nice."
Anna kissed me and said, "Enjoy life, babe. Enjoy. It may not ever get better than this."
After an enjoyable breakfast, Anna assigned us simple tasks to prepare for our dinner, while she cleaned, stuffed and prepped the bird. We decided to eat around 3, so Anna planned accordingly. She made her pies and put them in the oven.
She told us we had enough time to get some other chores done. She asked Jimmy to shovel a path to the shed, while she and I carried firewood in from the porch. When Jimmy finished, Anna started the generator. She checked the propane tanks and found them both at capacity. In the shed she spied snowshoes. She and Jimmy carried the equipment back to the house.
"With the pies out of the oven, I'll put the bird in and then we can take a hike," she announced.
In forty minutes we were making our way across the covering of newly fallen snow. Anna led us on a path that went down to the water.
"We always debate if this is a large pond or small lake," she said. "Sorta' a family joke. Anyway, it's spring-fed and clear."
We made our way around the perimeter. We paused at a small cove.
"Here's where the kids would sneak off to skinny-dip," she said. "I think our parents knew what we were up to since they probably did the same. We started when we were little and no one had hair you know where. We continued all the way through our teens and gained a bit of sex education along the way. Now, that we're grown up, we come back and find that many of us don't have hair you know where. The circle of life."
"Hakuna matata," Jimmy and I chimed in.
There were only two other camps on the lake and neither of them looked occupied. We returned, took showers and finished preparing our meal. True to her promise, the Thanksgiving dinner was fab. We all ate way too much, including double servings of pie.
After cleaning up, it was already dark out. Anna said she would get a fire going and then put on something more comfortable and allow her bursting stomach some comfort.
In ten minutes, we were back on the couch dressed as we were last night.
"Care for some brandy," Anna asked. "Uncle Edgar keeps a bottle of the good stuff here."
She poured three snifters, snuggled back under the blankets and we sighed in unison.
We watched the fire for a long time. Each of us dozed off. Anna woke and nudged us.
"Hey, it's late," she said. "How about we do stories another time? Besides, I don't want to keep you two from your date with destiny."
We said our goodnights and Jimmy and I found ourselves alone in our room. He was hard and I was wet, what more needs to be said.
We stripped, pulled back the covers and had our mouths, tongues and hands all over each other.
"I really want to be inside you, Mary," Jimmy said.
"Me, too, but I really dig foreplay. Can we do it a little longer?"
"No problem," he said and began kissing his way down my body. The first time I felt his tongue between my legs I had a rush through my body. Jimmy licked and fingered me pretty good for a guy. He was a little rough and too hard on my clit, but I enjoyed his attentions. With a little subtle coaching from me, he found a rhythm after a while and softened his prodding on my clit. I had a mini-orgasm that felt good.
"God, that's sweet," I told him. "Get a condom on and get inside me now."
Jimmy froze.
"What?" I asked. "Isn't this what we both want? Don't you want to make love?"
"I don't have a condom," he said.
"No, no, don't say that," I pleaded. My mind raced to see if maybe I had one stashed in my purse. I jumped out of bed and dumped my purse on the floor. I ripped through everything and came up with a couple tampons. They were not going to do the trick.
"I'm so sorry, Mary," he said. I thought he was going to cry. "I am such a fucking asshole."
I balanced my desire to have him with my non-breakable rule about no condom, no fuckee.
My rule won.
"Jimmy," I said pulling him to me, "it's Ok. We can go get some tomorrow. So what if we wait one more day. It's going to be spectacular when it happens."
Jimmy looked at me with the saddest eyes. "Mary, we are in the middle of fuckin' no where. We've had a foot of new snow since we arrived. Unless I can kill a deer and make a condom from its intestine, we are shit outa' luck."
I realized the truth of his statement. Suddenly, my romantic getaway was turning into sex hell. To top it off, the extra foreplay I asked for had me crazy with desire.
"Well, we can just do oral with each other," I offered.
"Mary, you can put a positive spin on everything. But, I know I am not great at oral. I'm willing to learn, but I certainly can't compete with Anna. God, I heard your screams last night. I can never make you feel that way with my tongue. My cock, maybe—I hope."
"Jimmy, I don't care. We will be fine. We can cuddle and..."
"And, what?" he said.
"Well, cuddle and sleep next to each other," I assured him. "I want to, honestly."
"Mary, I want you to go to Anna. I want you to scream again and again. I fucked up, no reason for you to pay the price."
"No, Jimmy, I'm staying here."
"Mary, you would honor me if you went with Anna. She's probably as horny as you are. Go. When we get back to campus, we will make up for lost time. This is supposed to be a weekend of great sex. Go get some."
I started arguing again. Jimmy stood up and pulled me with him. He flung me over his shoulder and marched out of the room. He knocked and opened Anna's door. She was reading in bed, the sheets below her naked breasts.
She looked at us. Jimmy was naked and his dick swung back and forth as he approached the bed.
He gently lay me down next to her. He crawled over me and kissed Anna. "Take care of her. I'll be next door on coyote patrol."
She fondled his soft penis and kissed him back.
He kissed me and left, softly closing the door behind him.
Anna looked at me.
"No condom," I said.
"Ah," she replied.
"He wants me here—with you," I said.
"And, you?" she answered.
"It's complicated," I said.
"Let's fuck and then sort it out," she offered.
Sounded like a great idea to me.
Anna is a wonderful kisser and we exchanged caresses for a long time. I moved down her body to enjoy her small and perfect breasts, taking turns to have each one in my mouth, relishing the thick nipple with its rough flesh. I quickly ended up between her legs inhaling the intoxicating scent of her excitement. Anna shuns perfumes and I smell and taste all woman. Her dark blond hair is trimmed into a thick triangle with tight curls that slide through my fingers. Most of her sex is well hidden behind smooth outer lips. I licked and brought a small flow from inside. I can contain myself no longer and used my tongue as deeply as possible and then added my fingers. She encouraged me and moved with me. Her throaty grunts tell me I've achieved my goal.
As good as it is to eat her, it is a hundred times better to be eaten. She is a master. It seems so natural and one touch and kiss flows effortlessly into the next. I try to remember what she is doing so that I can replicate it on her, but my mind loses track of her individual actions as my building orgasm pushes all other thoughts aside. She is now probing inside with her long tongue and I push my pussy hard against her mouth. Now her tongue is replaced by one of the elegant fingers I love and it finds spots inside me that trigger mini-explosions.
She moves along my outer lips, nipping so slightly at the engorged flesh. Two more fingers enter me and her lips suck my clit. She is pulling and pushing me up the slope of my release. As I near the peak, somewhere in the deep recess of my mind I think I am making some sound, but I can not be certain. Her teeth close around my clit and her tongue flashes back and forth at the trapped bud. I am at the top. Strong strokes inside me and a long hard lick of her tongue on my captured clit send me careening over the edge. I am falling and screaming.
On my way down, Anna gives me long licks along my hot lips, which do not cool in spite of the strong flow pouring out of them. I scream some more. She one last time focuses on my clit and I cry out and reach the bottom.
I can't say I blacked out, but my next conscious moment is having Anna conforming her body to me as I lay curled in a fetal position. The tender kisses on my neck let me know I've survived the climb to ecstasy and the mind-blowing descent. My heart is still pounding and her hand on my breast reassures me it will not burst through my chest.
I feel the covers pulled up over us and close my eyes. I sleep.
I come to consciousness at a knock on our bedroom door. It's still dark outside.
Jimmy calls out, "Don't worry ladies. I've made the call and the forest ranger should be here soon to handle those wild animals."
We next hear the bathroom door close across the hall. In a minute, there are footsteps in the hall and the sound of Jimmy's door closing reaches us.
I turn to Anna, "That was the best sex we ever had."
She smiles, "I thank you too, Mary."
"I'm not in your league, woman. You are amazing."
"This isn't a contest, Mary. I am happy and satisfied."
We kiss.
"He is so cute," Anna says. "You're sure he is Ok with all this?"
"I think so," I say. "He seems it. But, it can't be easy after postponing our lovemaking and then me and you being together."
"Maybe he needs some company now," Anna says.
"Could be, but I don't want to leave you."
"I think his bed can hold three," she says and grins.
She leads me to the door and we walk hand in hand the short distance to Jimmy's room.
I tap and open the door. Jimmy turns in bed, sees us and smiles.
We walk to the foot of the bed and begin to separate to go on either side.
"Wait," he calls out. Anna and I stop at the foot of the bed.
Jimmy turns on the bed stand light. He looks at each of our naked bodies. There is wonder in his eyes.
"I have honestly never seen anything as beautiful as the two of you," he says softly.
We jump into bed and under the covers.
We kiss. He breaks away and looks at me in horror.
"Is that a womanly scent upon your lips, madam? Say it isn't so. A strange pussy has assaulted her lips," Jimmy cries out in another horrendous attempt at a British stage accent.
"If you want to taste her pussy, mister, come here," says Anna.
Jimmy faces her and they kiss. My heart leaps both in happiness and jealousy.
"I do believe the boy enjoys the taste of pussy on a woman's lips," says Anna.
I reach over to find a hard cock pushing against her stomach.
"Don't let that guy get any ideas," I warn. "That territory is off-limits to men."
Anna looks over his back to me and says, "I wouldn't say totally off-limits."
I let the import of that sink in and lean over and kiss her.
We lie back with Jimmy's arms around us and each of us with a hand on his erection.
"Anna, this is a great weekend. Your uncle must be a cool guy to let you use this place. I mean he just leaves all his stuff here and never worries about it," said Jimmy.
"Fuckin' A," Anna screams. "You're right, he does. What an idiot I am. Stay right here."



Anna jumps out of bed and runs to the door. She knocks over a small table with a pile of books. She bends from the waist to pick them up. We both are looking at her amazing ass. She then hurries out the door.
We turn and read in our faces the thoughts in our heads.
"Ass?" I say.
"Wow," Jimmy replies.
We hear Anna in her bedroom rummaging around.
In a couple minutes she reappears in our room with her hands behind her back. She starts speaking but I doubt Jimmy is hearing the words. He, like I, are marveling at the tall, naked woman and her sensuous body.
"...and since Uncle Edgar has been single for a few years, and I know he has girlfriends, I figure he must want to be prepared. So, I dug through his box of personal things he keeps in the closet and Voila!"
Anna pulls her hand from behind her back and lets a string of condoms unfold from her fingers.
"Wow," I scream.
"Bye-bye blue balls," shouts Jimmy.
We are all laughing as Anna pounces on us in the bed.
"Easy," yells Jimmy, "you could break something."
She pets his erection through the covers. "Gotcha, don't want to get this close to end up with equipment malfunction."
She tosses the condoms to me and says, "No time like the present."
I look at her and say, "Hey, there's no hurry. I mean it's only Thursday night or Friday morning, or whatever the hell time it is. I thought we could just sleep some more, do more snowshoeing, maybe make some naked snow angels, play Scrabble and Jimmy and I could get together tonight or even tomorrow. That's Ok with you, Jimmy, right?"
I thought he was going to cry.
"Mary, you are cruel. Jimmy, she is just shitting you. I am going to leave and do not want to see the whites of your asses until much, much later."
I kissed her in gratitude and Jimmy followed my lead. The three of us kept our heads close together and shared another round of kisses. The last one between Anna and Jimmy involved a lot of tongue.
I pulled the covers back exposing the large erection between us.
"Anna, before you said that certain things were not automatically off-limits."
"Mary, I didn't mean to imply..."
"I know, Anna, but you are not grossed out by a dick, especially a hard one?"
Anna looks at Jimmy's erection bobbing back and forth.
"Certainly not by this one."
I take a condom package and hand it to her. "Would you do the honors? That's if you don't mind, Jimmy."
His wide grin was the answer I was hoping for.
"Mary, why?" asks Anna.
"Right now, you are two of my closest friends. In a very short time, you will be two of my best lovers. I want to share as much as I can among us. I don't expect you to sleep with Jimmy, although I would not be opposed to that. I don't expect, Jimmy to sleep with you. I've never discussed it with him. But, this will be the first time Jimmy and I are intimate, and I would love to have you share in that intimacy, even a little."
Anna was tearing up and I kissed her.
"You are amazing," she said.
I nod.
"Well, then since we are being right out there," Anna said, "I'd like to ask one other thing."
"Sure."
"Can I kiss Jimmy down there?"
My pussy got wet and Jimmy's dick bounced.
"If it's all right with Jimmy, I would love for you to do it." I got wetter thinking that my lover would be kissing the dick that would soon penetrate me. God, that was beyond intimate.
We both turn to Jimmy. He smiled and reached his hand behind Anna's head and pulled her to him. He kissed her mouth. The kisses again turn passionate. Finally, she's free and bent to his waist. She licks the top of his erection. I watch in wonder.
Slowly, she licks up and down the shaft and cuddles his balls in her hand. She next takes the head in her mouth and sucks gently. His length begins to disappear in her mouth. She can accommodate about half. She bobs up and down and frees him. She puts one last kiss on the tip and smiles at both of us. All this time Jimmy has been fondling her smooth ass as it bounces up and down.
"That was nice," she says.
She dries his dick with the sheet and rips open the condom. She unrolls it down his shaft.
"Before you go," Jimmy says, "would you kiss Mary where my dick will be?"
I knew he grasped the significance of what Anna just did. She would be a partner in our lovemaking. Jimmy wanted her with us on this journey.
She crawled over him as I lay back and spread my legs. She kissed me all around and pushed her tongue inside. She spread my lips and licked my clit. I was already wet, but now I was flowing.
She rose up and we kissed.
I lay back. "Put Jimmy in me, Anna."
I wondered if I had pushed too far.
Jimmy and Anna looked at each other and, joyfully, they kissed, and he licked my essence from her mouth.
He moved over me, his weight resting on his knees and his hands along side my shoulders. Anna reached down and took his hard dick and he let her pull him to my opening. She rubbed the tip up and down my slit and teased my clit with it. Using her other hand, she spread my lips and inserted his tip.
I gasped as for the first time this beautiful dick moved inside me. Jimmy pushed and moved about a third of his length in.
"Here is where I take my leave," Anna said. She moved down to kiss me. She kissed Jimmy.
"Stay one more second," I asked.
I nodded to Jimmy and he pushed in until our pubic hair mingled.
Anna stroked his back as she watched him disappear inside me. She kissed the back of his head and fondled his balls as they lay against my ass. She then slowly moved off the bed and out of the room, closing the door behind her.
Jimmy was now resting on his elbows. His dick filled me like no other.
"Thank you, babe, that was special. Thank you for allowing Anna into our lovemaking."
"Mary, I know this is not the time for talking, but I have never been this turned on in my life. I cannot believe I am inside you. I am blown away at what Anna did and that you allowed her to guide me to you. You are the most incredible woman I've ever known. I only worry that I am so turned on I may not last long enough and not live up to your expectations."
"Jimmy, just having you inside me is fulfilling all my expectations. Everything else is gravy, babe, pure gravy. Besides, I believe we have more than one condom at our disposal."
With that Jimmy kissed me and started moving.
Not only his length but his thickness filled every part of my vagina. I had never felt so completely engaged. I loved it. I forced my mind away from comparing Jimmy to Peter. I just wanted to enjoy this experience and do it in the here and now.
What Jimmy may have lacked in oral technique, he certainly overcame with how he could screw. His varied his pace in sync with my reactions. He pulled almost all the way out and then slowly stuffed me full again. At some point I mumbled harder, and he picked up the pace. Slowly pulling out but ramming hard back in. I loved it. I urged him harder and he pulled out quickly and rammed even more aggressively. I pulled his ass hard as he pushed back in to be sure I got every centimeter of the great cock in me.
We were both sweating and I cried for more. He lifted my legs and rested them on his shoulders. He pounded me with a corkscrew force I feared would split me. I also feared he would stop. I had already moved through two small orgasms but was quickly approaching my climax.
"Get my clit," I moaned.
He slid a hand on my now exposed and rigid clit and flicked and rubbed. I shook my head violently. He took it between his thumb and forefinger and squeezed a bit. I nodded vigorously. He squeezed hard. He pumped as strongly as he ever had and I screamed and pushed my hips up to meet him. I ground against his groin, and held his ass hard to keep him deep inside me. My vagina contracted around him and he growled and climaxed.
We stayed tight to each other as both of our convulsions subsided. He rolled off me, but stayed inside. He was still semi-hard.
"Mary, I..."
"No words, love," I assured him. "Just hold me."
We hugged and kissed. I felt the semi-hard cock grow.
"You have got to be kidding me," I said.
"I've wanted this for a long time," he replied.
He started moving in and out.
"Would you mind doggy-style," I asked.
"Woof, woof," he said. Laughing, we maneuvered our bodies so he was kneeling behind. Sex should be fun and being able to share a laugh made me even hotter.
My head rested on the bed. He began to move. I was a little tender, but the pain was exquisite.
"Hard and fast, lover, and no mercy," I gasped.
He took my direction and pounded hard keeping his strong hands on my hips pulling me towards him with every thrust until I came with a wild yell of "Fuck, fuck, fuck me babe, fuck me, babe."
I collapsed on the bed and he fell on top of me. His hard dick still inside.
"Does that thing know no end," I said over my shoulder. "And, what about worrying about not lasting?"
"I got over that and I think it's found a home," he said between kisses on my bare back.
"Don't you want to come again?" I asked.
"Sure. I don't think it will take too long. Just lie there, I'll do all the work."
I was not sure my pussy or my nervous system could take another round. I was about to protest until I felt him moving so slowly in and out as I lay face down, his body gliding over mine, his dick moving along my butt as he kept pushing in. This time his tip rubbed directly on my g-spot.
"Oooooh," was the most comprehendable thing I could say.
Jimmy kept an excruciatingly slow pace that made me cum three times before he picked up the speed and let out a long "aaahhh" and fell upon my back. This time he rapidly grew soft until he slipped out side.
We both rolled on our backs holding hands.
I got up and peeled off the condom that was full of his seed. I tied a knot in it and set it on the floor. I crawled in his arms, he pulled up the covers.
And we slept.
*
(This is a good place to take a break. Again, if you want to keep on this journey to A Complete Education with our lovers, let me know by voting, commenting or emailing. There are a couple days left at the cabin we haven't covered and I think we may want to check in on Peter and his cousins. Also, Anna has an interesting story of her own to tell. If you have a preference for what you'd like to hear about next, let me know. If you've had enough, that's cool. I hope you had some fun along the way.)
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Waking up around 9 am on Friday morning, I assumed Mary and Jimmy had screwed themselves into a coma since it was so quiet in their room.
I pulled on my wool socks and after tending to my morning bathroom, started making coffee dressed in my nightie.
After snowing all night the driveway was full of drifts. If it didn't let up soon we could have problems digging out on Sunday.
I was still staring out the window when I heard sounds behind me. I turned to see two gloriously naked people walking my way.
"Good morning," they said in near unison.
"And, good morning to you. If it isn't Babe and Fuck-Me-Babe."
Mary and Jimmy turned crimson.
"A little loud?" Mary asked.
"Well, let's just say I understand why Jimmy was concerned about coyotes."
I opened my arms and welcomed the beaming lovers.
"Coffee smells awesome," said Jimmy, as he pecked my cheek.
"Help yourself." I told him that I'd make breakfast.
He and Sally filled mugs. Jimmy walked to the large window overlooking the woods, while Mary rested her mug on the counter, slipped her arms around my waist and laid her head against my chest.
"Thank you, love. I am so lucky to have you in my life and so blown away by your support."
I kissed the top of her head. "Really, that good?"
"Oh my god, it was the best sex with a guy I've ever had. He touched parts of me with his dick I didn't even know I had. I'm sore right now, but it was totally worth it."
"I'm almost jealous," I said while stroking her bare back.
Mary turned her face to mine and we kissed.
"There's a cure for that jealousy," she said with a sly smile.
"Mary, I haven't been with a man for about two years."
"So, what difference does that make?"
"Hell, I bet he wouldn't even want to do it, anyway."
Mary laughed. "Sure. Why would he want to go to bed with a gorgeous, smart, funny, sensitive babe with a killer bod? You're right. I'm sure he'd have zero interest."
Not getting drawn into her sarcasm, I said, "Mary, he really cares for you. I could tell that the moment I saw you two together. Maybe, he wouldn't want to jeopardize what you guys just started. Besides, I never said I wanted to sleep with him."
After a long kiss Mary said, "Do you?"
I kissed her back. My mind raced with conflicting answers. I mostly enjoyed being with women. Mary and I were moving closer and I wanted that to continue. Would sleeping with Jimmy harm our relationship? What about my other lover? Then again, I've come to really like Jimmy. He is a genuinely good person. Plus, he's handsome, got a super tight bod and a very good looking dick, both hard and soft. Conclusion: I was totally fucking confused.
I gazed at him standing in front of the window. He was so relaxed and unguarded, even though nude. I noticed how the light was catching the contours of his body. I felt a reaction deep inside. Yes, I thought, I would enjoy having that body.
Right now, though, I wanted to preserve this vision so I could paint it.
I kissed Mary and said, "Can we pick this up later? I want to capture Jimmy as he's standing there."
She followed my eyes and nodded as she saw the beauty and the simple eroticism of the naked man in the window.
I grabbed my phone.
"Jimmy, can I take a couple pictures? I want to do a nude study of you and this light is fantastic."
He didn't move; just turned his head. Looking at me, he smiled and nodded.
"Shit," I thought, "I really do want to fuck him."
I switched to the camera function and took a bunch of pictures from various angles. He just sipped his coffee and looked at the swirling snow, oblivious to my jumping around.
Mary was standing next to me, also taking pictures with her phone.
"Jimmy, if I pulled a chair up would you mind sitting in it and letting me shoot some more?"
"No prob."
I pulled the overstuffed leather chair so it caught the morning light, filtered by the snow.
He sat, but something wasn't right.
"Could you hang one leg over the arm of the chair?"
As he did so, his dick came into full view. That was what I wanted—almost.
"Jimmy, could you put your dick sorta' on top of your leg?"
"Anna, come put it anywhere you want."
"Was there a double meaning there?" I wondered.
I took the warm and soft member and stretched it along his thigh. This was the first time I touched it when it was soft and enjoyed the feel. The light illuminated his shaft, while making his balls slightly disappear in shadow. I loved the effect.
After several shots, I knew I had what I needed to begin some oils of a nude.
Mary said, "Take a picture of us together?"
She sat on the chair where Jimmy's leg was, straddling the arm. Her pussy was spread. She took Jimmy's hand and laid it along her thigh. They turned to me and smiled. I checked the image. The light was perfect to clearly show his dick and her open pussy, along with her breasts and extended nipples. I took some snaps and Mary asked me to also use her camera. I did so.
Jimmy stood and stretched.
"Guys, I suggest this is the perfect morning for naked snow angels."
He walked to the front door. Turning he said, "Anyone else?"
I figured what the hell, pulled my nightie and socks off and trotted after him.
"No fuckin' way," called Mary. "But, I'll be happy to take pictures."
We laughed at her standing half naked in a parka and boots. He pulled the door open. The drifts on the porch were over a foot deep. As the cold grabbed our feet, he took my hand and we scampered down the steps. Mary stood at the top and clicked away.
Jimmy turned and flopped back into the deep snow and began moving his arms and legs to create the angel. I picked a spot next to him and copied his movements. Mary was howling as she took pictures.
Jimmy got up and held his hand to me. Rising, he pulled me toward a large drift. I screamed "No", but he dragged me and we plunged in belly first.
My nipples, already hard, became bullets and the snow slipped up my pussy. Not a completely enjoyable feeling.
Screaming I started back toward the porch, but he caught me by the waist and plopped me fanny first into the drift. This time it was like a snow wedgie.
"You're freakin' freezing my pussy," I yelled, gasping for air because of the cold and my uncontrollable laughter. Jimmy reached to help me up and I jerked him forward. Losing balance he landed on top of me. I felt his dick between my legs and my breasts against his chest.
We looked at each other, still laughing. Jimmy became silent and moved in to kiss me. I responded fully and slipped my arms around him. The heat between our legs overcame the snow lodged there.
After a lovingly long time, he broke and kissed my nose. He pushed himself up and again offered his hand.
Taking a handful of snow, I smooshed it into his dick.
"This should cool that down," I said as it began to shrink.
He laughed and once more offered his hand. I shook my head and grabbed his dick. Using it, I hauled myself up.
Only then, I thought about Mary and how this must look to her.
I turned to her and she was smiling ear to ear.
We raced back to the house.
"Freezing!" was all I could say.
"You two should get in the shower right now," Mary said.
"Actually, I think there's room for three," offered Jimmy.
In a minute, three naked bodies enjoyed the hot water and a crazy mélange of hands cleaning every place on our bodies—some places more thoroughly than others. And the shrinkage from the snow was dramatically gone. A beautiful boner now bounced among us.
We dried and I said let's bundle on the couch.
Jimmy stocked the fire and we snuggled nude under the fleece blankets. He was still erect.
"God, that was crazy," I said.
"Yeah, but fun," Jimmy replied.
"Great photo ops," Mary added.
"I'm going to send some to Kelsey. I promised her," Mary said. She selected a couple with her and Jimmy and a couple of me and Jimmy in the snow. There was nothing left to the imagination in any of the shots.
With Jimmy in the middle, holding each of our hands, we continued to warm ourselves, soon drifting off for a nap.
The chirp of Mary's cell phone roused me. I awoke to find Mary snuggled next to me and Jimmy bounding about the kitchen. The smell of bacon made my stomach growl.
Mary answered her phone to find a return message from Kelsey.
"im so f'ing jealous. need to hr all dets. tit 4 tat"
Mary opened the attached picture to find Kelsey and her sister showing their tits. We called Jimmy over.
"Nice racks," he said. "How old's her sister?"
"Devon is 18," Mary answered. "Can definitely see a family resemblance,"
Jimmy announced the food was ready. Wrapped in blankets, Mary and I made our way to the counter and enjoyed the breakfast Jimmy laid out.
"I was supposed to do this," I said between bites.
"You two looked so beautiful sleeping together, I couldn't possibly disturb you."
Looking at Mary, our affection for each other reflected in our eyes. We both shifted to look at Jimmy and again my stomach flipped seeing him nude.
Jimmy cleaned up and rejoined us under the blanket, after loading another couple logs on the fire.
"So, it sounded like last night was a success?" I asked.
"Major success," said Jimmy. "Mary, it was everything I ever hoped and beyond my greatest fantasy. You are an incredible lover."
I felt a chill at his honesty and the way he allowed his emotions to come out.
"And, Anna, having you part of it was so special. Thank you."
He kissed me and I returned the affection.
"My only regret..." he started.
Mary and I looked at him.
"Well?" asked Mary.
"My only regret is that I could not make Mary cum like she does when you and she are together."
"Jimmy, babe, I came like crazy. Really, it was the best sex ever."
"Not with my mouth. Not like Anna made you cum. There was no coyote howling."
"Honey, it's different with Anna and me. That doesn't mean I did not freaking love last night. The best. Just, the best."
"But, I want to be able to give you more," he said.
I thought I better intervene before this goes way off track.
"So, you really want to know how to please a woman using something besides your dick?"
Jimmy smiled and nodded.
"But, I still want to use my dick," he said.
"Understood," I agreed and decided to give Jimmy a course in pleasing a woman orally.
"Well, I am about to divulge the secrets of hall of fame pussy-eaters. Do you swear to hold these secrets dear and never use them to the detriment of fair maidens?"
Mary laughed. "If the maidens were so fair, I doubt they'd be letting some guy munch between their legs."
"Point taken," I said. "Ok, do you swear to love the pussy and respect it for something other than a warm place holder for your dick?"
Jimmy took a moment and smiled. "If the pussies are as beautiful as the two next to me, I swear not only to respect them, but to love, honor and obey them."
"Good enough," I said.
"Now, the first thing is for you to unlearn a bunch of bullshit about oral sex that most guys take as gospel. Listen and learn, Jimmy."
"Sure," he said. "I'm all ears. But, what's the second thing?"
"Practice, practice, practice," I told him.
I began my philosophy of pussy-loving.
"First, appreciate the pussy. This is an extremely sensitive area of our anatomy. The whole vulva, clit, vagina, even the insides of our thighs and the skin right above our pussy—it's sensitive. So, thinking that that three-day growth looks sexy is one thing, but we do not appreciate having sandpaper rubbed around these areas. If you want a woman to enjoy oral, get acquainted with a razor. Sometimes I think one reason women like women giving them oral is that there is smooth skin next to their pussy.
"Now, let's talk hygiene. Maybe some guys think our sex is a dirty place. If a guy thinks that way, he's never going to amount to anything. If that's a guy's outlook, then spare us both and keep your puss out of our pussy.
"But our pussy is not a dirty place and it's very important to us. We spend time keeping it clean. You're going to put your fingers inside a precious place. So, guys should have clean hands and fingers. And for god sake, clip your nails. That is extra-sensitive territory you're entering.
"Those are the basics, Jimmy. Next let's deal with myths.
"The first myth is that oral sex is simply foreplay. For some women oral sex is the endgame. For others, it's an important part of foreplay, but not all the time. Sometimes—straight, gay or bi—oral is what she wants right now and all she wants right now.
"For many guys, oral is a stopping point along the way. You know, like 'I better do something here so I can stick my dick in her.' So, a lot of guys do something down there and hope it's enough so they get a ticket to their final destination.
"Look, I understand. Guys want to stick their dicks in places. That's why they get hard-ons. The essential drive for a guy is to put it somewhere. Straight or gay, guys want to stick it in. Again, some women really like it—I've enjoyed it a bit—but oral can't just be a token to earn a hall pass for the dick to meet the pussy.
"Second myth is all girls are the same below the waist. Sadly, most guys have no clue what's down there. They look at it, but again they don't seem to see it. Their main goal is to stick in the thing that doesn't have an eye. But, Jimmy, we are all different. We look different, we have different areas that are more sensitive than others, and we react differently to how we are touched.
"Just as a dick is an amazing piece of engineering that can go from totally soft to rock hard in seconds, a woman is an intricate design. We have layers and those layers mean something. So, when guys think that touching or kissing or even licking one spot is the same as doing it to another, you're wrong.
"Third myth is technique. I know there are a lot of stories about this technique or that technique that will rock her world. Forget it. Guys get so hung up on doing everything right, in the proper order for the appropriate length of time that they miss all the signs.
"For example, freshmen year I was on the basketball team. Right before the season we had a mixer with the men's team. It was supposed to build a sense of camaraderie among the two teams. What it really was a mini-meat market. And, for that it was successful. I was this mostly naïve kid and was in awe of our own upper-class women players and some of the men. The guys made the Sweet Sixteen the year before, and the ones returning were sorta' famous.
"Anyway, I see this beautiful guy and I remembered him playing last year. He's about six-seven, great body, nice hair and the prettiest face on a man that I ever saw. I am just staring and he comes over and starts chatting. I am almost bowled over, but I talk with him. He's kinda' charming--in a goofy sorta' way. So, he asks me if I want to go somewhere. Now, I was naïve, but not stupid. I figure if we just wanted to talk, we could stay in the gym.
"We end up in his room and start making out. Well, I'll spare you the gory details but we screwed. It was nice. He had a great body and a decent dick. Not as nice or as big as yours, if you're wondering. So anyway we start seeing each other, which is a nice way to say we screw every chance we get. After a bit, I mention that I really enjoy oral. I did so after like the tenth blow job I gave him.
"He gives me a look and says "Ok, sure. How about next time?"
"I figure what the fuck, does he not know how to do it or what? Come to find out, I was right on target.
"So, a couple nights later we're in bed, all naked and sweaty. He says, 'Should I go down on you now?'
"If you have to ask, I'm thinking... But my pussy would like some attention so I smile and say "Oh, yes, please" or some shit like that.
"So down he goes and plunges right in. He's doing something but I can't understand what. Then it hits me. He's writing the fuckin' alphabet with this tongue on what he must think is my clit. Shit, I thought that was just some dumb story that became an urban legend, but that's what he was doing.
"A couple problems. First, if he was writing, he had lousy penmanship. He was all over the place, plus I think he was dyslexic. Also, he did not have good concentration, I think he got to "H" and lost his place and the next thing I know he's back to "A'. Finally, I moaned, thanked him and let him fuck me. Truthfully, he wasn't that good at fucking either. That was the last time we were together.
"So, forget the stupid technique you read in Playboy or Penthouse or some other place."
Jimmy looked between Mary and me.
"I think I understand, but what do I do?"
"Do you think you are pleasing Mary when you are together?"
"Well, we only did oral once. I liked it, but she wasn't reacting like when she was with you. I mean with you she was screaming."
"You want to make her scream?"
"More than anything."
He had the most sincere look. "Jimmy, that's a great start."
"Ok, what are two important things you've heard?"
"That, uh, you're all not the same and, let's see, that technique doesn't matter."
"Not quite," I said. "Technique, or let's say, how you make love to your woman's pussy is important. But, it can't be some out of the box, excuse the pun, technique. You have to be able to read a woman's wants and needs and then react. It's really that simple."
"Sounds simple," he said. I could tell he was still confused.
"Mary, can I talk about us to help explain."
She smiled and nodded.
"Mary is a terrifically sexual woman. I'm sure you know that. Not only is she beautiful, but she is openly responsive. She does not try to hide her pleasure. But, there are things that really make her feel good.
"I said we have layers and they're important. The outer lips serve one purpose, the inner another and then there's the clit and the vagina. All these parts need stimulation, along with our thighs, bellies and sundry other spots unique on each woman. Yeah, I know we don't make it easy on you guys.
"When we are not excited, our outer lips are tight and protect stray things from flying up. Think of it that way for starters. But, when we start to get excited, these lips become engorged with blood, become sensitive, start to open to allow easier access in and lubrication to flow out. As they swell, they become even more tender. So, paying attention to them is a good thing. With Mary I like to kiss her outer lips and nibble on them. She seems to enjoy that."
"Mmmm," added Mary.
"Inner lips help to hold things in and they can be sensitive. Now, a lot of girls don't care for a lot of attention on them. Some girls are even embarrassed that they hang out. Like I said, there are not two pussys alike. Even if you think thick inner lips hanging out is gross, do not let her know that.
"So, things like sucking on them, pulling them or even nibbling are many times more annoying than erotic. But, a good lover can experiment. You will usually know if it feels good for the other person. Sometimes you get a "yeah, that feels good" or you might feel her pushing harder against you. Other times, the girl may be pulling back. Take a hint.
"Now the clit. God, if guys only had a slightest inkling about a clit we'd have a lot less war in this world, since the women would never let them out of their grasp. Guys think it's some sort of strange toy and they don't have the directions to it. Jimmy, it is the center of our physical sexuality. All our sexual senses are tied into that tiny bit of flesh. Sure, we may love the feeling of something warm and hard inside us. Yes, we may love the emotion associated with receiving the man and having him move inside. But, the real essence of what makes us experience the pleasure of sex is in our clit.



"We are all happy when the guy can even find it. You can laugh but it is too often that some guy is randomly rubbing or licking down there. It's in a protected place, but you don't need a freakin' map to get to it. And, if you think other parts differ from woman to woman, you ain't seen nothing 'til you get to the clit.
"Some women want it touched. Some want it almost touched. Some want it hard, some soft. Some right on top, some prefer it while under the hood. Some want only a tongue, some a finger, some both. Jimmy, you have to move carefully through this minefield and pay attention to every little reaction. Read her right and you'll do right by her clit. Mary loves it when I bite down on her clit a little bit when she is almost ready to cum. She likes two fingers insider her as I make love to her clit. On the other hand, Stella, oops..."
Jimmy asked, "Who's Stella?"
Mary and I exchanged a glance.
"Jimmy, let's leave it at Mary and I know that we each see other people."
"Is it someone at school?" he asked. "Hell, the only Stella I know is Ms. Davis, the TA for World History. Wait, you mean you and Ms. Davis...?"
"Jimmy," I interrupted, "can we not get into this now? Please! Let's keep our minds on Pussy 101"
Jimmy kept nodding. I knew he was trying to make sense of what I had told him about oral sex and figure out if I were involved with Stella Davis.
"Wow, Ms. Davis is nuclear hot," he said. "So, the two of you...?"
"Maybe he should practice," I said to Mary, changing the subject. "You two can excuse yourselves for a post-lecture lab session."
"Well, I was thinking," said Mary, "that you described so beautifully what you do to me that I fear he will just copycat you. I think he should try to figure it out on someone else."
I looked at Mary with my mind racing a gazillion miles an hour.
"Uh, Mary," I said, "there is no one else here except..."
"Exactly," she said grinning from ear to ear.
I looked at Jimmy. If there ever was a deer trapped in the headlights, it was Jimmy.
"I don't know if I'm a good classroom instructor, Jimmy," I said sliding his hand onto my crotch, "but I am willing to verify it in a lab experiment. Game?"
I pulled the blanket down.
Jimmy looked at my naked pussy, then at Mary, then at my pussy, then at my face, and once again at my pussy.
"I, uh,..." was all he could manage.
Mary said, "Jimmy, do it. I want you to."
Mary stood and pulled him up. I joined them and we all embraced.
"Join us?" I asked.
"Not the first time," Mary said. "But, later I can think of a lot of ways to make this really fun."
"Can you guys hang here a second," Jimmy asked.
"Why?" Mary said.
He rubbed his chin and said smiling, "Gotta' shave."
Mary and I snuggled in silence until he returned. I lightly rubbed between her legs and knew she was excited about what was to take place between Jimmy and me.
I took Jimmy's hand and we went to my bedroom.
Jimmy was hard by the time we reached my bed. He pulled me to him. He was warm to the touch and his erection burrowed into my belly. He kissed me and ran his hands over my breasts, exciting my nipples. Easing me back on the bed, he crawled next to me.
Slowly, he began kissing his way to my sex. He had a nice touch on my breasts as he briefly paused there. I could feel the moisture beginning to build between my legs.
He spread my legs wide, making the large tendons along my inner thighs go tight. He licked along one and I shuddered. Good first step, I thought.
Running his fingers through my bush, he brought more blood to the surface. He played with my lips with his fingers for a while, a very pleasant while. Finally, I felt his lips on my outer lips and his warm breath on my pussy.
Licking along my lips, he reached the hood of my clit, rubbed and backed off. I moaned with anticipation. He sensed this and ignored it and licked back down the other side of my lips. He sucked bits of my lips in his mouth and I pushed hard against his face. He took the hint and sucked more aggressively. I was flowing heavily.
He slipped his hands under my thighs and lifted my legs, pushing them back towards my head. He tried to lick my totally exposed pussy, but had difficulty getting the right angle.
"Put a pillow under my butt," I said.
He lifted me and slid a pillow under me. With my legs pushed back, he lay flat and began licking from bottom to top along my slit. Very good, I thought. Ooh, very good indeed.
He was licking up and down, darting his tongue inside for a quick dip. I moaned to let him know he was on the right track.
On a trip back down my slit, his tongue touched the area between my pussy and butt. I yelped. He pulled back, fearing he may have hurt me. I pushed his face back. Again, Jimmy was learning to read my body.
He licked that special space again, this time pushing hard with his tongue. No one had really spent much time there before, but I was digging it. He returned to my slit and ended up again in that in between space. This time, his tongue darted to my butt and lightly rimmed my sphincter. I cried out. He started licking there and I squirmed.
"God, that's so nasty and feels so good," I thought.
My juices were running out of my pussy and down toward my asshole. Jimmy used a finger to rub the wetness around my opening. He pushed the tip of his tongue inside my butt and the flow increased accompanied by a sound I never made before. Next, he slipped a finger in my tight butt.
This time I made a weird noise, somewhere between a whimper and a growl.
With his finger moving slowing in and out, he pushed his tongue hard against my clit. I pushed hard in return. He released my legs and used his free hand to pull back the hood on my clit. Licking around the base brought a fresh torrent of liquid. He took the clit in his lips. He sucked hard as he pushed his finger up my butt. My first orgasm hit like a thunderbolt and just as unexpectantly. I cried out and used my hands to mash his face against my pussy. He placed his teeth on my clit and pulled back. Slipping two fingers inside my sex, he stroked my inner walls, while keeping his teeth on my clit and his finger in my butt.
I lost it and screamed. The orgasm tightened nearly every muscle in my body, causing me to go rigid for several seconds. I screamed again and bucked my pussy hard into his face and simultaneously driving his finger deeper in my butt. Either by skill or chance, his finger in my vagina hit my g-spot. I came in three long spasms. I think I might have squirted a bit because I felt a release flowing over his fingers and onto his face.
I begged for mercy, pushing his head from my pussy. He eased off and removed his fingers from both erotic holes. He laid his head on my pubic hair, kissing my pubic bone.
My limbs were rubber. I just laid there.
"That was a guy?" I thought. "Mercy me. I've created a monster."
I closed my eyes and fell asleep.
A soft rap on the door woke both of us. Mary stuck her head in, grinning like an idiot.
"Safe to enter?"
I waved her in and pulled back the covers. She doffed her t-shirt and climbed in naked, keeping Jimmy between us.
"I hope it was as good as it sounded," she said.
"Oh, yeah," I said. "You can thank me often and lavishly from now on."
Mary kissed Jimmy. "How about you, babe?"
"For the first time, I actually felt like I was really pleasing a woman. I loved everything about it, but especially the beauty of Anna."
He turned to me, "Anna, you are truly beautiful between your legs. That sounds so lame, but it's true. Thank you for allowing me to be there."
We kissed and shared our tongues. I had lost even the slightest awkwardness in showing affection for him while Mary was with us. I felt he was ours and we were his.
"I heard some pretty wild noises," said Mary. "Anything special I should know."
Jimmy and I looked at each other, sharing the thought of how he played with my ass.
"What?" urged Mary.
"Jimmy licked my asshole and fingered my butt," I said.
"Whoa," was Mary's sole reply.
After a silence, she added, "And?"
"And," I said, "pretty fuckin' awesome."
We laughed.
"Jimmy, I didn't know you were into that," said Mary.
"I'm not sure what 'that' is" replied Jimmy. "I can't say that I'm into it. Just did it. And, so we have full disclosure, I tongued inside her butt."
"Why," asked Mary.
"I touched Anna there and she reacted. So, I did what she said and tried to read her reactions. Seemed to work out fine in the end."
We all got his pun and howled.
Calming down, Mary leaned across Jimmy and kissed me.
"Ready now?"
I knew what she meant.
"Ready for what?" Jimmy said.
Mary crawled on top of him, slowly moving her body up and down.
"Jimmy, I think we have one more step to take, one more door to open."
He kissed her.
"Do you trust me?" she asked.
Without hesitation, he said, "Yes."
"Make love to Anna. Make love to me. Do it now."
"You mean with my..."
Mary smiled, "Yes, babe, I want you to fuck us both. We both want your cock in us."
Mary rolled off him, leaving a hard cock straining against the sheet.
"I'll get the condoms," said Mary as she hopped off the bed.
I softly grabbed his erection.
"Jimmy, you do not have to do this. I am so happy at what we have right now. I don't want you to feel pressured. Honest. I am not pressuring you."
Looking deep into my eyes, he said, "You want this, right?"
I nodded.
"Well, let's make it fun."
Mary reappeared. Tugging the sheet down, she rolled a condom on him.
"Who goes first," she asked.
Jimmy said, "Why don't you two get each other wet?"
Mary reversed herself and we fit into a 69 position. I felt her tongue and my juices began oozing. I lapped her pussy and tasted her essence. We did this for several minutes and rolled apart.
"That was fuckin' awesome," said Jimmy.
Mary said, "Time to be inside Anna."
He raised himself over me. Although I am big, I felt like a child underneath him. I realized at that moment one of the things I missed by not being with guys—their size. I don't mean their dick size, I mean the power a man brings with him. Jimmy had broad shoulders and a wide back. I felt totally swallowed up by him. For a confirmed feminist and mostly gay person, I can honestly say I felt safe within his arms. I dug the male dominance thing. Weird that I was feeling this.
I then felt his prick at my sex. He moved it gently up and down my slit and suddenly his head popped in between my lips. I then remembered the other thing I missed about guys.
I sucked in air. It had been a long time since a man was where he was.
He slowly moved back and forth, gaining more entry inside me.
I turned to look at Mary. She had a hand between her legs while gazing on us. She smiled and blew a kiss.
Jimmy pushed all the way in. I welcomed him and wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him hard to me.
"Fuck," said Mary, "now I am totally fuckin' jealous of long legs."
Jimmy started moving in and out. I mimicked his motions and used my legs to pull him back into me.
I was as wet as I was going to be. "Hard now, Jimmy, do it hard."
He picked up the tempo and began banging vigorously. His pubis mashed against mine. His large balls were slapping at my ass. I marveled at the feeling of those balls hitting me. I had forgotten how much I enjoyed sex with a man.
He was using a twisting motion, filling every part of my inside. I understood what Mary said about how Jimmy's size made contact with her. I was stuffed and I was loving it.
Jimmy had a slight upward curve to his erection and he now was raising up as he pulled out, causing his tip to drag along the top of my inside. He fleetingly flicked my g-spot. I know I had a couple mini-orgasms and was building up to a mega-one.
He pushed my legs up along side my head, and pounded with a fury. I could hold back no more. I screamed and pushed up with my hips and let go. Wave after wave rocked me and my orgasm washed over me, drowning me in a sea of pleasure.
Jimmy eased my legs back down and slowly extracted himself. I felt sorrow as the semi-hard member left me. He bent down and lapped at my pussy, tonguing my clit. I jolted and came one more time.
I reached for him and found his not quiet hard erection.
"I didn't make you cum?" I said.
"Oh, yeah," he said, "most definitely and positively did."
"But, it's not soft."
"It's got plenty of fuel for a quick turn-around. And, I'm saving some for Mary."
I pulled off the condom and took him in my mouth until he was totally hard. I enjoyed the long forgotten taste of his cum and hot flesh.
"On your back, Jimmy," Mary ordered.
He complied and I rolled on a fresh condom. She positioned her opening over his tip. Slowly, she eased herself down until she rested on his crotch.
She looked at me. "Not bad, huh?"
"Very, very good," I said.
"Kiss me, Anna."
I knelt and kissed her. Our lips burned as we covered each other with kisses and tongues.
I lay back on my side and watched.
Mary began slowly to ride him. She would lift up as high as she could and slide back down. Her legs were not long enough to allow the tip of his dick to escape her lips. She repeated her motions, still moving slowly and deliberately. Jimmy was fondling her breasts, pinching the nipples to deep redness.
Mary picked up the pace some, but it was not frantic.
"Jimmy, I love your cock in me. It fills me. It fills me."
She moved like that until her breath began to catch in her throat.
"Doggy me, babe," she croaked.
Jimmy lifted and spun her. With her face resting on the bed, he grabbed her hips and started a fast pounding. She grunted with every thrust. He banged even harder, his balls bouncing wildly. I cupped them for a few seconds, marveling at how heavy they felt.
"Get my clit, Anna, get my clit."
I reached between her legs and took hold of her exposed clit. The entire area was soaking wet as the fluids poured out of her pussy.
I gently massaged it as Jimmy picked up the tempo.
Mary was now grunting with delight.
"Now," she hissed, "Anna, now."
I pinched her clit hard between my thumb and forefinger.
Jimmy thrust deep into her pussy.
Mary cried out, "Fuck, fuck, fuck." Her body twitched and she pushed hard back against Jimmy's cock taking every millimeter she could.
After another grunt, she collapsed face down on the bed.
He pulled out, still hard.
I yanked his condom off and took him in my mouth. Mary watched as I sucked the hard organ. Jimmy said he was close. I nodded and cupped his balls and squeezed. Mary rose up and put her mouth next to mine on his shaft.
Jimmy cried out and I felt the first burst of warm liquid hit the roof of my mouth. Mary eased me off and took more of his orgasm in her mouth. Together, we licked the rest that ran down his erection, that was slowly going soft. We finished by cleansing each other's mouth with our tongues.
We cuddled with Jimmy in the middle, and without saying a word, closed our eyes and let the sleep of sexual fulfillment take us.
We woke later and used two more condoms. Not to be too crude, but that morning turned into a fuck-fest that lasted until mid-afternoon. Jimmy was with each of us again, and once trading places rapidly as Mary and I lay side by side. I also was able to show Jimmy what I had previously described concerning eating pussy. After another nap, Jimmy went for a shower. Mary and I snuggled.
"So?" she said.
"I am very happy, Mary," kissing her between words. "And, very sore."
"I think we share that feeling," she said.
"What's next," I asked.
"Lunch."
"You know what I mean, Mary."
"Anna, sure I do. But, I am starving and do not want to get in a discussion about where do we go from here. Where I'd like to go is to the kitchen and then back here and we all fuck some more. Then, dinner and more fucking. Let's just keep it simple. Basic needs. Food and fucking."
Kissing me, she whispered in my ear, "Love you lots."
Before I could respond, she was up and heading out the door. I pulled a blanket around me and followed.
It was about 3 in the afternoon. We noshed on peanut butter and celery, Pringles and chocolate chip cookies washed down with beer.
"This will hold us until dinner," I said. "I'll do the steaks we bought. We can have them with rice and a salad for supper. I will raid Uncle Edgar's wine cellar for some excellent cabernet. Sound good?"
They nodded.
"What shall we do till then," said Mary as she ran her hand up and down Jimmy's flaccid penis.
"Ladies, I must be in a dream. Making love to two beautiful women is more than a dream come true. But, sadly, I am kinda' screwed out right now. I know after a little more rest, I'll be a horny teenager again."
We told him we understood.
"So," Jimmy said, "how about we build up a huge fire, get under the blanket and Anna tells us about her first time."
I agreed and we quickly cleaned up and had a fire roaring in front of us.
"Time for stories," Jimmy said as he replenished our beers.
"So, what will it be, Anna," Mary asked, "first pussy or first penis?"
I took a long draw on the beer, "How about both?"
Jimmy and Mary settled down and waited.
"You have to realize that growing up I was a total klutz and sexless. I had a growth spurt in eighth grade, and reached almost six feet. I was skinny, all angles and could barely get my big feet out of my way when I walked."
"You're hardly heavy now," offered Jimmy.
"Yeah, well think of me about 25 pounds lighter," I said.
"Anyway, I loved basketball. So, I began obsessing about it. I wanted to play in high school. I knew the coaches would give me a shot because of my height, but I was so uncoordinated I doubted I would make the team. I had no girl friends and poured all my time into basketball.
"I began a super training regimen. I would get up at six and run for an hour. I'd come back and do some strength training with my brother's weights. I'm still in grade school, remember. After school, I'd shoot baskets for hours and finally get home, do my school work and read books on basketball. I was a total nerd for the game.
"I even took ballet lessons. The teacher nearly died when he saw me come in. I was about a foot taller than most of the students. He shook his head and told me I could never be a dancer. I told him didn't want to be a dancer, I just didn't want to be a klutz. He took pity on me and taught me about posture, balance and feet positioning. It turned out to be great lessons for basketball. You know, half of the game is being balanced and having your feet in the right places.
"So, I was getting better. After busting my ass all summer, freshmen year I made JV and got to sit on the varsity bench. Then I became friends with John and Paul. I knew them from grade school, but never hung out with them. These guys were like joined at the hip. Everyone called them JohnPaul, like one name. There were all kinds of rumors that they were gay, but I didn't care. They were nice to me. They both played varsity as freshmen. John was tall and a forward, Paul was shorter than me and a guard.
"I knew I wouldn't get better playing against the girls. I was the tallest on the team and after my summer of intense training was also the strongest. I knew I had to play against guys to get better. There was a three-man tournament and I talked them into letting me play with them. For some crazy reason they agreed. We didn't win, but did kick some butt. After that, the guys would let me into their pick-up games.
That went on for freshmen year. Then going into sophomore year, we played a lot of ball together.
"They always played shirts and skins. The other guys always suggested I be on the skins team, but JohnPaul never let that go too far. One Saturday we were sitting in John's house after a few hours of pick-up. I really felt like one of the guys and I would usually peel off my t-shirt and use it to dry off, just like they did. I wore a sports bra and figured it was no big deal.



"I asked them why the other guys kept talking about me being on the skins team. They looked at me like I had two heads. I pushed them and finally Paul said, 'Because they want to see your titties.' I dropped my mouth.
"You're shitting me. Guys think like that. They want to see my titties? There's hardly anything there."
"Anna," said John, "They're not like us. We're your friends. They are just being hound dogs."
I shook my head. Weird!
"Good thing you guys don't want to see my titties." I saw a look pass between them.
"No shit, guys. You want to see my titties?"
John said I was pretty and a girl and guys are guys. Now, I never thought of myself as pretty. I wore my hair in a pony tail, had braces, sporadic acne, and my wardrobe consisted of basketball shorts and a t-shirt in warm weather and sweats and a hoodie in the cold.
I looked at them and asked again if they thought about seeing my titties. Their silence was all the answer I got. I figured it's no big deal. I hardly had any titties then. I just shrugged and pulled my sports bra over my head. I can still remember sitting on the bed in John's room and the guys staring at my chest. I also remember how hard my nipples got. They were like when it was cold in the locker room after a shower.
John said thanks and Paul said they were awesome. I pulled my t-shirt back on and said, 'anytime'
Actually, after that it became a little game with us. We'd play, go back to one of our houses and I'd get my top off. They never seemed to tire of looking. Remember, we were only sophomores and it never went beyond them looking at me topless.
The next summer it was the same routine. Working out, lifting and playing a ton of games. JohnPaul and I hung out all summer. We were starting to clean up in three-on-three games.
Sophomore year I was a regular starter. Junior year, both girls and men went to the state championships. We won and they lost, but we had a great time.
Then, the summer between junior and senior year, things changed. We were all now 18 and I guess getting closer to being grown up and farther away from being kids. One day, I was lying back on Paul's bed, topless as usual. My boobs had grown a bit and the guys seemed to enjoy looking at them more and more.
Paul was staring at my nipples and blowing on them. I laughed and thought it was totally dumb. Then, and he asked if he could touch them.
I thought that was stupid, but said sure. He rubbed them and squeezed them. John did the same. Without asking, Paul took a tit in his mouth and sucked. I felt a bolt go through me. Since I didn't scream, John did the same. They did that for a while.
I finally asked if they really liked doing it.
They both laughed and said, "Yeah, and we got the wood to prove it."
I had no idea what they meant. "Wood?"
"Jeez, Anna, you know a hard-on, a boner, an erection."
"Erection!" I thought. We learned about them in biology during the sex-ed part. I thought it was gross and boring hearing about eggs and seeds and that stuff. I had zero interest in having anything stuck inside me. But, I did recall about boys getting erections.
"So, you guys have erections now?"
They both nodded.
"Ok, let me see them."
"Anna, that might be a little strange," said Paul.
"Hey, you've been looking at my titties for years. It's no big deal. Show me."
They stood up and pulled down their shorts and then their briefs. I could not believe my eyes. There were these two things sticking up. I saw their balls underneath. I touched their dicks and couldn't believe how hard they were.
The guys definitely were enjoying this. John said, "Anna, this is like a guy's most private part. We'd like to see your private part."
I thought about it and figured what the hell. I pulled my pants and undies off.
John took one look and started squirting. I screamed as the liquid landed on my legs.
Paul told me to calm down and explained what just happened. I asked him why he didn't do the same. He told me he needed some help. He took my hand on put it on him and moved it up and down. I may have been inexperienced, but I was a quick learner.
I kept stroking him until he exploded. I thought all in all it was pretty cool.
After that, it seemed we spent equal time on basketball and sex. We ended up giving each other our cherries. Funny, I never did it alone with either of them. It was always the three of us, but not like the two of them on me. We would like hang out, I'd screw one of them while the other guy watched us or watched TV. I liked it. It was fun. Maybe, not as much fun as basketball, but still fun. And, Mary, yes we always used condoms. Of course, at first I had no freakin' clue what they were.
I guess you could say we were fuck-buddies, but we didn't know that then. We never fell in love or anything, but we did enjoy the physical contact. In senior year, they each got girlfriends and our sex life sort of faded away, but we remained best friends. We still text and email all the time and get together on FaceBook.
"So, did you ever make it with other guys?" Mary asked.
"Yeah, a couple in freshman year in college. Nothing serious, though. I told you about that one basketball player. There were two more. None of them did much for me."
"Ok," asked Jimmy, "what about the pussy part?"
I took another long pull on my beer. The warmth was cascading through my body and my head was spinning every so slightly.
"Ah, my first woman," I said.
"Quite a story. Part seduction and part cliché."
"We're all ears," Jimmy said.
I leaned back on the couch. Mary and Jimmy softly stroked my thighs. His erection moved under the blanket and I let my hand embrace it.
"The thing is," I said, "I had no desire to be with a woman. But, let me start at the beginning."
After accepting a sports scholarship to our school, I wanted to work on my skills during the summer. I signed up for a two-week b-ball clinic at a camp in western Mass. It was run by an ex-Celtic and had a couple current players involved as well as three woman pro players and a bunch of men and women college players.
We had separate cabins for guys and girls. They didn't want the clinic to turn into a screwing festival. Besides, most of us were so tired from the day's workouts and scrimmages that we were too pooped to pop.
Each cabin had a college player assigned as our counselor. My cabin's was Murph. I knew her as one of the top players in the Big East. She was taller than I am and about twenty pounds heavier. She was a fabulous player and a pretty good instructor. We often were made to play against each other. She taught me a lot of moves I could use as a forward.
About half-way through the session, Murph and I stayed late on one of the lighted courts and worked on moves down low. It was a hot night and we were drenched at the end.
We headed straight to the shower to clean up and then were planning to catch up with the others at the cookout on the other side of the lake.
The showers were typical camp arrangements—one big open room with showerheads along the walls. We stripped, grabbed our towels and headed in. The room was deserted.
We took showers next to each other and started cleaning up. I was complaining about how much I ached. Murph moved behind me and rubbed my shoulders.
"Mmm." I said, "that feels great."
She moved closer and I felt her breasts press into my back. I tried to think it was nothing. Murph then moved her hands down my back and rubbed my butt. I jerked a little and she said to relax, it would help get rid of the tension.
I enjoyed the feeling of her hands on my butt. Next thing, she has her hands around my waist and pulls me back into her. I am a bit freaked, but I also liked how her big breasts moved and slid against my naked back. Slowly she moved her hands up and cupped my breasts.
I couldn't believe this was happening, but I did nothing to stop her. The water kept flowing over our bodies pressed together. I could feel her crotch pushing against my ass as her hands continued to massage my breasts.
I felt a strange feeling between my legs. Funny, I had screwed JohnPaul a bunch of times. It was nice, but I never had a feeling like what is happening in my pussy.
Murph kissed my neck and I shuddered. She pinched my nipples and I screamed. This was not a little "ooh". This was a blood-curdling yell. At the same time, I felt my pussy contract and my knees went weak. I thought I peed in the shower.
Murph jumped back when I screamed. I think we both feared someone would come racing in to see who was just murdered. Fortunately, everyone was at the cookout.
I turned and looked at Murph. She looked so uncertain.
I put my hand against the rough cinder block wall, fearing I was going to faint. I must have turned pale, because she quickly turned off the showers and pulled me to her, supporting me with her arms under mine.
She helped back to the locker area and I plopped on a bench.
"Put your head between your legs," she said.
I did and felt blood coming back into my brain.
I lifted my head and looked at her beautiful naked body standing in front of me.
"What just happened?" I asked. "Why am I feeling this way?"
Murph stroked my cheek and said, "Honey, you came, that's all."
I opened my eyes and looked first at Mary and then at Jimmy.
"Yes, boys and girls," I said. "That was my first orgasm."
"And, let me tell you that orgasm, as magical as it was, could not hold a candle to the one I had later when Murph put her head between my legs. God, if this is lesbian sex, I was thinking, let me be queer for life."
Mary and Jimmy hugged me and kissed my cheeks.
So, yeah, she and I got it on fairly regularly for the remainder of the camp. I came back home and reality hit. What was I going to do? I was some freak and there was no other girl who was like me. I was driving myself crazy worrying about what happened and, more honestly, if anything like that would ever happen again.
JohnPaul knew something was wrong, but I couldn't tell them.
I told you I had no close girl friends I could talk to. One day, I was shooting my thousand baskets on the outdoor court and a girl, Tina, from another high school came by and asked if she could shoot. We ended up playing H-O-R-S-E. We had played against each other all through school. I was a better player, but we always respected each other. She was great on defense.
She blew me away. I could only manage one letter. Afterwards we were sitting in the shade and she asked what was bugging me.
"What makes you think something's wrong?" I said defensively.
"Anna, you are All State, MVP in the state championship game and cleaned my butt for four years. Today, you couldn't hit a freaking thing. Something must be up. Guy trouble?"
I looked at her and burst into tears. Instinctively she put her arms around me to either console me or make sure I didn't go completely psycho and start strangling her or something.
After a few minutes, I was able to gain some control.
"Yeah, I know," she said, patting my back. "Guys can be assholes and fuck you up."
I don't know what came over me, but I blurted out, "It's not a guy, it's a girl."
"Is that all?" she said.
She tipped my head up so I was looking at her.
"Anna, that is something I can help with."
She kissed me.
I pulled back. "You're...you're...gay!"
"All-American gay," she laughed. "And, I have had a crush on you for four years. I never picked up any gay vibes, though."
"I never had any until last week," I cried and exploded into another session of sobbing.
My nose was running and I wiped it on my shirt. I'm sure my eyes looked like I rubbed red dye into them. I was shaking all over. In short, I was a mess.
Tina looked at me. Kissed me again and said, "Come on. Let me take you home and I'll help you."
By home she meant her house; by help she meant bury her tongue so deep in my pussy I thought she was licking my tonsils. Tina was quite good and taught me a lot about pleasing a woman.
"Thank you, Tina," said Mary in a small voice.
So, the rest of my summer turned out pretty good. Lots of basketball and equal amounts of screwing.
"But, you don't play basketball anymore," Jimmy said. "What happened?"
"Three concussions at the beginning of my junior year. The docs wouldn't clear me for play. They honored my scholarship and I got into my art."
Feeling the stiff organ rubbing my leg, I announced to Mary that the Jimmy we'd come to love was back and seemed to be ready to go.
"Let's do it in front of the fire," she said.
We spread a blanket and Jimmy lay on his back his condom-covered cock highlighted by the fire. I sat on his dick and Mary on his mouth. After a pleasant few minutes we switched. We went back and forth until Jimmy came hard inside me.
Neither one of us came, so we took turns getting the other off as Jimmy watched.
We broke and started dinner. It was just your typical three naked people in a kitchen sorta' thing.
After dinner, we snuggled in my bed. We were able to coax one more round out of Jimmy. I was feeling selfish and took him by myself. When finished, we all quickly fell into a deep sleep nestled together.
Friday night we got two more feet of snow with strong winds. I was again up first and had the coffee brewing. I looked out at the garage and knew we could not shovel our way out. Also, the driveway had drifts up to four feet.
I called Uncle Edgar and asked if he could recommend someone to plow.
"I know someone," he said. "Let me call and I'll get back to you."
A few minutes later, he rang back and told me he worked something out. He directed me to a drawer in the kitchen where I would find a bunch of business cards. He described what I was looking for and said he had to run.
Looking in the drawer, I saw a smudged card that read, "Ham and Lear's Garage. Repairs, towing, snow removal."
I called and was told the snow removal person was on the road. The guy gave me a cell number for Corky. I called, it range three times and a husky voice cracked, "What?"
I explained that we had a lot of snow in our driveway and needed to be plowed out.
"You got snow in your driveway?" said the voice, "What a fuckin' surprise." I was taken aback and tempted to hang up. I didn't have anyone else to call so I hung on.
"Who are you and where are you?" asked the voice, which now sounded vaguely like a woman.
I gave her our address.
"Oh, you're Edgar's niece?" she said. "Yeah, he called and asked if I could do you."
"Yes, my friends and I are staying..."
"Didn't ask for your fuckin' life story," she cut in. "Edgar's a cool dude. I'll do it for him. Besides he offered me a premium. Look, you'll be my last job of the day, since you're the farthest out. I'll be there, but it might be late. Now, did you hear me? I said I'll be there."
I was getting a little pissed, but held my tongue. "Yes, I heard you."
"Good, 'cause I don't want you callin' me an' askin' when I'm gonna be there. I'll be there when I get there. Ok?"
"Ok, sure. Thanks, I appreciate..."
"Appreciate me with a tip. Your uncle will cover the rest."
"Ok," I said.
"Good. Now what's your name?"
"Anna."
"Ok, Annie, it'll be at least five, maybe later. But I'll be there. Just don't fuckin' call me back or I might not be there. Ok?"
"It's Anna," I said, more than a little pissed.
"Oh, excuse the shit out of me, Ann-AH," she emphasized. "I'll be there."
She clicked off.
I then realized I would need to unlock the gate. I called her back.
"Holy fuckin' shit," she answered. "What is it about do not call me back did you not get. I've got seven other jobs ahead of you and I can't plow and talk at the same time. I'll be there."
"Well, there's a gate at the turnoff," I offered.
"Been there before, Ann-AH," she said.
"Well, it's locked. So I thought if you called me about ten minutes before you got here, I'd snowshoe down and unlock it."
There was a pause. "Sounds good. Can I call you at this number?"
He voice seemed to have softened, but just a tad. I told her fine, it was my cell.
She clicked off without another word.
I explained to Mary and Jimmy who were dying to hear what the other end of the strange conversation must have been.
We had the rest of the day to kill time. I guess that's another way of saying we had four or five hours to screw our respective brains out.
We lay entangled in my bed after another round of intercourse roulette when my phone chimed.
"Hey, I'm just turning off Rt. 30 and should make it to your place in about ten minutes. This fuckin' side road ain't plowed, so might take a bit more. See you at the gate."
She rang off before I said a word.
Nothing like having to rush to get dressed to kill a post-coital buzz. I pulled on clothes, jacket and hat. Put on my snowshoes and gloves and headed out. It was already dark, so I took a flashlight.
I made it to the gate just as lights were coming up the road. I unlocked and pulled the gate, but the snow held it. I could just open it enough to squeeze through.
The lights from the big pick-up were in my eyes and I heard a door close.
"Gonna' hafta dig it out," said the voice I recognized from the phone.
A figure passed in front of the headlights. She crossed to the back of the truck and returned with two snow shovels. She handed me one and she began digging. I undid my snow shoes and joined in. We cleared enough snow to open the gates in about fifteen minutes.
She took the shovels and said, "Climb in the cab."
She was shorter than I, but appeared broader. I grabbed my snowshoes and put them in the cab and climbed in. She entered from the driver's side. She had on overalls and a battered winter parka. Her heavy boots were caked with snow. She pulled off her black wool cap, exposing a wild shock of almost white blond hair, spiked and going in every direction possible. She ran her fingers through her hair and only made everything even crazier. She looked at me and said, "I'm Corky."
The first things I noticed were her eyes. She wore black mascara and eyeliner. Under her eyes, she also had black shadow. Racoon was the immediate thought I had.
On her nose, she wore a stud and the skin below her lips, but above her chin had a small silver ball.
"Yes," I said, "I'm Anna."
We shook hands. Corky pulled down the visor and looked in the mirror.
"My make-up's for shit," she said. "Been out since 5 this morning and sweating like a freakin' pig and smell worse 'n one. She stuck her tongue out to wet a finger. I noticed the stud in her tongue. She wiped a smudge from her cheekbone.
"This'll take a bit. Got a shitload of snow. Doesn't look like the other stuff was plowed."
I told her we made our own tracks.
She dropped the plow and started moving snow. It took a half-hour to reach the clearing at the cabin. She made a number of passes and cleaned out a wide area.
"Why don't you go on in? I'm just gonna' shovel out in front of the garage doors."
"I can help," I offered.
"Suit yerself," she said, "price is the same."
She pulled her cap on, donned her gloves and jumped out. I followed and grabbed a shovel. We were done in minutes.
"Come in, I'll get your money," I said. "Maybe you'd like to use the facilities?"
"If that means, I can take a piss," she said, "I'd appreciate it. Been out all day with just this big fuckin' jug of coffee, which I finished off. I already had to squat once in the snow. Ain't much fun with the wind blowing up your pussy."
I tried not to imagine it.
We knocked the snow from our boots and welcomed the warm blast of heat.
Jimmy and Mary were setting the table. We were having hot turkey sandwiches, warmed up stuffing and veggies.
I introduced Corky. They tried to hide their shock, but you could see they thought I had brought a serial killer into the cabin.



"Corky's going to use the bathroom," I explained.
"Yep," she said, "then I'll come back and chop you up with an ax."
She laughed to herself and headed off in the direction I pointed.
"Guys," I whispered, "I can't believe you behaved that way."
"Well, jeez, Anna," Mary said, "you have to admit she is a little scary looking. And, it is a "she" isn't it?"
"Yeah," I answered, "and relax. She's been out plowing all day. Let's cut her some slack."
We heard the toilet flush and Corky was back in the kitchen.
"Well, I'll be goin'," she said. I told her I'd get her tip.
As I was digging out my wallet, she said, "I hate to be a mooch, but you wouldn't have any coffee, would ya? I got a long ride back and could use the caffeine."
"It'll only take a sec to make some," I said.
"Ah, forget it," she said. "'Sides, I should be getting on the road. I didn't eat all day and the smells here are doin' a job on me."
"Well, then," I announced, "you'll just have to stay for supper."
The looks on Mary and Jimmy were priceless.
"Thanks, really," she said, "but I should roll. I can probably find some coffee back at Coos Corner. I think the Mobile station might be open."
"Nonsense," I argued. "Look, we got plenty of food. It's only leftovers, but I think it will be good."
"Nah," she said. "Look that's nice of you and all, but I've been out all day. I did fifteen plowing jobs, towed three trucks outta' ditches, fixed a car that lost its fan belt and helped Mrs. Adams haul in some logs for her wood stove. That's all to say, I smell like shit and am not presentable to sit down with you guys."
I looked at her. She was tough, but I could also see she was tired.
"Corky," I said, "you've saved our asses by plowing us out. Let us return your service by offering a meal. You can shower and clean up. I'm sure we've got some clothes to wear."
"Hey, you're payin' me for plowing," she said. "That's our deal. Don't need nothin' else."
"Please, Corky," I added. "It would be our pleasure."
She laughed hard.
"Don't think your friends share that feeling," she said.
"They probably do," I said glaring at them as they more or less cowered behind the island. "When they're not behaving like lost children, they're fairly nice."
She looked at me, then at Mary and Jimmy and back at me.
"As I said, Thanks, but..."
"Don't be a shithead, Corky," I said more forcefully than I meant to. "Stay for fucking dinner."
"Well, since you finally asked me real nice, I accept." She smiled for the first time. Her whole face changed. Her eyes lit up and the menace seemed to fade. Even Mary and Jimmy noticed the difference.
"Great," said Mary. "And we promise not to continue to be idiots."
I led Corky down the hall back to the bathroom.
"You can take as long as you want," I said. "I'll get you some towels and clothes. She pulled off her parka and I took it.
Underneath, she wore bib overalls and a long-sleeve flannel shirt, with a turtleneck underneath. I could detect a strong scent of dried sweat. I was not offended and realized she must be exhausted.
Hanging the parka on a hook in the hallway, I grabbed a couple bath towels and a washcloth. Judging from her size, I figured my pants would be too small. I called to Jimmy and he retrieved a clean pair of sweats and a long sleeved white t-shirt. Mary contributed an oversized sweater. I thought offering a bra seemed too intimate. My bikini bottoms might be too small, so Mary gave me a pair of hers. I completed the ensemble with a pair of thick wool socks.
I knocked on the bathroom door.
"Come in," she called.
I opened the door to see Corky standing in front of the sink dressed in boy short bottoms and a t-shirt cropped just below her breasts. She was washing her face and scrubbing off the heavy make-up.
"I, uh, have some towels and clothes," I stuttered, still taken aback at what I am seeing.
Corky had a strong figure. Her legs were thickly muscled and her shoulders were broad, with thick arms. She was not masculine looking, just really buff. But what really knocked me off balance was the amount of ink she had.
Coming out of the back of her panties was a green and black snake. It coiled back and forth across her spine and disappeared underneath the short shirt.
I handed her a towel and she dried her face. The make-up was mostly just smeared more around her face.
I opened the small utility closet and pulled out a jar of cleansing cream. She smiled and took it. Her front had more ink. The snake reappeared, slithering out of her t-shirt and making a loop around her navel before the beginning of the head was seen crawling under the top of her panties. Where the head stopped, I could not tell and really was hesitant to imagine.
Corky turned back to the mirror and rubbed cream onto her eyes.
"You're staring," she said.
"Sorry," I muttered.
"Guess you haven't seen a lot of girls with this much ink," she said.
"Uh, yeah, not too many," I replied.
Corky let out another throaty laugh, "Fuck, girl, you've never seen anything close to this."
I laughed and confessed the truth.
"It's quite amazing. Really. I'd love to draw you."
She looked at me. "You're an artist or something."
"Mostly something," I said, "since I haven't sold anything."
She took me off guard when she said, "Oh, it's only selling that makes you an artist?"
I reddened. She slipped the knife in so smoothly.
"Well, I mean that nobody has like recognized my work, and..."
"So, someone has to be recognized before she thinks she's an artist?"
Two things struck me. First, Corky's perceptions were right on and cut to the heart of what I was struggling with in my art. Second, her language had shifted. She dropped the crude way she spoke and gone was the heavy New Hampshire accent she used before. There was a lot more to this woman than I first saw. The Goth-like make-up, piercings, language and even the way she dressed gave you an impression that she was strictly one-dimensional. There were a lot of layers here. I was about to find out a few more.
She had removed all the make-up. And, throwing water on her face, she turned to me, smiled and said, "Naked me."
Her face was shockingly beautiful. The heavy make-up had obscured the intensity of her eyes. At first I thought they were black, but I now saw deep violet. The black lipstick hid the sweet pout of her lips and their delicate shape. Her high cheekbones now blended with the smooth skin to reveal a striking beauty. At first I thought she might be in her thirties, but she looked to be in her late twenties.
"You're staring again," she said.
"You're beautiful," I replied.
"Coming from you, I take that as a deep compliment."
I blushed.
"That's interesting," she said, "I made you blush."
She dried her face and turned back to the mirror for a final inspection. Looking at me in the mirror, she asked, "So, you'd really like to draw me?"
I nodded.
"Do you have any of your work with you?"
I thought of my sketch books. I also thought of the sketches I made of Mary and Jimmy in the Kiss pose. How would they feel about me showing them to Corky?
"Some," I replied.
"Maybe, I'll take a look and think about it."
"I'll take these clothes and wash them for you. You can wear these and everything should be done after dinner."
She looked at me and nodded. She said, "Might as well add these."
She peeled her shirt off and dropped her bottoms. I gasped at the totality of her naked back.
The snake ran along her right butt cheek, but its tail was not visible disappearing between her legs. As it climbed, it had made one last coil that was previously hidden under her shirt.
She turned to face me. My heart jumped. The snaked crawled over her shoulder, crossed her chest above her breasts, and slithered between them. It then coiled around her navel, the head finally rested along side her outer sex lips, the forked tongue touching the top of her folds over her clit. The tail of the snake came up along her right thigh and its very tip vanished inside her sex lip.
Her breasts were not large, slightly smaller than mine. Each nipple was pierced with a thin silver post. The effect was that the nipples stood out. Maybe it wasn't just the piercing that made them look so rigid and tempting.
She kept her bush trimmed to a narrow, pencil-thin strip of white blond. Either she died her pussy or she really was that blond. "Still want to draw me," she asked in a soft voice.
"Yes, you look like that girl..."
"Don't fuckin' say it," she hissed. "This is a snake and not a fuckin' dragon. I had this ink started long before those stupid books and the movie. I fuckin' hate it when people think I copied that bitch in the books."
I smiled and she glared.
"What," she spat out.
"Touched a nerve?" I offered.
She stared at me and then broke into a smile.
"Yeah, I might have been a bit defensive." Gone, again, was the harshness of her tone and language.
I looked at her and let my eyes roam over her naked frame. At least she didn't accuse me once more of staring, although I could not wrest my eyes from her sex. The snake's head had two brilliant yellow eyes that seemed to stare back.
Reluctantly I moved my eyes to her face. She smiled and took a step toward me. She looked down at her crotch.
My eyes followed hers. She touched her outer lips where the snake's tail disappeared. She opened her lips, exposing a beautiful pink inside and the tiny final part of the snake's tail tattooed there.
"And, yes, it hurt like a motherfucker," she said and laughed.
I was frozen in place.
"Still wanna' paint the deranged mountain girl, Ann-AH," she purred.
I couldn't respond.
Taking her hand away, her sex lips closed.
"Hey, do you have a razor?" she asked. "I have to do some garden work." She rubbed some stubble. Since I did not notice it before, I knew it must truly be light enough to be almost invisible.
I nodded my head and pointed to the shower. She adjusted the water, stepped in, pulled the curtain shut and said, "See ya' at dinner."
In a daze, I wandered back to the kitchen. My movements were awkward, knocking over a wine bottle, that was thankfully corked, dropping a handful of silverware and stubbing my toe on the table.
"What's up, girl?" asked Mary.
I just shook my head and started the laundry while urging my friends to move dinner along.
In fifteen minutes Corky joined us. She wore the socks, sweats and t-shirt, but no sweater. Her breasts moved freely under the shirt and the nipples clearly stood out. I thought I could even make out where the piercings were. She had smoothed her blond hair against her scalp. She looked a lot younger and very pretty.
"Thanks for the clothes," she said. "Whoever offered the undies, appreciate it, but I just went commando. Didn't look like they'd fit anyway."
Jimmy and Mary were still a bit wary, but then Corky started telling us stories from today and other adventures with her towing business. She had a natural knack for story-telling and we were laughing out loud at her descriptions of the local folks and the predicaments she embroiled herself in.
The dinner went well, aided by a bottle and half of wine.
I asked Jimmy to grab another bottle, but Corky said none for her.
"I still have to drive almost an hour," she said. "The roads are shitty, it's dark and I'm fuckin' beat. I shouldna' had wine anyway, but I'm havin' fun with you guys."
"Stay," I offered.
I'm not sure if it were Jimmy or Mary that kicked my shin. I ignored the pain and the silent warning.
"We have open beds upstairs, or you can crash on the couch. Your clothes are still damp anyway. They'll be ready in the morning. Do you have to plow tomorrow?"
"Nah," she said, "the snow petered out this afternoon. I got my regulars done. The garage ain't open on Sundays, so I don't have no mechanic stuff to do. But, I can't put you out. I'll be fine."
"Really," I said, "you're not putting us out. We have to leave in the morning sometime, so we'll all be up and moving. I'd feel a lot better if you didn't drive tonight."
Corky was about to respond when the lights flickered a couple times and went out.
"Shit," I cried. "The gennie must be out. I have no clue what to do."
The only light in the room came from the fireplace and the few candles. I could see the worried looks on Jimmy and Mary. Corky, however, was calm.
"Well, let's take a look," she said. "Ain't much I can't fix or rig up until it can be fixed proper."
She and I pulled on jackets and boots. I grabbed a flashlight and we headed to the shed. Once there, Corky took the light and examined the generator, the lines, the tank and anything else in sight.
"Everything seems Ok," she said. "Let me pull the fuel line. Sometimes when they sit for a long time, they build up condensation. Mostly it's not a problem, but if there's rust and the rust flakes off, it can clog the line and out she goes. Do you know how to turn off the flow from the tanks?"
I nodded and went to the valves and closed them.
Corky told me to stay and she took the light. She returned in a couple minutes with a tool box from her truck and a bigger light. With me holding the light, she pulled the fuel line. She ran a thin wire through it and cleaned it. She then cleaned the head that fed the gennie. She reassembled everything and had me turn on the gas. She pushed the battery operated spark and a whoosh told us we were back in business. I could see the lights on in the house through the shed window.
"Should hold for a while," she said. "Probably should have Edgar get it replaced."
I promised to let him know. On impulse, I kissed her.
"Well, well" she said. "I think we're done here." She turned and replaced her tools in the truck and rejoined us in the kitchen.
Corky went to the bathroom to clean up.
Mary said, "Anna, do you really think it's a good idea to..."
"Guys, chill," I said. "She is actually a pretty cool person. If she were some college kid, with the right clothes and talked like us, we'd all be insisting she stay. I know it's fine. Trust me."
They looked at each other and then shrugged.
"So, I guess the two of us will just have to be satisfied with each other," said Jimmy with an exaggerated sigh. I recalled the pleasure of earlier today and I admitted I would miss what might have been with the three of us tonight. I think we all realized, without speaking about it, that the three of us would not feel comfortable piling into one bedroom with a guest in the house.
"I think you'll manage just fine," I said. "I'll be fine, too."
Mary looked at me. "You want to fuck her, don't you?"
I shook my head no, but my heart was pounding. Did I? Was that kiss a prelude or was it all there is?
"Anna, whatever you do is..., well it's really none of anyone's business. Just be careful."
Corky returned and we shared another bottle while we all cleaned up. It was about nine and Jimmy and Mary said they were going to bed.
Corky and I sat on the couch watching the roaring fire.
"Do you like brandy," I asked.
"Sure, I guess" she replied. "Don't have many opportunities to try it."
I poured two snifters and we sat close to each other. I pulled a fleece blanket up to cover us both.
Acting on her request, I pulled out my sketch book. Corky paged through, taking her time, studying each image. She spent a long time on the more refined drawing I was working on of the Kiss.
"These are excellent, Anna. You have the magic."
I laughed, embarrassed at her appraisal.
She looked at me. Her violet eyes reflected the flame as her lips parted slightly. She breathed through her mouth. My mouth was dry.
Breaking her stare, she sipped the brandy.
"Sorry, I think I'm throwing a wet blanket on some fun you guys had planned for tonight."
"What makes you say that?"
"I'm neither blind nor stupid. I can see love in this drawing. I also saw how you guys looked at each other."
"How's that?"
"Like you wanted to rip each other's clothes off and get down and dirty."
I chuckled, "Guess we don't hide things so well."
"My eyes see, my ears hear, my heart pounds, but my cunt..."
I finished the sentence for her, "...but my cunt admits no promise of love for pleasure alone is its master."
She looked at me suspiciously.
"Is Corky short for something," I asked.
"Cordelia."
"Holy shit, you're Cordelia. I mean, The Cordelia."
"The Cordelia?"
"Yeah, Cordelia the poet. Cordelia who's blog, The Granite Word, is my daily drug. Yeah, The Cordelia."
"Well, I'm not really a poet."
"The hell you aren't. As you can see I've memorized a lot of your work. You cut to the heart. I love your work. Of course, you're a poet."
Corky smiled, "But, I've never sold anything."
I caught my breath. She laid me open. In an instant, I saw my fears cowering in the open. She was challenging me. I knew she was telling me I was an artist if I made up my mind to be one.
I moved in to kiss her.
She pulled back, placing a hand on my shoulder and gently preventing me from reaching her.
"What?" I asked.
"Anna, we just met. I like you. I enjoy talking with you. But, I am not going to have sex with you."
"Oh, sorry, I thought after our kiss..."
"You kissed me, remember?"
"Well, I apologize. I guess I'll go to bed now."
Corky laid her hand on my arm.
"Stay and talk, Anna."
I sat back. To break the silence, I asked about her name.
"So, your name is like..."
"Yeah, like King Lear's daughter, who can't tell a lie and gets sent to the boonies. She does come back and tries to take care of the loony king. That's me to a T."
"Is it a family name?"
She looked into the fire and sipped the brandy.
"No, it's what it appears to be. A name from Shakespeare. Interested in a story?"
I nodded and leaned against the arm of the couch, watching her profile in the dim room. The firelight bounced off her nose stud and made her blond hair seem almost orange.
"My Gran is the coolest woman I've ever known. Back in the forties, she was the first in her family to go to college. Went to Plymouth State, which was a teacher's college back then. Got her teaching degree and lined up a job around Boston. During college she would take every opportunity to go to Boston. She loved the museums, the city, the excitement. Couldn't wait to get outta' the North Country.
"So, the summer after graduation, she meets some Canuck lumberjack. He was with a crew from Montreal and clearing a shitload of forest for one of the paper mills in Berlin. He didn't speak much English, but my Gran spoke French. Well, she spoke Parisian French and he spoke Quebec French. But, she could communicate with him. Met him at the local diner where she was waitressing to earn money to help get established in Boston.
"So, la-di-dah, and soon they are in the cab of his pick-up truck with her legs pressed against the window. She said it was her first time ever and she knows it was stupid. But, she was young, wanted to take on all the world had to offer, and he was a handsome guy.
"So, a month later he's back in Canada with his wife and Gran is knocked-up. She didn't even consider an abortion, remember this a long time ago. After the shock to her parents, she decided to have the babies, yeah, twins.
"She had them and decided to name them after her favorite Shakespeare plays. So, I had Uncle Hamlet and Papa Lear. That's where Ham and Lear's got its name.
"Gran never married and started teaching at the local high school. Just because she didn't marry didn't mean my ol' granny gave up on sex. She had two long term relationships. One was with the husband of the town's grocer and the other was the wife of the mayor. She didn't try to hide a thing. Both spouses knew about the relationship with Gran, but never made a fuss. Gran said she'd keep Monday, Wednesday and Friday open for her woman lover and Tuesday and Thursday for her man. Weekends were her own.



"So Gran raised the boys on her own. Had her little house in town. She taught English, History, Civics and Economics. Her students adored her. The folks in town just accepted her peculiar ways of living and went about their own business.
"Ham and Lear barely made it through high school. Gran said it was the result of the genes of that "hairy Canuck". Anyway, she made sure they could read, write do some math and think for themselves. They both enjoyed books and when my Ma got pregnant, dad decided to continue the family tradition. Me and my sisters all got our names from his namesake play.
"My oldest sister, Goneril, had it the hardest, since it sounded a lot like a sex disease. She tried calling herself, Eril, but the kids called her Clap. She kinda' turned into a slut. Ended up od'ing a couple years ago. Regan is two years older than me. She called herself Reggie and really had no problems.
"I got Corky from Reggie. She couldn't pronounce Cordelia and it sounded like Corky. I got some shit, usually at the beginning of school when the homeroom teach would call the roll. Once some wiseass kid started making fun of my name in the third grade. I got pissed and asked him if he ever got nose bleeds. He laughed and said no. I punched him in the nose and blood was freakin' everywhere. I laughed and said, "Now you do."
"My Uncle Ham could fix anything. He just sorta' knew how a machine worked and could take it apart and see what needed fixin'. I'm like him and can repair most things. My dad was better at business, working out how to run a garage. I picked those skills up from him. Ham died a while ago and I bought his share. Last year my dad retired and I bought him out. I pay him every month, so it's like a retirement for him
Corky finished her story. She fixed her gaze on me.
"So, what made you kiss me before?"
This abrupt shift caught me off-guard.
"Well, I was really excited that you fixed the generator. And, I guess, I wanted to do it."
"You thought I was gay? Or, that I'd want you to kiss me?"
"I never thought it out. Sorry, if I offended you."
"It's not that. I get ticked that because people think I'm gay because of the way I dress, my body choices and my job as a grease monkey."
I felt like shit. "Corky, I apologize. I never meant to imply anything. I just reacted. It's been a couple days of pretty intense sex here and I guess my sex drive was on warp speed. I didn't necessarily think you are gay, I maybe was hoping you would enjoy a kiss."
"And, what," she said. "Like we rip each other's clothes off and fuck in the shed? Really, I just met you."
I felt even more like shit.
"Corky, you're right. I might have assumed that you were a bit wild and maybe into some random sex. I usually don't go that way myself, but I am attracted to you. I find you really interesting and very, very sexy. Also, you are pretty."
"Anna, you're nice. I like you. You also are extremely pretty. But, I am like having no sex. I have been celibate for almost two years. I don't think I owe you any explanation about my own sexuality. The only thing I will say is that we are not going to have sex tonight. If that's why you asked me to stay, then I'll get the fuck outta' here."
"No, stay. I'm sorry. I was confused. You know, you did show me your body and especially where the tail of the snake was."
"First, you walked in on my. You coulda' left. Second, I knew you were curious and I have no hang-ups about my body. If it were Jimmy and he was interested, I'da shown him. And, you were asking me to pose for you. So, like I didn't think it was a sign that we would have sex."
I silently nodded. Maybe I was becoming addled by too much sex.
"Will you consider posing for me?"
"Well, we won't have time," she said.
"Maybe you could come down to my school. You could stay over and I could have you for a day. Shit, I didn't mean it in any sexual way."
"Cool, I get you. But, Anna, can you imagine me on a college campus. They'd have fuckin' security on my ass in two minutes."
"No, it would be fine..."
"Anna, wake up. It's fine here in this cozy little cabin in the woods. But, seriously, you would feel really uncomfortable around your friends if they saw you with me."
"I don't think..."
"Bullshit. It would be a fuckin' disaster and I wouldn't want to put you or me through it."
I looked at her, the toughness seemed to have vanished from her face and I could see a vulnerable young woman. It made me want her even more.
"At least think about it," I said. "Can I reach you on your cell phone?"
"Not much point in it," she said. "But yeah call me. You can email, too. It's corky@handl.com.
She said she wanted to go to bed and felt the couch would be fine.
I said goodnight, looking into her violet eyes.
She grinned and leaned in to kiss my cheek.
"Goodnight, pretty Anna. I hope you can keep your dream world alive a bit longer."
I put my hand on her cheek and said goodnight.
When I got up the next morning, she was gone. The clothes were piled up with a note.
A, Thanks for everything. Enjoyed meeting you. Give me a call. Check out my blog in a couple days and see if you recognize anyone in a new poem. Corky PS You are beautiful
After we had breakfast, we cleaned the cabin, packed and were on the road back to school.
We all seemed quiet on the trip back. I suppose we each were thinking about what happened between us and what lie ahead. I was also thinking about Corky. Was she right that we were two people from different worlds that could never join together?
I asked myself if I would ever call her. More importantly, would she even answer?
I also thought about what would happen next with me, Mary and Jimmy. Or, what would happen with Mary, Jimmy and Peter? Or, what would happen between Stella and me? Then, I thought about adding Corky to this crazy mix.
Shit, sex can really fuck things up.
(Time for a break. I appreciate all the comments I've received and the emails. Lots of you have asked what happened to Peter and his two cousins. So, maybe we should step back in time a couple days and let Peter tell us about their long weekend in Rhode Island. Thanks for sticking with the story. I hope you enjoy the next lesson in our friends' education. As always, I love to hear from readers in the comment section or a private message. And, if you liked this chapter, give it a vote.)
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I should have known better. After all, I'm not a kid. I'm a thirty-five year old man with a company to run.
Still, I thought it would be fun. A day away from the office--a sunny day, cold with a groomed layer of new snow. I dug my snowboard, boots and helmet out of the closet and headed north.
The second run of the day turned out to be my last. I caught an edge, went airborne and flew headfirst toward a sheet of hardpacked snow and ice on the trail's border. I wanted to protect my face and put out my arms to break my fall. I saved my face, but broke my left wrist and elbow, right forearm and tore my right rotator cuff. In short, I broke myself.
I'll omit all the gory details, but two days later I was propped up in a hospital bed back in my city. My left arm was casted from below my wrist to my upper arm, with my elbow bent at a ninety degree angle. My right was in a cast from just above my wrist to above my elbow and I had one of those weird slings that immobilized my right shoulder. Basically, I was useless from the beltline up.
My doctor was giving me the "good news"
"Josh, you did some real damage, but I can promise you in a couple months you will be out of these casts and with aggressive physical therapy, in a year you will be back to functioning normally."
The only things I really heard were "casts" and "a couple months."
I was still in a fog when the social worker appeared. She said I would be discharged in a day. Yeah, insurance doesn't want you hanging around a hospital when you can suffer at home.
She said I had two options. She could find a nursing home or try to line up some home care assistance. I envisioned me in a nursing home with a bunch of 80 year-olds and asked if we could work on home care assistance. I was a bit dismissive.
"Look I've got a business to run and can't imprisoned in some nursing home. Just get me out of here and I can manage by myself. I'm a big boy, Miss Adams
"Mr. Jenkins, you do realize that for all practical purposes you are completely incapacitated. I mean you can walk, but you will need assistance with dressing, bathing, eating, and, unfortunately, toileting."
The extent of my condition sunk in. In short, I was screwed. I was tempted to let her have it with both barrels, which is my usual way of dealing with frustration—kill the messenger. But, I guess the painkillers dulled my killer instinct.
I asked her what to do. She said my insurance would cover some home care assistance. She would try to line up a couple people, since I would need help multiple times during the day and have someone available seven days a week.
"Are you married?"
"Divorced," I told her.
"Anyone at home who can help?"
"Live alone."
"Well, let me get to work and I'll see you tomorrow. Is there anything I can do now?"
I thought for a second and asked, "Could you call my assistant at my office and tell her to come down?"
"You mean, Kerry?"
I nodded with some amazement.
"She's been waiting to see you for a while. We had to let the doctor visit and then we needed our time together. I'll ask her to come in now." I noticed her choice of verb over my wording to "tell" her to come in.
In a minute, Kerry was standing by my bed. The look on her face told me I must appear awful.
"Gosh, Boss, you had us all worried," she said. "Thank god you will be all right."
I laughed and said with more sarcasm than she deserved, "Sure, I'll be just fine—in two months and then more months of rehab. So if you think that is 'all right' then you get the prize for Pollyanna of the Year."
"Sorry, Boss, I didn't mean..."
"Forget it, Kerry," I said seeing her dismay. I made an effort to try to be nice. "I'm just feeling sorry for myself. I'm happy you're here. It's nice to see a friendly face."
Kerry blushed a bit. She was the best administrative assistant I ever had and probably the best of any office in the city. She was efficient, intuitive, calm and bright. She managed the shitstream that flowed my way so that I could focus on what was important. I had come to depend on her and she showed loyalty beyond what I probably deserved. I probably never told her how good she was, but that was me, Josh the Prick.
We had a cordial but rather formal relationship. Owning and managing an ad agency meant dealing with lots of egos. Everyone thought he or she was the only reason the agency was successful. Therefore, everyone was on a first name basis and tried to impress me, which really means they were all trying to screw someone else and increase their prestige in the office. My staff were not evil people, but fairly typical of our sort of the barracudas in our business.
I had tried on numerous occasions to have Kerry call me Josh instead of Mr. Jenkins. She just couldn't do it. The best she could bring herself to do was call me 'Boss'.
She was probably six years younger than I, but at times she seemed older. I accepted her sense of propriety and we got along great.
I told her what the social worker had explained to me. I could not remain detached from the business for two months or there would be no business left. Not only would the inmates be running the asylum, but they would also probably turn into cannibals and leave me with nothing but the carcass of an agency.
"Kerry, we will need to set up a remote office for me at my apartment. Have it wired it to the max. I'll work from my laptop and..."
Kerry looked at my immobilized arms.
I realized there would be no working a keyboard in this condition.
"Kerry, you've got to figure something out."
"No problem, Boss," she said smiling. I knew she loved a challenge.
"First, I want to talk to that social worker," she said. "We can't just have some ditz coming in to care for you. Then, I'll work out the details for a highly functioning office. I'll need your keys and be on my way."
I had her look in the bedside table. She found them and other personal effects. She scooped them all up to prevent any possible theft. She waved and breezed out of the room.
For the first time since I woke up after surgery I began to feel a twinge of confidence. If anyone could make this work, Kerry could.
The next day the social worker was back with all sorts of info. She told me Kerry gave her precise instructions on what was needed. I sensed she was a tad put out, but admitted Kerry had great insight.
She had lined up a woman whom she considered the best. She would come by this afternoon to meet me and begin to work on a plan. She was still looking for a second person and hoped to have some progress later in the day. She told me she had convinced the discharge coordinator that I needed one more day in hospital. I would be discharged tomorrow morning.
After a male nurse came in and gave me a sponge bath, put me on the bedpan and took it away, I was dozing when I sensed someone.
Kerry was sitting by my bed working on her iPad.
"Hi, Boss, did you get some rest."
I nodded and asked for an update.
"Right. Well, I checked with the nurses and they said you could move your fingers but couldn't do much with your arms. So, I'm working with Carl to rig up something so you can use your phone and maybe a couple other gadgets. We've got a camera set up for conferencing and Carl installed a new speaker phone in your room. I also ordered one of those beds that tilt up. It's not a hospital bed and the nurses said that would be a lot more comfortable and work just as well. The only one in stock that I could get delivered today is a queen. I checked with Chief and she Ok'd the expenses. By the way, she says hi and promised to stop by later to see you."
"Chief" was our chief financial officer and my ex-wife. We were married for eight years until she felt it was time to let her "other self" free. This was her way of saying she wanted a divorce and was moving in with her girlfriend. It was tough losing a wife, but losing her to a woman took some getting used to. Lola was a minority partner in our agency and a superior financial manager. So, we decided to keep our business arrangement and dump our domestic one. Actually, we've become really good friends since we split. I even like her new lover, Janice.
Since, Kerry could not possibly call the boss's wife by her first name, she started calling her Chief, short for chief financial officer. It stuck and now everyone, including me, called her Chief in the office.
Kerry also had interviewed the prospective care assistant on the phone and checked all her references. She was satisfied and if I agreed after meeting her, she recommended I should hire her.
Later that afternoon, a tall black woman entered my room. She introduced herself as Botwani Alhamis. She had a natural dignity and I immediately called her Mrs. Alhamis. She called me Mr. J.
She was probably about 10 years older than I, but looked younger than her years. She kept her hair cropped close to her scalp and her skin was clear and shiny. With her easy smile and warm manner, I felt I would be in good hands. She came to America ten years ago from Sudan. She informed me she had a younger sister who would be willing to come by on weekends and when she needed to be away. She assured me her sister was reliable. I agreed to hire her and her sister and now had a plan for home care.
The trip from the hospital to my third-floor apartment was stressful and awkward, but after an hour or so, I was resting in my new bed, surrounded by technology.
Kerry had Carl rig up one of those adjustable hospital tray tables so that it was the right height to slip under my casted arms. He had strips of Velcro stuck to the table. On top he had my mobile phone, TV remote, controller for the bed, remote for my thermostat and a new remote. I asked Kerry about it.
She took it and pressed Power. The flat screen TV positioned across the room in perfect position for my viewing popped on and I was looking at my outside door. She showed me how to press to talk to the person and how to buzz someone in. Carl had coded a second release for my apartment door. He had also rigged up the speaker phone, sitting on my nightstand, so I could talk and hear the visitors through the intercom.
"I figured we'd better keep the remotes attached with Velcro to the table just in case you bumped one. I programmed your phone to speed dial the office, my cell, my apartment, Mrs. Alhamis' phone and Chief's cell. If you want any other numbers let me know. I also set the default to speaker phone. So, you can just push and talk." She also had the power cord attached and plugged in.
I should have been amazed at her ability to anticipate all my needs, but nothing Kerry does surprises me.
I was exhausted and fell asleep with my bed tilted up. I thought I would never get used to sleeping on my back, but fatigue is a great motivator.
I awoke to find Mrs. Alhamis standing by my bed. She was taking my temp with a digital instrument in my ear.
"You know, Mr. J., I am not a nurse, but I can check your vital signs. If something seems off, I will call a nurse at my agency. So not to worry."
I felt comfortable with her assurances. That comfort almost immediately evaporated with her next sentence.
"So, have you moved your bowels or urinated since you've been home?"
I admit to being somewhat squeamish about bodily functions, especially what I still call Number 2. I know it's part of being human, but if I did not have to think about it, I would be a happy man.
I shook my head in response to her question.
"Ok, today we will use the bedpan and urinal. Tomorrow, when you are not a tired man, I will help you to the bathroom. You need to move around anyway. So, now, I think you should do the urine."
Mrs. Alhamis slid on exam gloves from a box she had placed on the table. She pulled down my covers. I was wearing flannel PJ bottoms. I was bare-chested since no clothes would fit over my combination of casts.
She asked me to lift my bottom a bit and then slid my PJs to my knees. I was not wearing underwear. I felt totally mortified. To be so exposed to a woman like Mrs. Alhamis was more than embarrassing.
She acted like it was no big thing. She positioned the urinal between my legs and lifted my penis and inserted it into the neck of the vessel.
"Sometimes it is difficult to do the urine if someone is watching. I will be outside working on my notes. Just call me when you are done."
After a few seconds, I was able to relax and let my bladder empty itself. I called out and Mrs. Alhamis returned.
She moved the urinal away and set it on the table. She then opened a sterile wipe and efficiently cleaned the tip of my penis, pulling back the foreskin and making sure no germs were there. She pulled my PJs back up and covered me.
"No bowel movements now?" she asked.
I assured her I was fine.
She noted the amount in the urinal, made an entry into my chart and carried the bottle to the bathroom.
I heard her in the kitchen and she soon returned with a tray. She placed it on the other hospital table that Kerry had obtained, after rolling aside the one with my remotes.
She fed me tomato soup and a grilled cheese sandwich, accompanied by a glass of ginger ale.
When I was finished, she gave me two sleeping pills and my other meds and turned off the light.
As she repositioned my remote table so I could reach all my gadgets, she said, "You will sleep well tonight, Mr. J. I see you early tomorrow morning."
She was right on both accounts.
Mrs. Alhamis arrived at 6:30 a.m. She asked me if I wanted to try to walk to the bathroom. Both my bladder and my bowel were all for the idea. She raised the back of the bed until I was sitting straight up. She then swung my legs over the edge of the bed. Letting me rest there until I was accustomed to being upright, she reached for a thick leather belt with large metal loops positioned around it.
"I will put this on you, please," she said. "Then I have something to hold onto as we walk."
Using the belt for leverage, she pulled me forward until my feet touched the floor. I tried standing but immediately felt light-headed. She put two hands in the loops of the belt and steadied me. As she moved backwards, I baby-stepped my way toward the bathroom. A journey I had made thousands of times now seemed to be an odyssey. Finally, we reached the bathroom. She helped me turn so my back was to the toilet.
"I think today you should be seated. Once you get used to walking, you can stand as usual to do the urine."
Mrs. Alhamis kept one hand on the belt as the other pulled the drawstring on my PJs. In a second they were at my ankles and I was standing naked in front of her. Holding me with the belt, she helped me ease down onto the toilet seat. My penis rested on the seat. She placed a gloved hand on it and let it drop below.
"I be back in a few minutes. Please to call if there is a problem."
She left but did not close the door.
I let nature take its course. After finishing I realized I could not flush or use the toilet paper.
I called for Mrs. Alhamis.
"All done? Good!"
She reached around me to grab the back of my belt and telling to push up, helped me stand. Once I had my balance, she discretely wiped me and flushed. She told me to step out of my PJs and we walked back to my room.
She settled me in bed and left only to return with a basin of warm, soapy water. She gave me a sponge bath. She maintained her smile all through her work.
I was embarrassed both for me and her, as once again she pushed back my foreskin and wiped my tip with the washcloth.
"I'm sorry you have to do this," I said. "It can't be comfortable having to wash a man like this. I mean, down there."
She chuckled.
"No problem, Mr. J. A man's penis is just part of his body. Like anything we get used to it. I tell you a little secret. My husband, Innocentus, he has a penis like yours. So many Americans have the cutting. I don't understand, but then I was not born here. "
She finished my penis and washed my scrotum. In any other circumstance having an attractive woman touching me in an intimate way would have resulted in an immediate reaction. Fortunately, nothing happened.
She helped me pull on clean bottoms and settled me back in bed. Chief had dropped off a half-dozen pair of sleeping bottoms before I arrived home. With my remote I adjusted the thermostat and increased the temperature. Since I was bare-chested, I wanted the apartment warm.
After breakfast, Mrs. Alhamis said she would be going.
"I have been thinking about the shower," she said. "Your hair will need to be washed soon. I can't get your casts and bandages wet, but I think I have an idea. When I come tomorrow, we try. Ok?"
As she was leaving I heard Kerry coming in.
"Hey, Boss, felling better?"
I assured her I was. She proceeded to bring me up to date on my agency.
She read me all my emails and I dictated responses. She reviewed the phone calls and took notes on how to respond. There were certain calls I needed to do myself. Kerry punched the numbers. She took notes as I spoke to clients and some of my staff.
Before long it was noon. Mrs. Alhamis would be coming back soon. It was timely because I had to pee really badly.
Kerry was finishing up a set of notes when Mrs. Alhamis came in. Kerry had given her a set of keys so she didn't have to be buzzed in.
"Hi, Miss Kerry. Getting lots of work done?"
Kerry assured her we were doing great.
"Now, if you can excuse us, please," said Mrs. Alhamis, "I need to take Mr. J. to the bathroom to make the urine."
Kerry turned five different shades of red and practically bolted from the room.
Mrs. Alhamis looked at me. "She's a little shy," I said.
This time Mrs. Alhamis asked if I wanted to try peeing while standing. I agreed since sitting and getting back up was difficult.
She positioned me in front of the toilet, lifted the seat and reached around in front.
She loosened the drawstring and my bottoms fell to the floor. Thankfully, she had closed the door. I didn't want Kerry to inadvertently see this scene.
"Mr. J., I think I should be holding the penis or else we might be watering the floor."
With one hand on my belt and the other gently holding my penis, I let a strong warm stream flow into the bowl.
Finishing, she shook loose the final drops and cleaned underneath my foreskin with a wipe.
She pulled my PJs back up and we made the slow trek back to bed.
Thus was the pattern for the next days. Mrs. Alhamis arrived at 6:30, got me ready for work by 8:00. Kerry arrived and we worked to noon. Mrs. Alhamis came back at noon for a pee break and lunch. Kerry and I worked until three. I usually needed a nap and that allowed Kerry to head back to the office. Mrs. Alhamis came back at 5:00. Did another bathroom run, fed me dinner and tucked me in with my meds and remotes.
On weekends her sister, whose name I couldn't understand would take her place. I started calling her Charlotte, after Mrs. Alhamis said her sister was trying it as an American name. Charlotte was younger and not as confident as her sister, but she took good care of me.
Our routine improved when Mrs. Alhamis figured out how to wash my hair. She bought a poncho. She also got a special tub chair. After undressing me, she helped me get into the tub, draped the poncho over me, leaving my head exposed and used the shower head on a hose to wet my hair. She shampooed me and then rinsed off with the hose. She also discovered it was easier to shave me in the shower and then tucking the poncho up into my belt washed my lower half and managed to give me a semi-sponge bath on my upper half to help me from reeking like a over-ripe banana.
It was a relief to have clean hair and it felt great to have a semblance of a shower.
After about three days, Mrs. Alhamis was easing me back into bed after my shower. I was still naked. She looked at me and then averted her eyes.



"Mr. J., I want to talk about something, but I do not want to offense you."
"Don't worry, Mrs. Alhamis, you can talk about anything."
"Well, I can't help but notice that when I started caring for you your testicles and around your pubics were shaved. I have never done that, but if it is important I can try. I talk to Innocentus last night, and he tell me to talk to you. He do not understand this practice, but maybe it important to you. Maybe it is religious."
In spite of myself, I laughed out loud.
Mrs. Alhamis looked as if she had made a terrible mistake.
I quickly assured her I was not laughing at her.
"I did shave myself, but not for religion. My last girlfriend liked me that way. You know, when we were making love and she would, well, she would be doing things and she preferred to have less hair. I just got used to having it that way. And, no, there is no need to shave now. Obviously, I am not having sex with anyone."
Mrs. Alhamis looked at my immobilized arms and glanced at my naked torso.
She laughed for the first time since we'd met. It was a full, throaty laugh. It filled the room.
"No, I guess there will not be the making of love for awhile. So, you can be hairy man once again."
I joined her laughter and we went on for more than a few minutes before we could get control.
We kept our schedule going for another week. I figured in another month I might be out of at least one of the casts. The visiting nurse said things were moving well. I had to go back to the hospital for X-rays, once. They showed everything was mending on track.
My own stupidity caused the major change in our routine. It was late one night. I had stayed awake longer than usual watching a dumb horror movie. I had to pick my films carefully. I avoided all porn and anything with nudity. I did not want to get aroused and have no way to relieve myself.
I finally feel asleep and around two in the morning awoke with a monster cramp in my left calf and foot. The pain seared through my body. I had minor cramps before, but just waited them out. This one was much worse and showed no sign of loosening.
I had to put pressure on my leg. I operated my bed to make me upright. Kicking off my covers, I sat and squirmed my way to the edge and managed to get my legs over the side. The pain was making me move faster than I should.
I sort of bounced once or twice on the edge of the bed and tried to stand. I got my weight up and stood. I wanted to put force on the cramping leg and took one step forward. My leg reacted and spasmed. This threw me off balance. I tried to compensate by taking another step but felt myself going forward. I could not imagine landing on my broken arms, so I jerked back. My center of gravity shifted and I fell back thankfully landing on a pile of towels Mrs. Alhamis kept handy.
The pain shot through me and I cried out. Unfortunately there was no one there to hear me. I sat there until I recovered my breath and senses. I was about four feet from my bed. I realized that if I were to fall over I'd be in that position until someone found me. The only upside was my cramp was gone.
I slowly slid on my butt until my back was toward the bed. I figured I could push myself along the floor to get there and rest against the bed. It would not be perfect, but would do until Mrs. Alhamis came in the morning.
The pace was slower than glacial. The other factor I neglected to consider was the friction of the carpet. By the time I finally rested my back on the side of the bed my PJs were bunched below my knees. I must make a terrific sight. At least Mrs. Alhamis was accustomed to seeing me naked.
Around 6:30 I heard the door unlocking. I also heard two voices.
In a few seconds, Mrs. Alhamis came into the room. Seeing me she cried out, "Mr. J. are you all right? What happened? Are you hurt?"
Before I could answer I heard footsteps and looked up to see Kerry standing next to Mrs. Alhamis.
"What happened..."
Kerry looked at my nakedness and her hand shot to her mouth.
She turned deep red and her mouth worked but no words came out.
Mrs. Alhamis noticed Kerry's reaction and took charge.
"Miss Kerry, please to hand me one of those towels behind you."
Kerry kept staring at my totally exposed member. She then blinked and slowly turned to Mrs. Alhamis.
"The towel behind you. Please to give me one."
Kerry turned and retrieved a towel. Mrs. Alhamis placed in my lap, covering most of my sex.
Mrs. Alhamis crossed the room and retrieved the belt. She knelt and slid it around my waist and fastened it.
"Miss Kerry, I will need your help. We must move Mr. J. away from the bed. Then I will be in front and you in back. We lift together using the belt and try to get him up so his legs are underneath. Then, we get him back in bed. Be careful. Do not lift with your back. Bend your knees and lift. Ok, you can do this?"
Kerry was back to all business. She nodded.
Pulling on the belt they moved me away from the bed. In the course of doing so, the towel slipped off.
At this point my embarrassment at having my administrative assistant see me nude was miniscule to the challenge of getting me off the floor.
Mrs. Alhamis tugged my PJs completely off. "I don't want you to do tripping."
Mrs. Alhamis' initial plan proved flawed. If she stood in front of me, she could not stand in the right position to get any leverage.
"We stand on either side and lift together," she said.
With each of the women grabbing a ring in front and one in back, they tried to lift. I only got about a foot off the ground and they had to ease me down. I couldn't get my legs underneath to offer any help.
"We need more lifting," said Mrs. Alhamis. "I call 911."
"Please don't," I begged. It was embarrassing enough being helpless and exposed in front of these two, I couldn't imagine a room full of firefighters.
Mrs. Alhamis asked if there were other people in the building who could help.
Kerry said, "The apartment below has four students. I bet some of them would be home this early."
I groaned. The four students were all girls.
"Can't we try one more time," I asked.
"Mr. J., I do not want to risk hurting you and we are not strong enough. Miss Kerry, go see if these students can help."
While Kerry went on her mission, Mrs. Alhamis went to get me a drink of water. I sipped it and enjoyed the cool liquid. She recovered my private parts with the towel.
In a few minutes I heard Kerry calling out behind me, "Ok to come in?"
Mrs. Alhamis waved them in.
Kerry stood in my line of vision flanked by two young women. One was Rain, a pixyish red head, and the other was Marla, a tall brunette. They looked like Kerry had roused them from sleep.
Mrs. Alhamis had Marla stand on one side, while she took the other. Kerry and Rain were behind me.
"We all lift together. If we get Mr. J. moving keep going, do not let him drop back down."
With the four women taking their positions Mrs. Alhamis ordered them to lift. I felt myself moving and was able to get my feet underneath me. I pushed with my legs and with the upward thrust of the women was slowly rising from the floor. Once standing I felt the blood rush from my head and began to sway. Of course, the towel had come off completely.
"Hold him, don't let him fall."
I felt a pair of hands on my naked butt push me forward as the others steadied me by pulling the belt.
Once I regained my balance, they gingerly walked me to the bed and I sat down. They worked me until I was back in place. Mrs. Alhamis discretely finally was able to cover my nude torso with the sheet.
She and Kerry thanked the girls. They assured her it was no problem and said to call anytime they needed a hand. As they were leaving, Rain looked back at me with a devilish smile and winked. I think she mouthed the words, "Nice dick."
Kerry and Mrs. Alhamis were all over me asking what happened. I explained and Mrs. Alhamis said it was not a wise thing to do. I obviously could not argue.
"Has this happened before?" asked Kerry.
"Well, I've been getting a bunch of cramps but nothing like last night."
"You need more drinking, Mr. J. I tell you that but you not take enough."
"Mrs. Alhamis, the more I drink the more I have to..."
I looked at Kerry. I didn't want to make her any more uncomfortable, but I realized having seen her boss buck naked would make anything else seem mild.
"...pee. And, I didn't want to be caught in bed and not be able to get to the bathroom."
"Ah, I see," said my care provider.
"Well, I will come back one more time later in the evening and we will attend to the urine."
"What if he gets another cramp," asked Kerry.
Mrs. Alhamis shook her head, indicating she was out of ideas.
"Well, I'll start staying the night," said Kerry. "I'll take the spare bedroom and if he gets a cramp, I can rub it or something."
"You can do this?' asked Mrs. Alhamis. "There is no Mr. Kerry who will be upset?"
Kerry laughed, "I don't even have a cat, let alone a man. It will be just fine."
"Kerry, I can't ask you to do this."
"You haven't asked and I'm going to do it. I'll swing by my apartment later and pick up some stuff."
It then dawned on me why Kerry was there so early.
"Shit, we were supposed to call London this morning. What time is it?"
Kerry's face fell. She, too, forgot.
"Boss, let me get on this." She bolted from the room and I could hear her voice on the phone.
"Mr. J, I think we should use the little urinal this morning. You are too tired to go to the bathroom."
I nodded agreement.
Mr. Alhamis helped me and took the bottle away. She came back and pulled down the sheet to give me my bath in bed. "You are Ok with the bowels."
I assured her I could wait until noon.
She was washing my upper thigh when Kerry reentered.
"Oops, sorry," she uttered and turned away.
"Well, what's the story?"
Speaking over her shoulder she said she rescheduled the call in a half hour. She said something else, but I couldn't hear her.
"What?"
She turned to repeat herself just as Mrs. Alhamis was holding my penis and cleaning under the foreskin. Kerry stared and blushed.
"Kerry, what else?"
"Uh, they want us to resend the files. Somehow they were cocked, I mean, corrupted."
Ignoring her slip of the tongue, I said, "Ok, call the office and have it done."
Mrs. Alhamis now gently wiped my testicles. Kerry turned a new shade of crimson and sped out of the room.
When I was finally back in clean PJs and had a light breakfast, Mrs. Alhamis left with a promise to be back by noon.
Kerry and I called London and then worked straight for two hours. The stress of the night caught up with me and I told her I needed to nap.
She closed the curtains, put out the light and closed the door. I think I was asleep before the lock clicked.
The light touch on my forehead woke me. Mrs. Alhamis smiled.
"You were very tired, Mr. J."
"What time is it?"
"Four."
"I'm sorry. I must have messed up your day."
"No. I left and did my other stops. Now, we take you to the bathroom or do you want the bedpan."
"I'd like to try to walk."
It seemed like it took a day to go, do my business, have Mrs. Alhamis clean me up and get me back to bed.
She was pulling the sheet up when I heard Kerry call out, "Hell-o, can I come in?"
Calling her in, she came over and placed a tall plastic cup on my table.
"A chocolate malt frappe with vanilla ice cream," she said with a warm smile.
How she knew everything about me was a mystery. She held it so I could sip. It was delicious.
Her eyes met Mrs. Alhamis. A look passed between them.
"What's up? You two look like you're cooking up something."
Mrs. Alhamis sat on the edge of my bed, something she had never done before.
"Mr. J., I have a small problem."
"Ok, tell me. If there is anything I can do to help, I will."
"You are very kind. It is Innocentus. He had what the doctors call a mild heart attack."
"What? Is he all right?"
"They say he is doing good. They keep him tonight and tomorrow they put in a stent. Then, they say he is good as new. But, I must be home to help him for a few days. I am sorry."
I had come to rely on Mrs. Alhamis so completely. I knew I was being selfish, but I wondered what was going to happen to me.
"I have arranged for my sister to stay with Innocentus after he comes home, but for the next three days I must be at the hospital and then get him settled at home. I will be back next Monday. And, my sister is out of state visiting relatives, so she cannot come by for these few days."
Relief swept over me. I could endure three days without her, knowing she would return.
"We have a plan to cover those days," said Kerry.
"We?" I asked.
"Well, since I will be staying here at night, and since I am here almost of the day, I will take Mrs. Alhamis' place."
The thought of my assistant washing my dick and cleaning my butt did not seem like a good option. Hell, it was humiliating.
"I don't know, Kerry. That is asking a lot of you. Why don't we call the home care agency and get someone else."
"Ah, we tried, Mr. J. There is no one available on such short notice."
"But, that is too much, Kerry. I mean it's going to be 24-7."
"Well, I thought of that. So, I asked Rain if she could help. She is studying nursing and already had one rotation in a nursing home. She agreed and could use the extra bucks. I offered her $20 an hour. Chief also said she could stop by if we needed her."
"Kerry, you are a great sport even to think about helping. But, well, let's be upfront. I don't think you should have to tend to my personal needs. This is going way beyond our professional relationship."
Kerry blushed a bit. "Boss, I can do it. I have already seen you, n-a-k, I mean without... I can handle it."
"Looks like you've got it all worked out."
"Well, you have to approve."
"Do I have a choice?"
"Not really." For the first time I saw Kerry really smile. She usually is serious and all business. She was very attractive smiling.
For the next few hours, Mrs. Alhamis worked out a schedule with Kerry. After going over how to care for me, she told her a dozen times to call if there was a problem.
Before she left, Mrs. Alhamis helped me use the urinal while remaining in bed.
Kerry checked in on me at ten. I needed to talk to her again.
"Kerry, I appreciate everything you have done for me. You enable me to keep our business running without even a bump. I am grateful. But, having you perform personal care on me is too much to ask."
"Boss, I can..."
"Kerry, I don't doubt you can do anything you set your mind to. I'm talking about you having to touch my sexual parts and clean me after I use the toilet. It's embarrassing for both of us. I'm concerned it could affect our working relationship and that is what is most important."
Kerry seemed to be taken aback by my last sentence.
"Boss, I can maintain my professional duties. Have no fear of that. It's just that I thought maybe I was also acting as a..."
Kerry looked at me and then looked away.
"What, Kerry?"
"Well, as a friend," she said softly.
I mentally reviewed the time we had spent together over the last few weeks. I realized that although we were getting all our work done, we were developing a new closeness. I admitted it was like having a friend here.
"You have been so good to me, Kerry. But, even friends shouldn't have to wash the others private parts. That's gross."
Kerry smiled broadly, "Boss, your private parts aren't that gross. Rain told me she thinks they're cute."
Kerry blushed as she spoke.
I laughed and asked if discussing my private parts was a common pastime?
Kerry's blush turned to crimson. "It's not like we sit around talking about you. But, when I asked her to help out, she offered that it would be fun and that you were cute. She also said your, you know, was cute."
I was tempted to ask her to explain more, but I spared her the pain.
I told her we could try it out, but she had to be honest. If she felt she did not want to do any task, she was free to bow out.
Kerry agreed, gave me my meds and said good-night.
It was totally dark when I screamed. Another cramp engulfed my calf, arch and toes on my right side.
My bedroom door flew open and light spilled from the hallway. I saw a shape outlined by the light, almost appearing to be naked.
Then my overhead light came on and I saw Kerry.
She crossed to the bed as I squirmed in agony.
"Which leg?"
"Right," I said between gritted teeth.
She pulled the covers off and climbed up on the bed. She was wearing a long-sleeved flannel nightshirt that fell to mid thigh. Kneeling, she took my leg and braced my foot against her bare thigh.
"Push hard, Boss."
I pushed as she pushed back with her thigh and took hold of my toes and moved them back toward my shin. The cramp began to ease. When it stopped, Kerry sat on the bed and placed my leg in her lap. She shoved up my pant leg and massaged my calf. Her fingers were strong, but gentle, and I felt the muscle relax completely.
Kerry's blond hair tumbled around her shoulders. She always wore it severely pulled back and secured in a bun. I never realized how long it was, nor what a pretty shade of blond it was. I then noticed she was not wearing her glasses. She looked at me and I fully appreciated her deep blue eyes that were normally half obscured by the black frames she wore. She squinted a bit as she worked on my leg.
Smiling she asked, "Better?"
"Absolutely. I must admit I am happy you are here. I don't know what I'd have done."
"Glad I can help, Boss." I thought I perceived a softening of her tone and maybe even a warmth when she said "Boss".
She pulled the covers back up and crossed to the door. She put out the overhead and turned to face back into the room. The hall light shone through her nightshirt, clearly letting the outline of her figure show through. I could make out the contours of her long legs, the narrowing of her waist and the shape of her chest, but not her breasts. Her legs were parted and I could clearly make out the tops of her thighs. Maybe she was not wearing underwear.
"Remember, just call if you need anything. I'm a light sleeper."
She turned sideways in the doorway. I could now clearly make out the shape of her breasts. They looked larger that what you could tell from the conservative and tailored clothes she wore. They sloped but did not sag. In short, they looked perfect. I could now clearly see a tuft of pubic hair. My prim and proper assistant was bare-assed under her shirt. And, her ass was stupendous in profile.
"Good night, Boss."
"Good night, Kerry. Thank you."
She giggled and shut the door. Kerry giggled? I wondered what could be next.
I had a pang of conscience thinking how I shamelessly ogled her body outlined by the back light. It paled, however, to the pang in my erection. Since there was nothing I could do to ease it, I just prayed it went down before Kerry came in tomorrow.
The next morning was a Saturday, Kerry knocked on my door at 7:00. She now wore jeans and a sweatshirt. I had never seen her in anything but conservative skirts that fell below the knee or tailored slacks. The jeans did justice to her butt. God, I thought, I'm ogling her again.
"Get some rest?" she asked.
"Indeed. Thanks again."
"No problem, Boss." Her business-like manner had reappeared.
"Uh, I guess you probably have to use the facilities?"
This was the moment I think we were both dreading. It was one thing when she had to look at me nude, but now she was going to have to be involved in intimate body functions.
"Kerry, I, uh,..."
"Yes, I know, Boss. It's a little awkward. But, I know I can do it. Just pretend it's Mrs. Alhamis."



Sure, I thought, except that Mrs. Alhamis didn't have blond hair tied in a pony tail, a killer ass and what I was now finally realizing, a beautiful face.
"Kerry, maybe you should get Rain. She is probably used to helping people in the bathroom. I..."
Kerry averted her eyes as she spoke, "Boss, I know it's awkward. But, frankly, I have already seen your..., well, I've seen you nude. I even had to push your tush when you almost fell when we were getting you up. So, let's leave it that there are no surprises."
Kerry pulled the covers down. I motioned to the box of gloves on the nightstand. She pulled on a pair. Working together, I was soon standing and she was guiding me to the bathroom, holding onto my belt.
We reached the toilet. I turned and our eyes met.
Her cheeks were burning.
"So, do you want to sit?"
"Yes. You can wait outside and I'll call you."
"Oh, sure," she mumbled.
She turned to leave.
"Kerry."
"Yes?"
"My PJs?"
She put her hand to her mouth and giggled again. I was not sure I could get used to her giggling.
She reached out and pulled the drawstring and they dropped to the floor. I asked her to hold my belt as I stepped out of them. She then eased me onto the toilet seat.
My penis rested on the seat. I tried squirming, but it wouldn't drop.
"Uh, should I...?"
"Yes, please."
Kerry took hold of the tip of my penis and lowered it below the seat.
Picking up the PJs, she bolted from the room and closed the door.
When I was finished, I sat there delaying the next step. Unfortunately, I delayed too long as my legs were almost numb. Finally, I called out.
She knocked on the door and opened it.
"All set?"
I think we both dreaded the next step, but we had no choice.
Kerry took hold of my belt and pulled. I pushed, but not much happened.
She tried pulling the other side. No go.
I tried to explain how Mrs. Alhamis did it, but there was no combination that seemed to work. By now my legs were getting that tingling sensation from sitting too long on the john and starting to fall completely asleep.
"We need help," I said.
"Right," she answered and left.
In a few minutes I heard the door open. Kerry entered the bathroom followed by Rain. She was wearing a heavy sweatshirt and sweat pants. Her short hair, a bright red color not found in nature, was matted with sleep.
"Ah, stuck on the old shitter, is it?"
We all laughed and that eased the tension.
Rain explained she had experience in the nursing home helping patients. She positioned Kerry on one side and she took the other. Each woman grabbed a side ring. She had Kerry use her other hand to grab a rear ring and Rain took the one in front. Her hand was actually brushing the top of my pubic patch.
On three they lifted and pulled me up. I was unsteady and they both held me tight. Rain instructed Kerry to keep a strong grip. She reached for the toilet paper and quickly finished. She flushed and asked what was next.
My legs were shaky and I asked just to get back to bed.
They escorted me and eased me into bed.
I was still naked.
"Might as well do a sponge bath," said Rain. Kerry nodded and offered to get the basin and washcloth.
Sweat was beading on Rain's forehead.
"Like it a little hot, Josh?"
I explained that since I could not wear much clothing, I need to keep the apartment warm.
"Warm! It's a fucking sauna."
She began to pull her hoodie over her head.
She wore a t-shirt with straps, not sleeves. The material was thin and one nipple clearly stood out against the cotton. The other, however, was on full display, as was her small but quite attractive breast. It had slipped out of the armhole of the t-shirt. She was unaware of the show she was giving me.
I was completely aware. Too aware, as a matter of fact. Without willing it, my member slowly changed from a limp penis lying on my thigh to a fully erect one-eyed beast, with the foreskin completely retracted.
Rain was too busy fussing with her sweatshirt to notice either her exposed breast or my hard-on.
"What the heck?"
Kerry was standing at the foot of the bed holding a basin and staring at my arousal.
Rain looked at her and then followed her gaze to my crotch.
"Holy fuck. How'd that happen?"
"Well, maybe it has something to do with your boobie," said Kerry.
"Huh?"
"Rain, your breast is totally on display."
Rain looked down and gasped.
"Sorry," she murmured as she slipped it back.
"What now?" asked Rain as she continued to stare at my erection.
"Well, I don't think we ought to continue with the bath right away. It might be, you know, too much stimulation on you-know-what."
"Hey, ladies, I am right here. How about talking to me instead of my dick."
They took their eyes off my erection, where they seemed to have been glued, and looked at me.
The silence hung in the room.
"Ok, but the dick is a lot more interesting," said Rain. That broke up the three of us.
After we stopped our laughing, I managed to say, "I think you're right. How about pulling up the covers and we can do bath later."
Rain pulled up the sheet and blanket, careful not to touch the throbbing thing in front of them.
"I'll make us some breakfast," said Kerry. "Care to help, Rain."
Rain glanced down at the tent under the covers.
"Oh, You mean help with breakfast?"
That brought another round of belly laughs and the two women exited to the kitchen.
By the time they returned with pancakes and orange juice, all had returned to normal.
Kerry fed me and herself in between my bites.
"So, like how long have you been in this cast shit?' asked Rain.
"Five weeks tomorrow," I replied.
"And, so, for five weeks you've not been able to exercise Mr. Happy?" she said nodding toward my crotch.
Kerry choked on her pancake and had to spit it out on her plate.
"Rain, really," she said.
"Hey, I'm just saying. If I am not in a relationship, and sad to say, I am not, then I've got to work the kinks out on a regular basis. You know, like at least once a day. If not, I'm like a walking bomb. So, a little bit of self-satisfaction goes a long way."
Rain sipped her juice. "You've been like totally off the grid, so to say, and I think we had a glimpse today of how hard it can be, pun intended. And, Josh, just so you know, from a girl's point of view, that was awesome. Nice. I like the uncircumcised thing. Don't see many of them. But, really, awesome boner. Don't you agree, Kerry?"
This time orange juice squirted from her nose and dribbled down her shirt. She excused herself and headed out of the room.
"What? Did I say something wrong?"
"Rain, I think Kerry is probably a little more conservative than you."
"Yeah? Well, a nice looking boner is a nice looking boner. It's an objective thing, right."
I had no answer to that.
Rain finished her breakfast and said she had to go. Kerry thanked her for her help.
"No problem. Really, just give me a call and I'll come up. Believe me you can mess up your back big time if you try to move someone the wrong way. Besides, you can also end up hurting Josh, if he falls or something. So, give me a buzz. Promise?"
"Promise," Kerry said.
Kerry finished tidying up from breakfast. She had removed her soiled sweatshirt and was wearing a long-sleeved top. It flattered her figure nicely.
She poured some water and gave me my morning meds.
"Well, that was an interesting morning."
"Kerry, I apologize. I'm sorry you had to see me like that. In a way, Rain was right. It's been a while and I guess seeing her breast just affected me."
"I know you didn't do it on purpose, Boss. And, don't be too upset. I mean I have seen one before."
"Just one," I kidded.
Kerry again turned crimson. "Well, I didn't mean to imply..."
"Kerry, I'm kidding. Don't even think to answer that."
After a few moments, Kerry said, "You know I was married once."
"Really!"
"Yes. Dave and I met in college and married right after graduation. It was good for a while, but Dave was always restless. Always pushing for more excitement, if you know what I mean."
"Not really, Kerry."
After an uncomfortable silence, she said, "He wanted to bring other people into our relationship."
"Oh."
"I was a virgin when we met, but not by the time we married. He was the only man I ever had sex with, until he wanted more. I was afraid I was loosing him, so I agreed to try some things."
"Kerry, you don't have to tell me this."
"If it's all right, I want to, Boss. I don't want you to think I'm some frigid bitch who freaks out because she sees an erection."
"Kerry, I don't think of you that way."
"Well, I wouldn't blame you if you did. I know I come across as aloof, maybe even cold. I hear what the other women call me in the office."
I looked puzzled. I guess no one dared make fun of her in front of me.
"You mean you never heard of Cherry Kerry or the Ice Princess?"
I shook my head.
"I don't care, Boss. I love my job. I love working for you. I love you..."
I looked at her.
"I mean I love how you treat me. You always respect me. You seem to have confidence in me. And, you never have made a sexist remark or looked like you were undressing me with your eyes. Unlike the account execs."
I flashed back on how she looked standing in the doorway and said to myself, "Two out of three, ain't bad."
"So, anyway, Dave kept pushing and I relented. First, he brought home a mutual friend we had in college. This guy asked me out when we were in school and I knew he liked me. I never agreed to date him and thought we had become friends. When Dave brought him home, I wanted to run from the house. But, I stayed. The two of them took turns having sex with me. Each watched as the other was with me. It was horrible and degrading, but Dave loved it. At one point he had our friend put it in my mouth, while Dave was having sex with me from behind, you know, doggy-style. I never felt so degraded. Dave talked about it for days on end.
"The next time he brought home a girl. She was someone he met at his health club. She was pretty and had a great body. Boss, I never was with a woman and never had any desire. I was clueless about what to do. She was far from clueless. I hated it more than being with our male friend. Dave talked me into kissing her down there after she did so to me. I almost threw up. Then he had sex with each of us. I think I took about a dozen showers to try to feel clean."
I wanted to hold Kerry's hand. The best I could do was nudge her with my leg. She put her hand top of my uncasted hand and squeezed.
"The next time, he brought home a couple. Boss, I couldn't do it. I just left. I never went back. I filed for divorce. He didn't contest it. That's when I left the mid-west and moved here. I've dated a couple guys, but nothing serious. I slept with one. Not very satisfying. I was horny and thought it would help. It didn't. So, then I started working at the agency. As I said, I love what I do. You make me feel good about myself. I miss the intimacy of a relationship, but not enough to get involved with another creep like Dave."
"Kerry, there are good guys out there. And, you should attract the best of them with your looks. Not all men are assholes. Well, not assholes all the time."
I was trying to use humor to lighten the mood.
"Maybe," she said. "Or, maybe I just attract the losers. The one guy I did sleep with. On our second time of having sex, he said we should take a shower together afterwards. I thought that was cute. So, we're in the shower and I feel something. I look around and he's peeing on me. He is actually peeing on my ass and legs. See, I must attract them."
I didn't know what I found more disturbing; the fact that some guy peed on her, that she said the word "ass", that I was remembering the shape of her ass under her shirt last night or that I was imagining her naked in a shower.
Kerry removed her hand from mine. "You been sweet to listen to my pathetic ramblings, Boss. But, I have some errands to do. But, first, you said I'm good looking?"
"Well, I mean I'm not trying to be a male asshole, but yes, of course you are beautiful. I hope you realize that about yourself."
She just shrugged and looked away. I sensed that she felt she had shared too much personal information.
"Kerry, thank you for talking with me. I really knew nothing of your past. I know it wasn't easy, but I respect you for being honest. And, this will remain confidential between us."
Kerry looked at me and then away. When she turned back I saw a tear at the corner of her eye.
"Thanks, Boss, you are a really nice guy."
She leaned in and kissed my cheek. With that she left the room.
"Nice guy!" Most of the staff and every one of my competitors would describe me as a ruthless prick. But, it was nice hearing her say that.
A few minutes later, she appeared in the doorway dressed in a parka and boots.
"Got some shopping to do. Want anything special."
Nothing came to mind.
She came in and picked up my phone. She programmed a number. "Rainbow is now number 13. Call her if you need help."
"Rainbow?"
"That's Rain's full name, Rainbow. You didn't know?"
I shook my head.
"Bet you also didn't know she has a twin brother Moonbeam, or Moonie, for short."
"Nope, but how did you..."
"I just talked with her, Boss. Not everything needs to be all business, you know."
She again pecked me on the cheek and left.
That was the second time she kissed me and the first time she had ever come close to rebutting me. Where was this new Kerry coming from?
I watched a college basketball game and fell asleep for a bit.
I heard noises and called out.
Kerry stuck her head in.
"Great, you're awake. I was making dinner. Chicken and mashed potatoes sound Ok?"
"Sounds yummy."
"Need anything?"
"Well, I would like to walk around a bit. The nurses tell me I have to push myself so my legs don't get weak. And, I think I could use the toilet while I'm up, if you don't mind."
Kerry put on a forced smile and said no problem. I had the feeling she'd rather be washing a dead chicken than having to handle my penis one more time.
She got me up and left me sitting on the edge to allow me to adjust.
She reached for my phone and punched in a number.
"Rain? Hi, it's Kerry. Yes, everything's fine. I'm going to help my boss walk around a bit. He has to use the john and I was thinking maybe a shower could do him some good."
She looked at me and I nodded.
"Would you?" she said into the phone. "I'd appreciate it. Thanks, just let yourself in."
"What's up?" I asked.
"Rain said she'd help with the shower. I am a little afraid of getting you in and out of the tub."
With my belt firmly in place and Kerry supporting me, we made two laps of the apartment, ending at the bathroom.
"Do you need to sit again?" she asked.
"No, this time I can stand."
Kerry smiled and nodded.
"Kerry, my PJs."
"Right, keep forgetting."
With me standing facing the toilet, Kerry undid my bottoms and let them slide down. I stepped out of them and she pulled them away.
She lifted the seat and stood behind me.
"Do you want me to leave?"
"Kerry, I'm sorry to do this, but if someone doesn't hold it, I'll squirt all over the floor."
"Oh, yeah, I get it. Sure. Well, let me find some gloves."
"Do it quickly, because I can't hold it."
"Oh sugar, then Ok, here goes."
She came around next to me and gingerly reached for my member. Taking hold of the tip with her bare fingers she pointed it at the bowl. I relaxed and let loose.
She let out a mild shriek when the flow started and then giggled again.
"Now isn't that a pretty scene."
We both startled and turned to see Rain watching Kerry hold my penis as I peed.
We both smiled and turned our attention back to the toilet.
After finishing, Kerry flushed and rinsed her hands.
"Do you want me to, uh, clean your..."
"I think the shower will take care of that."
"Right, great idea," she said with relief in her voice.
Kerry and Rain helped me into the tub and I sat on the shower chair. I told them how Mrs. Alhamis uses the poncho. Kerry slipped it over my head and adjusted it.
Rain turned on the water and began to wet my hair. The spray hit the poncho and bounced back, drenching her. She turned off the water.
"Shit. How does Mrs. Alhamis not get soaked?"
"She wears a big apron and I think has more practice," I said.
"Screw that," said Rain.
She pulled her sweatshirt off and then her t-shirt. Quickly she stripped off her pants exposing her bare bottom and mostly bare pussy. Kerry and I stared in silence at how quickly she'd gotten nude and how non-chalant about it she was.
Rain looked down at her stubble between her legs.
"Yeah, I've been shaving it, but now want to get a wax. You have to let it grow out enough for the wax to grip. Looks like a five o'clock shadow now, but come Monday it'll be smooth sailing."
She climbed into the tub and turned on the water.
I hoped the poncho was covering my erection.
Kerry said she'd be in the kitchen if we needed her and bolted.
Rain stood behind me and soaked my hair. She added shampoo and scrubbed me, massaging my scalp. Her fingers felt great.
She moved in front, her pert, pint-sized breasts were directly in front of my eyes. Her nipples were dark and erect. She squirted shaving cream in her palm and bent over to spread it on my beard. She shaved me and wiped my face with a washcloth. Her breasts bounced in a most delightful way.
She bent and washed my feet and legs. She grabbed the belt and helped me stand. She pulled up the poncho and began tucking it into my belt.
"Ah, Mr. Happy returns," she said eyeing my erection. Moving behind me she scrubbed the backs of my thighs and my butt. She even washed in my crack, a bit more thoroughly than might strictly be necessary.
Standing back in front of me, she soaped her hands and ran them up and down my shaft. She washed my testicles and my inner thighs.
She used the spray to rinse the soap away and turned off the water.
"Josh, I can't leave you like this. It's not right. So, just let me help."
Kneeling in front, she took my erection into her mouth. I groaned.
"Rain, you can't do this."
Pulling away, she said, "It's fine. I want to. Besides, I'm really, really good at this."
She began to prove the truth of her claim.
With a combination of tongue, lips and fingers she had me racing to the edge. I managed to give her a warning, but she sucked and licked harder.
I was just about to let go when the door opened.
"I heard the water stop and thought you might need a hand..."
I turned to see Kerry staring as my erection thrust deep into Rain's mouth. Rain didn't miss a beat and took my balls in her hand and squeezed. I could hold back no longer and began pumping my hips forward as I released my climax into her mouth.
My eyes were on Kerry, but hers were on the naked girl kneeling before me.
Rain pulled off and I shot one last spurt that dribbled down my slowly softening erection.
Rain turned the water back on and rinsed my penis and then herself. She stepped out of the shower and said to Kerry, "Give me a hand and we can get him out."
Kerry seemed frozen in place. Finally, she took a step and joined Rain. They helped me step over the tub and onto the bath mat.
Rain gathered her clothes.
"Gotta' run. Can you dry Josh and handle the rest?"
"Uh, sure. No problem. Uh, Rain, thanks."
"Hey, no big deal."
She looked at me and smiled. "That was nice, Josh. I liked it."
I wondered if I should thank her as well or if I did what was I thanking her for? The shampoo, the shower or the blow job?
"Thanks, Rain," I said, mentally including all services rendered.



"See you guys soon."
We watched her tight little buns exit the bath.
I was starting to get chilled and Kerry noticed. She lifted the poncho off and put it in the tub. She grabbed a bath towel, dried my face and hair, and did my lower torso. She knelt before me and gently dried my penis and testicles. She pulled back the foreskin and wiped it, as Mrs. Alhamis had instructed her to do. Steadying me, she led me back to bed.
"Boss, you don't have any clean PJs. I'll do some laundry after supper. Is there something else you can wear?"
I told her I would be fine with just the covers. She pulled them up as high as possible.
"Going to finish dinner. We can eat in here."
She started to leave and I called to her.
"Kerry, about what happened in there."
"Boss, it's fine. You owe me no explanation."
"I didn't ask for that."
"I believe you," she said. "But, you didn't refuse it either."
I began to get a little hot. I mean Kerry had no claims on me and certainly no sexual claims.
I was about to say something when she spoke.
"Sorry, Boss, that was out of line. I think Rain knew you needed something and gave it to you. She is more of a woman than I am."
I wanted to tell her otherwise, but she quickly left the room.
A little later she brought dinner in and set up my tray table. She fed me and herself, with not much being said.
"Great dinner, Kerry. Thanks."
"At least I can cook," she said.
"Kerry, we need to clear the air. I am sorry you saw Rain and me. Sure, I could have tried to stop it, but I didn't. Does that make me a male pig? Hell, I guess it could. But, once we started it felt so good, I couldn't—no, make that didn't want to—stop. If you want to leave, I'll understand."
"Boss, I don't want to leave. I want to help you. It's just that..."
She looked up at the ceiling, took a deep breath and continued.
"It's just that I feel so inadequate when it comes to sex. God, Rain is just out there and it's natural. I mean she stripped like it was no big deal. Then I saw you two and I realized that I could never, never do something like that. I've made it my career to please you, to do what you want. To do whatever the boss needs."
"And you do, you are. Kerry, I have no expectation that you would even consider something like that. I am grateful beyond anything I can express that you have been here. I know it is difficult caring for me. You are being such a trooper. Yes, it's embarrassing for you and humiliating for me. But, you know what? We are doing great together. Well, mostly it's you doing great. I am forever in your debt. You are doing what I need."
"You're sweet to say so. But I doubt I am doing what you want."
"Kerry, what I want is for you to get the ridiculous idea out of your head that you should be doing something sexual for me. Please, let it go."
"Ok, you're the boss."
There was no sincerity in here voice. Kerry gathered the dishes and retreated to the kitchen.
We made one more walk around the apartment and she helped me use the toilet one last time before calling it a night. It almost seemed normal that I was walking around totally nude with my attractive assistant steadying me. Hell of a new normal.
Sunday morning came and a subdued Kerry helped me with my bathroom necessities. We decided to skip the shower.
After breakfast, she said she needed to get some errands done. She reminded me that she was scheduled to attend a client reception that night. I told her she should definitely go. She would be home to give me supper and whatever before she headed out.
As far as the rest of the evening, Rain was not going to be around, so Kerry said she asked Chief to look in on me later.
I slept a good part of the day. Kerry returned around 3 and helped me to the bathroom. This procedure was becoming routine and had lost any sexual edge for me and, I hope, for her. She fed me a light supper and then went to get ready for the event.
Around 7 she appeared in my doorway—at least I think it was Kerry. She wore a tight black dress that stopped way north of her knees. Her long legs were covered in sheer black stockings and accompanied by three inch black heels. The dress had a neckline low enough to show some cleavage, but far from indecent. Her hair was swept up in a style that bordered on sophisticated with a touch of sex appeal. She obviously spent time on her make-up since her skin glowed and her eyes popped. She had dumped her black frames for contact lenses. Gone was the conservative assistant. In her place stood a tall, curvaceous and beautiful young woman.
"Boss, you're staring," she said.
"You look fantastic, Kerry."
"Well, I was going to surprise you a little since we were supposed to go together. I know it's not what you expect from your sensible and practical assistant."
"No, but you look great."
She came over and fussed with my blankets and asked if I needed anything. I caught a whiff of her perfume. Something subtle but packing quite a punch. She pushed my hair back off my forehead and told me she would not be too late. With a light kiss on my cheek, she smiled at me.
Kerry reminded me Chief would be coming by. She turned and I gasped. Her dress was open in the back, plunging to an indecent depth. I could almost imagine her magnificent butt peaking out.
I whistled and she looked over her shoulder. Her look told me she appreciated my appreciation.
"Be careful out there," I cautioned. "I don't want some young stud sweeping you away from me."
"Not likely," she said. "I'm still old Cherry Kerry underneath."
"I never bought that description," I said, "and, I can now see there is absolutely no basis for it. I'm all for truth in advertising. Kerry, you are beautiful. I'm happy to see you showing the world. Have a great night."
She smiled and blew me a kiss.
I watched a basketball game trying to blot out the image of Kerry looking so hot. It didn't work so I kept replaying her image over in my mind.
My reverie was broken by the doorbell. I punched up the security camera to see two beautiful women making out on the stoop.
"You know I can see you," I said through the intercom.
My ex-wife looked up toward the camera. "Hi, darling, care to buzz us in. I've seemed to have forgotten my key."
In a few minutes Chief was bursting in my room, dumping her suede cape on the carpet. She came and kissed me on both cheeks.
"How's my broken baby?" she cooed.
Lola and I get along great as exes. We do care for each other, but this outburst of affection usually meant one thing. Lola was high as a kite.
I saw Janice hanging in the doorway and said hi.
"Hi, Josh, feeling any better?"
"Hey, every day is a little better. How are you?"
"Mellow," she said.
They were both dressed for a night of clubbing. Lola had on a red dress that defied any logic of how a person could get into it. It clung to every minute and subtle curve and swell on her lanky body.
Lola was a model before we married. She had been moving on a fast track. Unfortunately, the track had a bunch of stops at cocaine suppliers. Combing booze and snort, she began to unravel. I credit her with a lot of strength as she abandoned her career, checked into rehab and finally emerged sober. She began working the scene behind the scene. We met when my firm took on a hot fashion designer and Lola was managing his business end. We hit it off and soon she was a minority partner, CFO and my lover. We married a year later.
"What are you on, Lola?"
"What makes you think I'm on anything, darling/"
"Well, you have a lovely glaze in your eyes and you never call me 'darling' when you're straight. I hope you're not using coke again."
"Never," she protested.
"Just a little Krystal and a tiny, tiny hit of X," she said while holding her thumb and forefinger a scant quarter of an inch apart.
I looked at Janice for confirmation. She nodded but gestured with her fingers about an inch apart.
Janice was still a model and five years younger than Lola. She had several covers, was in the SI Swimsuit issue and was hot in the business. She wore a micro black skirt and a silver top of soft crepe. The top was fastened at the neck and at the bottom. The middle was a slit that allowed a lot of skin to show through with every movement.
Like Lola, she was about five ten but with short blond hair. Lola's hair was dark with a few blond highlights and fell to her shoulders. They made an incredible couple. The kind that both guys and ladies stared at all night.
"So, darling," Lola said exaggerating the term of endearment, "what do you need. What can your poor, discarded ex-wife do to ease your suffering."
"Lola, remember you left me," I answered.
"Yeah, for Psycho Bitch," offered Janice.
I smiled. We all have come to refer to Lola's first lover as Psycho Bitch. She really was crazy. Once the lust wore away, Lola saw how screwed up she was. It was so bad, she moved back in with me—in the spare bedroom—until we got a restraining order on her lover. Eventually, PB—our little nickname—overdosed and her family sent her far away for detox and eventually long term care.
Janice was the complete opposite. She is a fairly normal woman, if you can call anyone working in high fashion normal. She and Lola appear happy and, perverse as it is, that makes me happy.
I assured Lola that I did not need to eat, but did need to relieve myself.
"Of course, darling," she said. "Shall we make a sojourn to the loo?"
"Actually, that's a lot of work. I'm tired and frankly don't trust you could keep me up."
"Darling, I've always been able to keep you up." She laughed and ran her hand between my legs.
"Anyway, Lola, there's a plastic urinal in the bath. If you could help me with that, I would appreciate it."
"Say no more. I am channeling Florence Nightingale as we speak."
Yeah, another thing...the higher Lola is the more dramatic she gets.
She returned with the bottle in hand. She pulled down the covers and setting the urinal on the bed, quickly jerked my PJs to my ankles.
"Lola," I hissed.
She looked over at Janice who was blandly staring at my nakedness.
"Darling, I wanted to show Janice exactly what I am giving up to be with her."
Janice nodded her approval and gave me a sly smile. She knew it was useless to try to contain Lola when she was like this.
Lola positioned the urinal, slipped my penis inside and said she and Janice would excuse themselves for a few moments.
In spite of my embarrassment and anger, I let loose a strong steam and enjoyed the pressure easing from my bladder.
The women reappeared and Lola took the urinal to dump it in the bathroom, but leaving me exposed.
"Sorry, Josh," Janice said. "But, you know Lola."
Just then Lola appeared behind Janice, snaking her arms around her middle. Resting her head on Janice's shoulders, she said, "See, I did make a great sacrifice for you. Is that or is that not a handsome cock?"
"It is handsome, Lola, but again you didn't give it up for me. You did it for that freakin' psycho."
"Minor details," Lola said as she slipped her hands inside Janice's top and moved them to cover her breasts.
"Ooh, Lola, don't. That feels too good," moaned Janice.
Lola slipped the edges of the blouse aside exposing the small, firm breasts. She played with Janice's nipples making them extend at least an inch. This was the first time I had seen Janice's breasts. They were as perfect as you'd expect for a top model.
Janice turned her head and the two women kissed deeply. Lola slipped one hand under the short skirt and rubbed. Janice turned to face her and they embraced. Lola lifted the skirt exposing the full and firm butt with the tiniest of a black thong strap in the cheeks. She spun Janice back to face me, her breasts still exposed, and tweaked the nipples.
Of course, the expected happened.
"See, Jan, that is what I mean," as they looked at my erection. "And, truth be told, he knows how to use it. God, I still get wet thinking about how he could make me cum. And, for a guy, he was not bad at eating pussy. No where as good as you, My Sweet." As she said the last part, her hand again slipped under the skirt. She used her other hand to lift it so that I was looking at Lola's fingers slowly moving inside Janice's panties' waistband. The women moved together in a sexual choreography.
I was getting pissed. Well, pissed and seriously turned on.
"Cut the shit, Lola. You don't have to be such a bitch."
"Darling, did I make you angry? I was trying to give you a little boost. I know it must be hard not being able to take advantage of our dear, dear Kerry as she moons over you/"
"What do you mean 'moons over me?'"
"You mean you haven't figured out that she is totally in love with you?"
"What?" I shouted. "You're nuts. No way. She is the best goddamned assistant I ever had and a terrific asset to our firm, but we are not involved. Period. Well, I think we may be becoming friends, but that's it."
Lola must have hit the right spot because Janice growled and pinched her own nipples.
"Mmm, that's my baby," said Lola as she appeared to work her finger deeper.
"Darling, I didn't say you were doing anything. I said she's in love with you. Like Romeo and Juliet, Justin and Selena, Sonny and Cher, well before they split and he hit the tree. Anyway, she is Lady Gaga Eyes over you." When Lola was on a roll, she used words just because she liked the sound of them.
"I don't believe it for a second," I insisted. My words were strong but my doubts were growing. I recalled our talk last night. Was she acting like a woman interested in romance?
"Believe what you want, Josh. Even Janice can see it."
Janice dreamily opened her eyes. "Wants to fuck your brains out, Josh."
She closed her eyes and licked her lips as Lola worked her magic.
"Lola, can we go now? I want you to take me home and do naughty things to my body."
Lola removed her hand and covered up Janice's breasts.
"Sure, My Sweet. But, first do you have that ruby lipstick handy?"
Janice pulled the small bag off her shoulder and dug inside to retrieve a tube.
Lola applied a thick coat to her own lips and then duplicated the action on Janice's.
"Just to let you know there are no hard feelings, Darling."
She started moving her mouth toward my erection.
"Don't you dare, Lola. I mean it. Stop."
She paid no heed. I felt her warm lips along my shaft as her long fingers gently massaged my balls.
She sucked and ran her tongue up and down, making me squirm under her. I had nearly forgotten how good she was at giving head. I was now completely reminded. Finally, she pulled away leaving a scarlet lip print on my dick.
"Next."
Janice winked at me and planted a similar kiss on the underside of my erection, although she spared me the indignity of fondling my balls.
"I'm sure Kerry will be ever so diligent to wash that off. And, just to show there are no evil intentions..."
Lola drew a happy face on the exposed tip of my erection with the lipstick.
She and Janice kissed me on the lips, gathered their coats and headed out of the room.
"At least, pull up the covers," I pleaded.
"TaTa, darling," was her only response.
As I heard them opening the door, my heart leapt to my throat.
"Kerry," squealed Lola, "you look fabulous. We've got to run, but we've taken care of Josh for you. I think you might need to help him just a little."
I heard the door close and Kerry appeared in the doorway. She walked toward me. She teetered a bit on her high heels and her blues eyes were glazed. This must be the night for getting high.
She stopped and focused.
"My, my, Boss, that little guy just keeps popping up all over the place." She giggled. "Actually, he's not so little," she said with another giggle.
Kerry then noticed the marks on my erection.
"What?" She looked confused.
"Lola was a little out of control and thought this was funny," I explained.
Kerry stared and said, "But there are two lip marks."
"Janice was an accomplice," I offered lamely.
"Well, I guess I will just have to wash that off," she said, slurring the words just slightly. "And, take care of this little face." As she spoke, she lightly moved her fingertip over the head of my erection that was decorated with the happy face. The happy face jumped with joy.
"But, I have to change. I don't want to get this dress messed up."
"I agree. You look really good, Kerry. Very, very good."
"Thanks, Boss."
A strange smile spread over Kerry. She reached behind her neck and undid the clasp. The dress slid down exposing the tops of her white breasts. She slowly turned and shrugged.
The dress cascaded to the floor. She was left clad only in heels, sheer black panty hose with black bikini bottoms showing through. If I were not already hard, I would be now, looking at her body.
The heels defined the curves of her calves and made her thighs taut. The band of her panty hose accented her waist. Her back flared up in a vee to her wide shoulders. I admired the muscles of her bare back and arms. She bent from the waist and picked up her dress. Dragging it along the floor she sauntered out of the room, her tight buns bouncing with each step.
I wished I could get to my window to check if the moon was full. There was some crazy shit going on tonight.
She returned in a few minutes carrying the plastic basin. She wore her long nightshirt.
Sitting on the side of the bed, she took my erection in her bare hand and simply held it. Wrapping her long fingers around my shaft, she sighed.
"Kerry," I said tenderly, "you can do this tomorrow. Or, we can even wait for Rain or Mrs. Alhamis."
She moved her hand up and down. "You don't like me touching you, do you?"
"It's not that, Kerry. I just think this is a little awkward for both of us. I am debt to you for being here and helping. I couldn't imagine getting through this without your help. But, I think we are really close to a line and I'm pretty sure we don't want to cross it."
She began to move her head toward my erection, her mouth opening.
"Kerry, no," I said with more force than I intended.
She pulled her head back. Her hand travelled down the length of my shaft and over my balls. She moved the basin onto the table and pulled up my PJs, followed by the covers.
"Good night, Boss. I'm sorry."
"Kerry, I don't want you feeling sorry. If circumstances were different... I mean if we didn't work together... What I'm trying to say is you are a remarkable person. Hell, that sounds like high school when we'd say a girl had a great personality. Kerry, you are a beautiful, kind and really good person. Any man would be lucky to be able to be with you, to date you."
"Right. Boss, but I know who I am. I'm a farm girl from Kansas. Literally. I grew up on a farm and I've got a farm girl's body. Broad back, big shoulders, strong legs. I look at Chief and Janice and I think, Wow. That's how a woman should look. Next to them I'm just a big ol' cow."
"Hardly, Kerry. You are beautiful. Understand? Beautiful. A few seconds ago, I was amazed looking at your body. You have nothing to be concerned about. Take it from a guy with a raging boner."
Finally, Kerry smiled. She glanced at the tent still showing in the covers.
"Thanks, Boss. Even if it isn't true, you're nice to say so. And, I can't believe I did that with my dress."
Kerry looked away, then back at me. She was flushed and had to struggle for breath to control a sob.
"Boss, there is no excuse for touching you as I just did. I am sorry. I'll understand if you want me to stop caring for you, or even..."
She took another deep breath, "Or, even if you don't want me working for you any more. As I said, it's no excuse, but I had a lot of tasty drinks at the reception. I'm not sure what they were, but they went down way too smoothly. I'm not much of a drinker. Still, I am ashamed of my behavior."



I longed to hug her to offer some comfort.
"Kerry, go to bed and put all of this out of your mind. Forget about what happened. Besides, friends don't abandon friends."
She smiled weakly. "Ok, I'm going to bed and pass out. But, it's nice to hear you call me a friend."
She stood and made her way out of my bedroom. I urged her to put what happened out of her mind; I still could feel her soft touch on my erection, feel her warm breath on my dick head and recall the sight of her nearly naked back. I imagined those buns moving under her nightshirt. I was going to have to get those thoughts out of my mind or I would die in agony from the erection begging in vain for relief.
I was tormented by dreams of Lola playing with Janice's practically nude body interspersed with fantasies of Kerry taking me in her mouth and bringing me to a climax.
My erotic thoughts shattered with another crippling cramp. I cried out.
I heard footsteps and then the hall light flicked on. Again, I saw an outline of a body and this time it appeared as if there really were no clothes.
My bedroom light blazed on and I saw a nude figure approaching. In a second, Rain was standing by the bed.
"Cramp?" she asked.
"Right leg," I moaned.
She pulled the covers down and climbed up. She told me to push against her. Rain was much smaller than Kerry and she placed my foot almost squarely on her pubic region, my soles feeling her dark stubble.
Although small, Rain is strong and she leaned into me and my cramp began to ease. Soon, the worst was over and she was massaging my calf.
"Thanks, Rain. But how come you're here?"
"Kerry called and asked if I could come up. She seemed a little wasted and was kinda' freaking out. She said she couldn't stay tonight and begged me to sleep here. She shoved some stuff in a bag, called a cab and bolted."
As she was talking, I couldn't help looking at her taut, young body. She was at ease sitting in front of me naked. My unease, however, was beginning to grow.
"So, what's up with her?" she asked.
"Well, she went to a party and had a little too much to drink."
"And, what? Something else must have flipped her out."
I explained how she found me.
"So, you're lying here with a boner covered in lipstick. God, that must have been a sight. I guess she just got jealous."
"Jealous of what," I said.
"Come on, Josh. I mean Kerry is like over her head in love with you. You gotta' know that."
"She's my assistant, for God's sake. Why does everyone think there's something going on?"
"Oh, I don't think there's anything going on. I think that's the problem. Plus, she sees that your ex and some gorgeous model have been planting kisses on your cock. And, by the way, sees me giving you a BJ. So, maybe she couldn't take it anymore."
"But, we aren't together..."
"Josh, wake the fuck up. She is so into you. That all she talks about—you. Boss said this and Boss did that. She is also over protective of you, just like a wife. You don't see any of that?"
As Rain spoke she got more animated, which caused her breasts to bounce and my foot to graze her pubic area. I was getting more turned on.
"I think you're mistaking her loyalty as an employee with emotion. I really like and respect Kerry, but believe me our relationship is purely professional. Maybe we might be more like friends. Now, answer me why you're naked?"
Rain looked at herself and laughed.
"Forgot I was, Josh. It was so hot in here, I just slept in the nude. When you screamed I dashed it. Hell, you've seen it all before. And, tomorrow morning this ugly stubble will go away. I'll have to show you how good it looks smooth and shiny."
The thought of her smooth pussy was the last straw. My erection slipped out of the opening in my pajama bottoms.
Rain looked at it and smiled.
"Nice shade of lipstick, Josh. Love the smiley face, too. How about I clean you up."
I nodded, expecting Rain to go get a washcloth.
Instead, she bent over and took me in her mouth.
"No, Rain, you shouldn't do this."
"Josh, I want to. I like you and I like giving head. Besides, it's obvious you need some relief. Don't worry, it's not like we'll be engaged or anything. Think of it as a neighborly gesture."
She licked me from balls to tip and back down. "Good neighbors are hard to find," I thought to myself.
Rain took her time sucking and licking. She straddled my leg, rubbing her naked pussy along my shin. I could sense her wetness as the coarse hair moved along my leg.
I wanted to last longer, but the sexual charge that had been building since Lola and Janice were here was too strong. As I unleashed my climax inside Rain's warm mouth, I envisioned Kerry's bare back and barely enclosed buns walking out of my room.
I think I must have blanked out. The next thing I realized is Rain wiping me with a washcloth and removing the last of the lipstick from my tip. She next wiped her pussy.
"Wow, that got me wet. Must be I really like your cock, Josh. It fits perfectly in my mouth. I bet we would be great at fucking. Maybe when you're better..."
"Rain, you are really sexy and sweet. But, I'm a bit old for you and already feel like a perv."
"Hell, you're not that much older. Well, at least you're not as old as my dad, or are you? Anyway, you're cool. And, don't worry about the BJs. I do like doing them."
She pulled my covers up, turned out the light and left me to wonder just what the hell was going on in my life.
Mrs. Alhamis came the next morning. She was going to be back to her regular schedule. Her husband was doing great. He didn't want her fussing around him. She had arranged for her sister to check in on him during the days and he was already starting cardiac rehab.
Kerry did not show up that morning, but called in. She said things in London were getting worse. My team in England was trying, but they seemed at ends on how to move forward. Chief was also on the call. She said Kerry should go over for a while. She could organize the office, get things in order and get the team focused. I said I'd think about it and asked Lola to call me back later.
When she rang, I asked her whose idea it was for Kerry to go to London. Lola said Kerry volunteered to do it. I knew she wanted to avoid seeing me again. I feared she felt she had embarrassed herself in front of me.
Lola explained that since our London office was just beginning to take off, it might be a good idea to have Kerry set up solid systems to start things right. After discussing how we could manage without her, I agreed. A thought was forming in my mind since last night. I realized this would be the perfect opportunity to solve what was becoming an awkward situation.
Lola said she'd send her assistant by each day to review matters and help with calls and emails.
So, I began a new phase of my recovery. Mrs. Alhamis increased my exercise routine and I began getting some strength back in my legs. Rain would come up at night to stay with me in case of a problem.
I confess she did show me her newly waxed pussy. It was so beautiful that I had a typical male reaction. Rain was so pleased at my approval that she gave me another spectacular treat.
For the next two weeks, I received outstanding day time care from Mrs. Alhamis and regular extraordinary night time care from Rain.
At my last check-up the doctor told me my casts would be coming off and I would start physical therapy. I welcomed the day and although the muscles in my arms resembled a child's, it was a tremendous pleasure to be able to move them and hold things, like a fork, a piece of paper and my own dick. Finally, I was able to begin to tend to my own bodily functions.
Rain stopped sleeping over but offered to help whenever I needed. I understood her meaning, but knew I needed to stop our little encounters. She once again offered to fuck me, but—as unbelievable as it sounds, even to me—I politely turned her down.
I was three weeks into rehab and going to the office about 4 hours a day when I got a call from London.
Kerry said she was just about wrapped up there and thought she should come back. I felt a flush of happiness that made me cover the phone. But then I thought I might choke up while speaking with her because of what I knew I had to do.
"Boss, I'm so happy to hear you're doing great. Seems like you're managing really well without me," she said with a laugh in her voice.
"You know, Kerry, I am. As a matter of fact, I was thinking maybe it might be best if you look for another position."
The silence on the line was overpowering.
"You don't want me back?"
"Things have changed, Kerry. I think you know what I mean."
After another long break, she said softly, "Well, maybe it's best if I look at other things."
"Right," I answered. "Chief will be happy to give you a great referral. I'll square everything with her. You've got a lot of vacation time coming. We'll add in a bonus for your work abroad. And, we'll put the word out to other companies. I'm sure you'll find something soon."
"Ok, well I guess that's it," she said.
"Guess so."
I heard the line go dead. I held the phone in my hand not wanting to admit to what I had just done. I knew it was the only thing I could do, but it did not make it any easier.
I had Lola arrange for first class transportation back for Kerry. She put the word out to our clients and soon there was a list of a dozen firms wanting to hire her. They had all worked with Kerry through us and knew how great she was.
I made sure I was out of the office when Kerry came by to collect her personal belongings. There was going to be a big farewell party on Friday at the city's best restaurant.
On Thursday evening, I called Kerry.
"Hi," she said coolly, as she answered my call.
"Hi. Sorry I wasn't around when you came by. Hear you've got a bunch of offers."
"Yeah. Chief has been great."
I heard the implied complaint that it was Chief and not me helping her.
"Hey, Kerry, can you stop by my apartment tonight?"
"What for?"
"Oh, you left some stuff here and I thought you should have it."
"Whatever I left I can live without. Definitely, live without," she said the ice creeping back into her voice. "Do whatever you want with it."
"Hey, you left it here. You need to deal with it. Come by at seven. See you then." I was definitely Josh the Prick as I spoke with her.
I hung up before she had a chance to answer. Would she come, I asked myself.
At 7:30 my doorbell rang. I saw Kerry on the monitor and buzzed her in.
In a minute there was a knock at my door. Taking a deep breath, I opened it.
Kerry was standing there, looking none to happy to see me. Still, she could not let her anger overrule her upbringing. Kansas girls are always polite.
"You look good, Bo.... You look good."
"Thanks, come in."
She stepped in and stopped in place. She looked around the living room taking in the many lit candles, the two dozen roses in a vase resting on the coffee table, right next to a wine cooler with a bottle of champagne chilling inside.
She looked at me. "What's..."
"Oh yeah, let me get what you left."
I went to the spare bedroom and returned with the black dress she wore the last night I saw her. I laid it on the back of the couch.
"What's going on? Why am I here?"
"I wanted to give you back your dress. It's a beautiful dress. Looks great on you, too."
"What's with the candles, roses, champagne? Isn't this a little much for a person you fired?"
"Oh, did you think this was for you?"
Her face fell.
"Oh, no, of course not. I mean I was just an employee. That's what I was, right."
"Absolutely. A great one. Actually, the best employee a person could have."
"What the hell," she said. "Just give me my dress and I'll get out of your life forever. I'll leave now so I won't interfere with what you have planned tonight."
"Actually, Kerry, there is one more thing I want to give you."
She looked at me as I crossed to her.
Opening my arms I pulled her to me and hugged her tightly.
She was stiff in my arms. I pressed my cheek to hers and spoke into her ear.
"For all those weeks, I couldn't hug you. Now, I can. Thank you, Kerry. I would have never made it through that mess without you. I've come to realize that I can't live without you, either."
"But you fired me."
"Exactly, I certainly can't date my executive assistant. That would be totally improper. So, Kerry, will you consider going out with me. Let's say our first date will be tonight and then tomorrow I'd love to escort you to your farewell party."
Kerry pushed herself back from me.
"What are you saying?"
"Kerry, I'm saying I love you. If you will take a chance, I think we can be the best couple that ever was. Please say yes."
Tears filled both our eyes and she melted into my arms. I felt the strength of her body pressing into me. I looked at her and our mouths met. The warmth of that kiss traveled through my body like liquid fire. The only thought I had was I wanted more.
Kerry broke our kiss and looked up at me.
"Josh, I love you. I want to be with you forever."
"Hey, no more 'Boss'?"
"No, but I hope I will soon call you 'Lover'"
She took my hand and we headed to our bedroom.
I still had the big bed but the hospital tables were gone.
I pulled Kerry tight and let my hands slide down to her butt. The experience exceeded my fantasy. Her cheeks were full and tight. I pushed myself into her and she responded as we kissed.
I broke our embrace and started unbuttoning her blouse. Kerry stared in my eyes as I slid the garment to the floor. Her breast swelled behind her bra. I undid it and slowly exposed her pale breasts. Her large nipples were hard as my hands caressed them. I bent my head and took a nipple into my mouth. Kerry moaned and moved her hands to my belt. Soon, she had me undone and my pants dropped to the floor.
We moved together to the bed, pulling each other down. I undid her pants and pulled them down as I moved to kneel in front of her. I kissed her through her panties. She pushed against my lips. Hooking my fingers in her waistband, I eased her underwear off. She let her legs fall open. I marveled at the luxurious blond bush in front of me. Her womanly smell filled me and spurred my desire.
I ran my tongue along her sex lips and pressured her clit as it appeared from the folds. She murmured my name and urged me on. I spent a long time between her legs, until the moisture was running freely down her thighs.
Moving on top of her, I looked into her clear blue eyes.
"Ready?"
"Yes."
I placed my tip at her lips. She grasped my shaft and guided it inside her. I was overcome with the warm velvet welcome and the strength of her chamber. She locked eyes with me and smiled. I bent down and we kissed for a long time as we let our bodies become one. Slowly, I began to move and Kerry responded. Soon we built a rhythm and were racing to the climax. I cried out and thrust one last time deep inside as I released. She pulled me tight to her chest and used her legs to push my butt so I was as deep as possible inside her.
We both came for a long time. I did not want to withdraw, even though I was softening. She held me close.
"Kerry, I..."
"Hey, Boss," she said, "I know. I still don't get my job back."
Amidst our laughing, I knew I had lost the best assistant I ever had. Funny, I could care less.
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Let me be clear from the beginning. I love men, and especially my current husband. But, I confess I also love women.
When I was a bit younger, I thought it would be easy to have both men and women in my life. Well, I found out it was a bit more complicated. I also discovered it was worth the effort. And, the final lesson...everything comes with a price tag. You can get what you want, but sometimes you end up with more than you bargained for. But, let me start by describing life a few years ago.
I married Johnny when I was barely 20. I was still in college and Johnny had just graduated. He was working at his first job, a sales position that required him to travel. We had our apartment and were crazy in love—at least it felt that way.
Johnny was gone a lot; I was young and horny, got lonely and figured that picking up with Jane would not really be cheating since Jane was not a man. She was totally like not a man.
Jane and I first hooked up freshman year. We each had roommates who were screwing their way through most of the men on campus. Therefore, on any given Saturday night we would likely be together in one of our rooms while one roommate screwed her latest in the other room and the other roommate stayed over at her boyfriend's.
Neither of us had boyfriends, and, cliché that it is, one thing led to another and we were soon helping each other to reach orgasm nirvana. First girl for me, second for Jane. I liked being with a girl. So different from a man, yet intensely erotic and satisfying.
Even when we more or less found boyfriends, we kept up our lovemaking. I never told Johnny about it when he and I started dating and never raised the subject after we were married.
So, one day Johnny is out of town and Maureen—yours truly—horny girl, wants to make love to other horny girl.
Worked out great! Jane was a fantastic lover, super tongue and magic fingers. Smooth sailing until Johnny's trip to San Francisco was called off as he was about to board a plane.
Walking in to see our respective heads buried in each other's pussies was a bit of a surprise. Oops. Busted seems Johnny was not quite the liberated fellow he thought he was.
Johnny packed his bag; I moved back to campus and graduated a newly single woman.
Fast forward to me working in an ad agency and dating a banker from one of our clients. Pete was a great guy. Handsome, good job, liked to enjoy the cultural scene around Boston, and a fairly good lay.
Have to admit he was a bit on the tight-assed side. Fucking was fun, but straight forward. Not much on munching, but he did—good ol' boy that he was—like a nice blow job every now and then. Well, actually he liked them a lot and often, sometimes to the point of forgetting that I had some needs and areas that required close interaction.
Pete always wanted to try the back door, but anal was not my thing. Made me wonder why someone so uptight would want to hang around the back alley.
Anyway, Susie and I were cubicle mates at the agency. I picked up a strong gay/bi vibe and confirmed it one night while working late on an account. Susie and I were the only ones left in the office. We were both beat and silly from being up for over 30 hours.
We were on our bazillionth cup of coffee and were playing what was the weirdest or kinkiest thing you ever did and stuff like that.
Susie says to me the kinkiest thing she hasn't done but desperately wants to do is eat my pussy on the conference table. I laughed and asked what was my pussy doing on the conference table. I soon found out. With my jeans and panties slung over the back of a chair, and Susie's tongue seeming to reach up my snatch to my tonsils, I reentered a sweet bi-world.
All was going swimmingly until I felt I ought to come clean with Pete; not wanting to play out the same mistake I made with Johnny. He took it in stride and said he wanted to watch. I tried to dissuade him, but he insisted and said it would only be one time.
I asked Susie and she was not keen on the idea, but she was very keen on eating my pussy and, if I may say so with some humility, she definitely did not want to give up me eating her pussy. So, to keep peace, she agreed to a one time session with Pete in the room.
So Peter, minus pants and boxers and fondling his boner, is watching two naked babes going at it. I am on my back, legs stretched wide while Susie is again using her tongue in a most obscene fashion, bent over me with her ass in the air. We are groaning, moaning and grunting for all it's worth.
Peter doesn't say a word, just pushes up off his chair and parks his pecker at the puckered opening of sweet Susie's ass.
Bad move. Susie is not bi, she is 100% American lesbo. She is similar to me in that she is most definitely not into ass play.
Let's just keep the gory details out, except to say that thank god for microsurgery and that testicles do stop hurting after a long rest, although walking bow-legged is not easy for a guy.
So, Pete moved on. And sorry to say, my pussy was even sorrier since Susie moved on too. She found a lovely biker babe that had more tattoos than an all-star rerun of Miami Ink. They rode off into the sunset on her babe's Harley. I imagine Susie comforts her lover's sore pussy every night.
So, it was back to my reliable standby, the Purple Pussy Pleaser, also known as my vibe. An informal survey I had been keeping since college informed me that most of the women I know keep a vibrator around for obvious reasons. Note to self: look into buying stock in Eveready batteries.
Then I met Teddy. Well, actually first, I met Erin. Life does get complicated.
Teddy is everything I want in a man. It's trite but true. He is tall, dark and handsome. Also, he is smart and can make me laugh a lot. He has a great bod, is hung like a horse and knows how to use it. He is an energetic, giving and skilled lover.
So, what's the problem? Actually, there is none. I was totally happy, well, Ok, not totally. I still enjoyed a trip around the world with a gal pal.
But, I was learning my lessons. Before Teddy and I moved in together, I sort of hinted that I really enjoyed having a good girlfriend.
Teddy looked at me and just smiled.
"Good friends like going out to dinner, have a little wine and talk about fascinating girl stuff?" he asked. "Or, good friends like skipping dinner, having wine and fooling around with each other?"
"Mostly the later," I answered meekly.
"Well, does "mostly" mean you girl-fuck each other?"
I never really heard the term "girl-fuck", I just call it fucking, but I got what he was asking.
"Uh, I guess we do," I replied. "Well, not really guess, we do."
"Would guys be involved?"
"Nope, just pussies, no dicks."
Pete thought for a minute. "Ok, I can deal with it," he said.
"And," I added, "I don't think you could be, well, like, involved."
"I wasn't asking," he said.
Cool, I thought.
So, you now know that Teddy is aware of my need to keep my bi- side in gear. Now, I should tell you how Erin and I got together.
Erin and I had been friends since we met at the coffee shop in our office building. She worked three floors below me for a law firm. We hit it off immediately and became BFF. After Pete and before Teddy, Erin and I shared an apartment. We also shared our deepest secrets, double dated, dated the same guys at different times (not Teddy), exchanged clothes and did almost everything together.
Before I met Teddy, the universe shifted for Erin and me. On a couple drunken occasions, late at night in our apartment, we made out and played with each other's tits. In the morning we laughed it off.
The big change came when we finally crossed the imaginary line we had been skirting.
One Saturday, we were sitting around the apartment bemoaning our recent stretch of dateless weekends.
"Shit, this is not the way it's supposed to be," griped Erin. "Two hot babes sitting around on a Saturday night watching a chick flic and eating lousy popcorn."
"You don't like my popcorn," I whined.
"It's Ok, but it does nothing for my aching clit," retorted Erin.
"Is that a statement or a come on," I asked, with just a hint of humor.
Erin stopped in mid chew and looked at me.
"Are you fucking serious, Mo?" she said. "You want to, you know, mess around big time."
I laughed. "Mess around? Hmm, I think I would put it as fuck your brilliant brains out."
Erin put down the popcorn bowl, wiped her hands on her shorts, looked at me and said, "So, eat me."
I did and we started a fantastic run of what we came to call "our sad Saturdays". We always knew how we could cure the sadness and "cheer" each other up.
Although, we each dated men, we never minded when both of us ended up together on a Saturday. Funny as it seems, we rarely screwed each other on any other day. But, we could spend all Saturday day and evening just pleasuring each other.
We each tried other women once and found we preferred each other.
Erin is objectively gorgeous. She is two inches taller than I am which makes her 6'. She has long blond hair, great legs, a tight ass, terrific breasts, and the sweetest trimmed blond pussy I ever met. Her face is long with high cheekbones, arched eyebrows and a pouty mouth. She has clear blue eyes.
After a couple years of sharing the apartment and each other's pussies, I met Teddy. I surprised myself by falling madly in love with him and to my even greater surprise accepting his proposal.
Erin was happy for me. One night after I was engaged, Teddy was at a Red Sox game with his buddies. Erin came home to find me reading yet another bride's magazine.
"Hey, Mo," she asked. "Do you think we'll ever fuck again, or are those days over?"
I set the mag aside, opened my robe to reveal my nude body, spread my legs and said, "I think we just might find the time to do it."
From then on, we switched from "sad Saturdays" to "wild Wednesdays", since Teddy had a standing commitment on Wednesday evenings.
About a month before the wedding, Teddy and I were taking a swan boat ride in the Public Garden. We did a bunch of stupid touristy stuff that summer. As we glided around, I snuggled him and said I needed to tell him something. He kissed my hair and said sure.
I took a deep breath and told him Erin and I were still lovers and usually got together once a week on Wednesdays.
"I love you so much and can't wait to marry, but I want you to know."
He held my hand. He was quiet for a while and then said softly in my ear.
"It's Ok with me. Erin is a great person and I can see why you would be attracted to her. If it's important for you, then I can live with it. I just don't ever want to be played for a fool."
I knew I would love this man forever. Deep inside I also knew I would continue to be attracted to women.
Anyway, Teddy was cool and never made any lewd remarks to Erin, never asked to watch or join in. Teddy and I still made loud love in our apartment, even if Erin was in her room. She was cool with us, and he was cool with Erin and me. He was a real gentleman around Erin. He never walked around naked in front of her, never tried to get her into a threesome, never did anything that Erin or I considered pervy.
Every once in a while he'd ask if I was happy, and I always said yes. I believe he might have thought that my bi-escapades were more fantasy than hardcore reality.
All that disappeared on our wedding day.
Teddy and I married at his parents' country club. After the ceremony, I went upstairs to a little suite of rooms the club makes available for brides. I wanted to freshen my make-up and hair, relax a bit and get ready for the reception. As my maid of honor, Erin came with me.
She touched up my make-up and fixed my hair.
Her face was inches from mine and I could smell her natural scents mixed with the delicate perfume she always wore.
"Erin, you are so beautiful," I murmured as I ran my hand on her cheek. "If you didn't just spend fifteen minutes redoing my make-up, I'd want you to kiss me a hundred times."
She gave me an impish smile and said, "I didn't put make-up on your pussy, darling."
I was still tense and uptight about the wedding and the impending reception. Deep inside I knew I could use a sexual release to calm me down.
Being my second marriage, I did not go in for the big wedding dress. I wore white, but it was a tasteful dress that reached below my knees.
"Seriously," I asked? "Right now?"
Erin nodded and had me stand, with my back side resting on the vanity. She lifted my white skirt, exposing the white nylons held up by a garter belt. Falling to her knees, she slid her fingers under my silk panties and slid them down and off me completely.
My dark pussy was already wet. Erin ran her fingers up and down my slit, slightly spreading my lips. She pushed aside the hood of my clit and gently rubbed it with a finger. Leaning in she began caressing my thighs with soft kisses and then let her tongue explore my lips and clit. My eyes closed as I was swaying with weakness as her finger entered me and her tongue and lips tortured my clit. I knew I could not last much longer.
I was about to give into the building climax when I heard a noise. I opened my eyes to see Teddy standing in the doorway watching us.
When will I ever learn to lock the fucking door?
He entered and closed the door behind him. I started to push Erin's head away.
He said, "Don't stop; finish it."
Erin jerked at the sound of his voice. He smiled at her.
"Go on, Erin, please bring Mo to her climax. I've spent many hours wondering what you two looked like together."
Erin looked up at me searching for an answer. I was torn, but my throbbing pussy overruled everything.
I nodded and guided her head back to my crotch. Erin took up the task with abandon. In a few minutes I was gasping and whimpering as two huge waves crashed over me.
Erin sank back on her heels, her chest heaving.
She picked up my panties, but Teddy stopped her.
He took them from her hand, dried my essence from her lips and chin and then wiped my pussy dry with them. He folded the panties and placed them in his pants pocket. He extended his hand and helped Erin stand.
He pulled her to him and kissed her lips and chin, cleaning the remaining juices from her.
"Ladies, that was unbelievable," he said. "But, you owe me."
"Oh, Teddy, I'm so sorry," I began.
He put his finger to my lips and smiled. "Nothing to be sorry for. You married me and you love me, right."
I eagerly nodded.
"You told me you and Erin were lovers. I admit I did not think she would consummate our marriage before I did, but I know you love me. But, you owe me. Will you both repay me?"
I looked at Erin and we both nodded.
"Good," said Teddy. He turned and looked at Erin. "Lift your dress."
My mind began racing. Was he going to fuck her out of revenge, right in front of me, on our wedding day?
Erin hesitated and Teddy said, "Lift your skirt, Erin. It's Ok."
Slowly she raised her persimmon skirt to mid-thigh. The bride's maids wore cocktail dresses that fell just above the knee.
Her black stockings came into view.
"Higher," said Teddy. "Bring it up to your waist."
Erin inched the material up revealing the tops of the stockings, also held up with a garter belt. Finally, her pink panties were in full view. There was a visible dark spot in the middle of the lacy garment.
Teddy knelt in front of her. He traced her mound with his finger and Erin squirmed. He let his finger move between her lips, creating a camel toe in the panties. He put his nose to her crotch and breathed in her scent. I knew what that must smell like and my own pussy began to drip again.
He put his fingers in the waistband and peeled off the damp undies. He slowly moved them down her thigh and lifted each foot to free them from her. He reached out one finger and slowly slid it into her damp blond pussy. He moved it back and forth, twisted so his finger could hit her G spot and rubbed harder. Erin's knees buckled and she moaned.
Teddy licked her clit that was bursting from its hood. Erin pushed her pussy hard into his face. As she began to thrust, moving quickly to her climax, Teddy removed his finger and licked it clean. He picked up her panties and rubbed them across her damp pussy, smelled them, and put them in another pocket of his pants.
He took Erin's hands in his, letting her skirt fall back in place. He kissed her gently on the lips and hugged her softly.
"Now, ladies, I think we should go greet our guests."
"But, I am like right on the edge," cried Erin. "Could one of you finish me off?"
Teddy smiled and kissed her cheek.
"Let's just say this is part of the payback," he said. "Please do not touch yourself until I give you permission."
Glazed-eyed, Erin nodded slowly. I knew how she got when she was on the verge of an orgasm. She became all twitchy and usually couldn't form a coherent thought.
Teddy offered his arms and we each slipped a hand through his and made our way to the reception hall. I could not believe how wet I was realizing that each of us would be completely bare under our dresses for the entire reception.
We did the greeting line, sat while his brother and Erin offered toasts. Hers was strange to the max and sounded like a stream of conscious gibberish. I tried to enjoy my dinner while my nerves were on end with sexual tension.
The wedding coordinator approached us after the main course and said it was time for the first dance. We stood and Teddy asked Erin to stand and fix my dress. She was fussing with the tiny bow in back and Teddy brushed up against her.
Loud enough for only her and me to hear, he said, "Feel that, Erin? I am going to be dancing with your lover with a rock hard cock. Then, later I am going to dance with you and it will be equally hard, pushing against your naked pussy."
He took my arm and we started our dance. He whispered that we needed to take it easy, because after he danced with me, he would be dancing with his mom and she did not need to know how aroused he'd become.
Fortunately, I had picked a long slow dance and Teddy was safely back to normal for the dance with his mom, then with my mom.
After we cut the cake, the partying and dancing started in earnest. He had yet to make good on his promise to dance with Erin.
We decided to take a break and sit. Teddy went to get us drinks and asked Erin to sit next to me at the head table. He returned and pulled up a chair, placing Erin between us. He handed each of us a tall flute of champagne and casually said to Erin. "Pull your dress up over your thighs."
The table cloth was covering us from view of everyone on the dance floor. Teddy was smiling and leaning in to kiss me. He took my hand and placed on Erin's exposed knee.
He pried her legs apart and put his hand on her other knee. Slowly he started moving his hand upward. He looked me in the eyes and I did the same. With his free hand, he gave Erin her glass and told her to sip.
We each reached her warm and moist pussy at the same time. Teddy moved a finger inside her and Erin almost choked on the bubbly.
With an angelic smile, he said, "Join me, my darling?"
I smiled back and also slid a finger inside Erin. She closed her eyes, dropped her jaw and let her tongue slip out onto her bottom lip.
"For Christ's sake, Erin," I hissed, "Put your tongue back in. It looks like your having an orgasm."
Erin closed her mouth and then whispered, "That's because I'm about to come, you fuckers."
We both felt her thighs close, squeezing our fingers and applying pressure to her clit.
Teddy said, "Spread your legs, my dear, you are not to come yet." She complied as she dug her nails into my thigh and almost spilled the drink in her other hand.



We extracted our fingers, and tried to discreetly lick them clean.
Teddy stood, his back to the dance floor, with an obvious bulge in his black trousers.
"I believe it is time for our dance, Erin."
Letting her walk in front of him to cover his erection, they began a slow dance.
From recent experience, I know how large Teddy's penis feels in a close clinch. She was just a couple inches shorter than Teddy's 6'2" and I guessed that their anatomies would match up well. I knew that he was definitely rubbing against Erin's pussy, and if I could guess, I figured Teddy was working her clit with his cock head. Erin had her eyes closed as Teddy moved along the dance floor. Later Erin confirmed what I suspected, she was hovering on the edge of climax. Every time she got ready to explode, Teddy moved away. He teased her for the entire dance.
The rest of the reception went along without another incident, although Erin spilled her wine, tripped on the dais, and forgot my parents' names. She was totally out of it.
That night in the honeymoon suite at the hotel, Teddy was an animal. We fucked five times and I had seven orgasms. I was sore, but euphoric.
In the morning I called Erin, at Teddy's insistence.
"How are you doing?" I asked.
"It truly was a sad Saturday last night. But, I had sweet dreams of yesterday."
Teddy put his face to the phone and said, "We love you, Erin. Did you get yourself off last night?"
Erin giggled and confessed to multiple orgasms, although it was only by her own hand.
"Yesterday will certainly remain special in our minds for so many reasons," said Teddy. "See you when we get back."
I chatted a couple more minutes with Erin. After assuring her that Teddy was no longer listening she asked,"Is that thing really as big as it feels?"
"Oh yes, and then some," I replied and then hung up after promising to call from Hawaii.
I put the phone back on the night stand and turned to find Teddy's "thing" at full mast. I opened my mouth and began sucking like a baby.
Erin kept our old apartment. After our honeymoon, we picked up our Wild Wednesdays. Teddy never asked about details, just said to say hi to Erin.
About six months later, Teddy's dad decided to go into semi-retirement from the law firm. Teddy's grandfather was a founding partner and now his dad was senior partner. Teddy was a junior partner and most folks felt eventually he'd run the firm.
His mom and dad wanted to move to Hilton Head. His dad would keep a few key clients, but most of his business would go to Teddy. It meant Teddy would be a full partner, be super busy, but also become one of the firm's top billers. That was important come bonus time.
With Teddy's vastly improved income, we decided I could give up my job at the ad agency. I was tired of the 60 hour weeks and constant stress. We agreed I could take some time to relax and maybe get back into my drawing and painting, which were my true passions.
Our real bonus, however, was that his parents offered to sell their house to us at a ridiculously low price. The house had been Teddy's grandfather's and his dad inherited it. It was in the best Boston suburb. When his grandfather built it, he bought two adjacent lots. Though not cheap then, they were practically priceless now. In addition, the back of their lots bordered the reservoir protection area and so they really had a country estate in the city.
The house was a brick Georgian style. His parents updated a lot of it, and we would have enough money to do more work since we were paying so little and would have some equity from the sale of our house.
The best part for both of us was the back yard. It was totally private, had a large in-ground pool, a cabana with shower. There was also a hot tub and outdoor kitchen. In the nice weather, we could live outdoors and live in the nude.
We both enjoyed being naked outside. After we moved in, I invited Erin over for a cookout.
Teddy asked if this meant we had to be "more formal", meaning wearing clothes.
I said we were all friends and that he'd already seen part of her naked. He said "part is not all, and she hasn't seen me nude."
Well," I replied, "I guess you are both in for a treat."
"So, is this looking only?" Teddy asked.
"What do you mean?" I said. "You want it to go beyond looking?"
He kissed me and held me close. "Mo, you are the only woman I want. I can be happy the rest of my life being with you and only you. But, I keep sensing that you get restless, that you're searching for something more."
I thought for a moment and said, "Not something more, something different. I love you Teddy. But, I wonder what sensations and experiences might be out there. Not to turn from our love, but to intensify it. You know we add spice to food to give it zip. Maybe some spicy sex can give us a zip."
"Yeah, but sometimes too much spice spoils things."
"Well, let's just add a bit at a time. Erin will be here. I want to make love to her while you watch. Like on our wedding day when you watched her get me off. I still have erotic dreams about that. I want to show you off to her. You are so beautiful naked and I know she has fantasized about your dick. She's told me that much. And, is there more to happen? Let's see and let's not put up barriers."
Erin arrived on Saturday bearing wine and hors d'oeuvres. I greeted her wearing a loose caftan. I said Teddy was out back and warned her, again, that clothing was most definitely optional.
"Then, lead on," she laughed.
Teddy was in the pool and called out to us as we approached.
I told him to come greet our guest. He smiled and climbed out.
As he approached, his dick swung back and forth and his balls bounced ever so nicely.
"Jesus Christ," exclaimed Erin, "did you forget to leave the noodle float in the pool or is that really you?"
"All mine, dear," he said, "but Mo has visitation rights."
We all laughed and he embraced Erin.
Tentatively at first, Erin hugged back. Then she gave in and pulled Teddy to her, letting one hand fall to his tight butt.
Pulling back, she looked down at the mass between his legs. "God, I cannot tell you how many times I wondered what that looked like. It felt like a log when we were dancing at the wedding."
"You are not far off," I said. Reaching between them and rubbing my hand up and down on the referenced piece of wood.
"Well, enough of my cock," said Teddy. "How about I get drinks and Erin gets naked."
He turned and went to the bar to mix gin and tonics.
Erin looked at me and I nodded. She pulled her shirt and bra off in one motion and dropped her shorts and panties in another. I shed my caftan. We hugged and kissed and then turned to face Teddy returning with a tray of drinks.
"Magnificent," he smiled. His eyes traveled over our naked bodies, then made a return trip over Erin's.
We each took our glasses and toasted.
"Here's to a great summer," I said.
"And, to a naked one," he added.
"Amen," chimed in Erin.
We drank and enjoyed the afternoon in the sun.
Teddy did his usual 100 laps and Erin and I did a few discreet laps of our own on a mat by the pool.
Our final orgasm, achieved in the classic 69 position, was witnessed by Teddy as he rested his chin in his hands on the pool apron.
Teddy climbed out and stretched out on a lounger, his cock resting on his thigh. He pulled on his sunglasses and a baseball cap and settled back.
Erin kept staring at him.
"Not bad?" I asked.
"Fucking unbelievable," she replied. "I know you said he was well endowed, but, Christ, Mo, you never said like this."
"Ladies, I am right here you know," offered Teddy.
"Sweetheart, now is the time to keep your eyes and mouth closed," I purred.
I lifted his cock and offered it to Erin. She hesitated, then took it in her hand.
"God, it's so heavy."
She fingered the length of it and reached between his legs and fondled his balls.
"Want to see it up ready for action?" I teased.
Erin nodded.
I bent over Teddy and looked up at Erin. She had removed her sunglasses and stared intently at me as my face hovered over Teddy's dick.
"Good thing you are my best friend," I said, "or I'd never have the nerve to do this."
I turned and took the tip and then a good portion of Teddy's cock into my mouth. I proceeded to give him a class A blow job and in a few minutes he was at full mast.
His tip was almost purple with the blood pounding through it and the vein on top throbbed.
I took Erin's hand and placed it on the shaft. Tentatively, she moved it up and down the length. As I moved behind her, sitting with my body pressed against hers, and my legs around hers, I cupped each breast.
Erin sighed and began stroking Teddy more vigorously.
I teased her nipples and let one hand fall into her crotch. She was soaked and I slid a finger inside. She groaned.
Teddy began to move, but I said, "Eyes closed, darling."
Erin was now pumping him with all her might as I plunged in and out of her pussy and played with her clit.
Teddy said, "Can't hold it."
I replied, "Let it go, dear."
Erin pumped two more times and he began shooting long streams of white onto his stomach
Reflexively, Erin quickly bent over and took him in her mouth, and pumped the remainder down her throat. Teddy had pulled off his sunglasses and watched the top of the blond head bob up and down on his spurting erection.
I rammed three fingers in her pussy and played with her clit, until I felt the tightness in her vagina and the shudders that signaled her climax.
Having drained Teddy, Erin sat back up and rested in my embrace. He looked at us, her legs spread wide and my fingers still inside her coaxing a mild reaction.
None of us spoke for a few minutes.
"Awesome," was all Teddy could muster.
"Amen," rejoined Erin and I simply smiled and nodded.
I said, "Why don't you two go over and rinse each other off in the shower, while I watch."
They rose slowly and walked hand in hand to the outdoor shower by the cabana. Teddy adjusted the water and they stepped under the spray. He filled his hands with body soap and worked every inch of her body. She reciprocated, and knelt to use her mouth once again on the now flaccid penis. She licked up his body and they hugged. He positioned his slowly swelling member between her legs and she rocked back and forth.
All the while, I am playing myself into a frenzy. They kissed for a while, then Teddy bent to caress each nipple. Kissing once more, and embracing, they stood under the streaming water.
Finally, Teddy reached behind her and cut the flow. They turned and walked toward me. He was not erect, but his penis had swollen and bounced against his upper thigh as he walked. Erin gleamed in the sun like a naked goddess, all wet and blond.
Teddy led her to the double lounger I was in. He eased her next to me and I snuggled Erin in my arms.
"I think we need drinks," Teddy said. "And, I need to use the men's. Be back in a jiff."
He crossed to the cabana and disappeared inside.
I lifted Erin's chin and looked into her eyes. She returned my stare then broke into a wide grin.
"Fuckin' awesome," she said and pulled my face to hers. We kissed until I heard Teddy say, "Drinks."
He set a tray of wine glasses and a cooler of white wine on the table between the loungers and took his place across from us.
He poured and handed each of us a glass.
We raised our glasses, and he said, "To summers, friends, lovers and what the fuck."
We shouted back, "What the fuck."
After that, the barriers were definitely down. Erin stayed over a lot on weekends. Some nights she'd be alone in a guest room, some nights I'd be with her. On a few occasions, she shared our king bed. When that happened, she and Teddy would playfully—if I can explain it that way—enjoy oral sex with each other.
On the third time we were together in our bed, Erin and I were both giving him a nice, slow blow job. His dick was stone hard.
I looked at Erin and said, "Want to ride it?"
Teddy lifted his head to look at me and Erin's mouth pulled off his erection.
They both said at once, "Really?"
"Yeah," I replied. "I think it will be cool and I want to watch another woman take that monster."
Teddy and Erin looked at each other, smiled and shrugged.
I slipped a condom on him, and Erin climbed on top, letting her now flowing pussy hover over Teddy's tip. I leaned in and licked her clit a bunch of times and then pulled back to lean on the pillows and watch.
Slowly she eased his tip inside. He pushed a little and Erin gasped.
"Nice and slow, Erin, you can do it," I coached.
Moving up and down and working her juices over his erection, Erin eased all of Teddy into her. She then began moving up and down. I told Teddy to let her work by herself so he didn't accidently hurt her.
After another minute or two, Erin was almost bouncing. Her jaw was slack and her eyes closed. She kept moving and started panting. She leaned over, resting her hands on Teddy's broad chest, and moved her pussy back and forth. Finally, she screamed and gave one last thrust. Her body quivered and she collapsed on top of Teddy.
I could tell he didn't come and knew he was still hard inside her. He ground his hips a little and Erin moaned.
"No more, God, please no more," she whispered.
Teddy had a wicked grin and lifted her easily, settling her on her back, his cock still buried in her.
He eased one leg, then the other, onto his broad shoulders and began a slow in and out, bringing his cock almost out and then pushing it back deep inside her.
Erin was making some incoherent sounds as Teddy kept a slow and steady pace. As he sensed her rising to a finish, he started a series of strong, hard thrusts. Erin screamed with each one and at last dug her nails deep into his butt and screamed so loud I thought the neighbors might call the police. He gave her a couple more thrusts for good measure then slowly pulled his still hard cock out.
She eased her legs straight and lay in between the two of us.
"Not bad?" I prodded.
"Unfucking believable," she said smiling at me. "And, you do this all the time. Oh my God!"
We all laughed. I kissed her deeply, then crawled over her limp body, peeled off the condom, and climbed on board.
Erin watched in awe as we fucked like monkeys. In about five minutes we were both ready, and I felt Teddy start shooting in me. I had come once and now pulled off letting him shoot up over his stomach and chest. When he finished, Erin and I cleaned him with our tongues and we pulled the sheet over and fell asleep nestled together.
We had an easy and fun thing going. Erin and Teddy began to fuck regularly when she stayed over. Sometimes I watched, sometimes I joined in. At times, Teddy would watch Erin and me together. He liked us in a 69. He would move back and forth, using his tongue on our exposed pussies and assholes. It was a glorious time.
Around mid-summer, Erin had to temporarily move to Milwaukee on a bank assignment. We both missed her, but looked forward to the fall when she was scheduled for her return.
We feared that the edge she brought to our sex life might make our lives seem dull.
We soon discovered that was a foolish fear.
I wondered if Teddy and I could ever replace that fire in our sex that Erin brought. We still made love almost every night and more than that on weekends. The sex was excellent, but I felt it had lost the edge without another person involved. I questioned if maybe I would never feel that rush of sexual adrenaline again.
The answer to that question was provided via a dog.
That summer I became main caretaker for Teddy's Great Dane, Bruno. Bruno was the family dog, and went with his parents to Hilton Head. They found he was a bit too big for condo life and we took him back. He immediately abandoned Teddy and bonded with me.
He is half as tall as I am and a gentle giant. He lives for his walks. Many times, we go into the reservation land behind our house and I can let Bruno off his leash. He runs through the woods, chases squirrels and just has a blast.
Other days, I put him on his leash and we walk into Newton Center where I can pick up a few items that we need and which I can cram into my shoulder bag.
One day I was heading back to the house, latte in hand, and saw the woman who lived at the far end of our block in her garden.
She looked up and waved and started to make her way over. I stopped and Bruno sprawled on her lawn.
"I've been meaning to say hell-o," she said with a slight Southern drawl. "I see you walking with this adorable dog and know you live up in that gorgeous Georgian house."
I smiled and offered my hand, "Maureen Forbes. Pleased to meet you."
"Candace Fuller, and so pleased to meet you."
She was about my age and not quite my height with soft brown hair and big brown eyes. In her shorts and polo shirt, I could see her trim and compact figure.
"Have you lived here long," I asked.
"Going on five years in the Boston area," she replied, "but just two months in this house. Biff, my husband, was transferred here from Atlanta. He was in charge of commercial banking for his daddy's bank in Georgia. When they were bought out, they wanted him to do the same work up here at their main office. So, we made the move. I'm getting used to it."
I picked up a bit of regret. "The winters are too harsh?"
"No, well, yes, they are different," she said, "but mostly I miss our friends. We had a real close circle in Atlanta. We haven't really clicked with any folks here. I confess that's why I was eager to meet you. I think we're around the same age and thought maybe we could get to know each other."
I didn't feel she was pushing too hard and sensed she was a bit lonely.
"Do you work, Candace?"
"Candy."
"What?" I thought she meant working in a candy store, when I realized she meant her name.
"Oh, sure. I'm Mo."
Candy said, "I worked in Atlanta, interior design. Since we moved here, I haven't done anything. I keep thinking I might look around at the local firms and see if they need any help.
"How, about you, Mo?"
I told her about my former career and how I was now working on the house, caring for Bruno and dabbling in drawing and painting.
Candy smiled and fiddled with the digging tool in her hand.
"Would you like to come in for a Coke or something?"
"Well, I need to get Bruno back," I said.
I caught a quick look of disappointment on her face.
"Hey, give me five minutes and come down for a drink at my house. Maybe you could give me a couple tips on how to rearrange some of the rooms."
"Oh, I couldn't impose."
"No, come down. My husband is away, and I could use the company."
"Really?" she asked.
"Sure."
"Swell, I'll be there in a bit."
I led Bruno, or more accurately, he pulled me home. I fed him and jumped in the shower for a quick rinse off. As I shampooed my hair, I wondered if I was primping.
I was concerned that Candy would notice that I had cleaned up, but put the thought aside and fixed a plate of cheese and crackers.
The doorbell rang and I opened it to find Candy standing there with damp hair, a short green skirt and clean blouse.
We looked at each other's hair and burst out laughing.
I invited her in and we sat in the sunroom.
"I must confess," said Candy, "that I've been dying to see this house. I walk by all the time and think it is so beautiful."
"Well, then, how about the grand tour."
"Oh, please, I wasn't hinting..."
"Come on. It's a great place. Teddy, my husband, his grandfather built it. I'd like to bring the main rooms downstairs up to today's standards without loosing all the charm of the antiques and classic decorations."
I led her around the first floor. She loved the scale of the rooms, the antiques, and the artwork. She made a couple suggestions about how to rearrange the furniture and introduce some colors to give the rooms a refreshed feel.



Going upstairs, I showed her the four bedrooms, one of which is a guest suite, the upstairs study and then our master suite.
As I opened the door, I silently cursed at my hasty change. On the floor right in front of us were my panties. As luck would have it, they were a lacy thong pair that Teddy loved and I wore to bed last night to give him a good send off before his trip.
"Excuse me," I muttered as I quickly scooped them up.
"My, they look so pretty and, how shall I say, delicate," Candy offered.
I blushed and said "Teddy likes them."
"Do you mind," said Candy extending her hand.
Dumbfounded that this woman I just barely met wanted to handle my unmentionables, I handed them over.
She fingered the material and held them open.
"Lovely. They would look great on you, Mo. I have some just like them."
She handed them back to me and I crumpled them in my hand. As I showed the master bath, I flipped them into the hamper.
Back downstairs, I led Candy to the back.
"Oh my gracious, this is Eden."
I told her we loved it.
"My, my, I mean it. This really is a little Eden back here. The pool is beautiful and you have complete privacy. We don't have a pool, and only a fence separates our neighbors on the side and back."
Candy walked along the edge of the pool and sipped her sparkling water.
She twirled and faced me.
"Back in Atlanta, we had a much more private yard. And, I don't mean to be too wicked, but Biff and I did a lot of skinny-dipping. We miss that here."
I laughed and said, "I know what you mean. Teddy and I rarely wear anything when we're out here."
I could not believe I had just said those words out loud. "Candy, I didn't mean to imply..."
Candy smiled at me over the rim of her glass, "Hey, I said it was like an Eden, and you know Adam and Eve were naked there."
I smiled and added, "Until they discovered sin, as I recall."
Candy gave me a sly grin, "Well, let's hope sin doesn't deter you from enjoying your lovely yard, Mo."
I broke the mood and led her to the cabana with its two changing rooms, bathroom and small sitting room.
"Lovely," she proclaimed.
Our back yard was about a half acre and had a formal garden and a cutting garden. Candy said it must be such a treat to have fresh cut flowers.
"I love it," I answered, "setting a table with flowers from our garden. Hey, when Teddy gets back, we'll have you and Biff over for dinner."
Candy beamed. "That would be sweet, darling. I agree only if you let me help you."
"Why not. The ladies will do the cooking and prepare the meal, and the guys can do the cleaning."
"Oh, that's just like down home," said Candy, "only in the south the men folk never do the cleaning."
"Welcome, to the north," I said.
When Teddy returned later in the week, I filled him in on my encounter with Candy and our subsequent phone chats where we shared more of our lives.
"Candy and Biff, are you shitting me?" he said sipping his single malt scotch.
"Yeah, I know it sounds goofy, but she is nice and attractive in that Southern Bell way."
"And, which way is that," he asked.
"Perfect hair, make-up even while working in the garden, tailored clothes, and that sweet southern drawl," I replied giving my best Boston impression of a Georgia accent.
"I bet Biff is one of those good ol' boys and probably a rabid racist," offered Teddy.
"Honey, let's not judge them. I know they are both deeply involved in their church and both teach Sunday school."
"Great. Fuckin' bible thumpers. Probably going to preach to us about the evils of life here in Sodom. Shit, I hope we can at least drink around them."
"Teddy, be nice." I pleaded. "Actually, Candy said they used to skinny-dip back in Atlanta. That makes them a little more human."
"Sure," Teddy huffed. "Skinny-dipping to them probably means she wears a two-piece rather than a onesie."
"Teddy, don't go getting an attitude about them before you meet," I told him. "We have no plans for Saturday, so I'd like to call Candy and invite them."
"Have you even met the Biffster?" he asked.
"No, but I plan to do so this coming Saturday," I said with a smile. "And, I expect the charming Teddy to be here."
"Or what?" he grumbled.
"Or, I may have a headache for a very long time," I replied.
"Sir Galahad will be at your service, M'lady," Teddy said with a mock bow.
Setting his drink down, he approached and said, "Now, methinks I will carry this wench to my chamber and ravage her."
"That doesn't sound like Sir Galahad," I protested.
"No, it's Sir Lancelot," he said grinding his erection into my belly.
"Ah," was all I could say before he hoisted me over his shoulder and made good on his promise of ravaging.
The next day I called Candy and we finalized our plans.
"Biff is so looking forward to meeting you and Teddy," said Candy.
"And, I am also eager to meet your husband."
We agreed she would come over Saturday morning and we'd work on the decorations and prepare for dinner.
Teddy made an early golf date and was gone by 7 AM. Candy arrived at 8:30. She wore a wide-brimmed straw hat and carried a shallow basket that contained gloves and shears. She had Capri pants and a white t-shirt, with a bra showing underneath.
Over coffee, we decided on a simple meal of garden salad, roasted chicken, potato salad, green beans and cole slaw. Candy would make the potato salad and cole slaw and I would do the rest, including an apple pie for dessert. We cut flowers for the dinning table and the table in the sunroom where we would have drinks.
I broached the alcohol subject.
"Candy, I don't know how to put this," I began, "but knowing you and Biff are obviously Christian, do you ever drink?"
Candy let out such a husky roar, that I was taken aback.
"Honey, we are from Atlanta and I think the average gin quotient is higher there than anywhere," she said. "Yes, we enjoy a drink. We are not little ol' sticks in the mud."
Candy squeezed my arm as she made her last point. Her hands were soft, but there was strength in her grip.
We finished our preparations. I still had to go to the store and pick up supplies.
Candy said she and Biff would come around 6.
"Perfect," I assured her.
We said our good-byes at the door.
I went for a clean shirt and drove off to the shopping center. Later, I tossed a green salad and washed the beans. I made hors d'oeuvres from cherry tomatoes stuffed with bacon bits, mayo and shredded lettuce and put a nice piece of brie on the counter to soften. I would serve it with sliced French bread.
I opted for a long soak in the tub. As I idly rubbed my clit, I thought about Candy and her interest in naked swimming. My mind wandered to what she would look like standing by the side of the pool without her clothes. I set both my imagination and fingers free and shivered to an orgasm in spite of the warm bath water.
Teddy came back from golf, stripped and showered. He was toweling off in our bedroom and I was lounging naked on our bed.
I filled him in on my day and that I found out that Candy and Biff were not tea-totalers.
"So, she's open to drinking?" he asked while rubbing his long and thick prick with the towel.
I was lost in a lustful contemplation, when he called out.
"Hell-o, Mo. Anyone home?"
I Looked up and said yes.
"Teddy?"
"Yes."
"Would you like a blow job?"
"Thought you'd never ask," he answered with a smile.
I love Teddy's prick when it's soft. It hangs down straight, centered right between his huge balls. It is thick and heavy, and I enjoy just playing with it. I measured it several times and it is over 8 inches soft and at least two inches longer hard. I could stare at it for hours. I know every inch of it. The long vein that runs along the top ending at the base of his mushroom cap is a favorite path for my tongue.
Easing the cap into my mouth I feel a gush of excitement between my legs. As I gently pull and suck, his member begins to swell and stiffen. As it reaches full extension, I can barely get my mouth around it. A lot of practice has allowed me to deep throat a good portion of it, and Teddy rewards me with moans that seem to come from the deepest part of him.
I remove my mouth and lick and nibble his shaft, finally turning my attention to his balls. I convinced Teddy to shave them and closely trim his pubes. I love the hairless sacks as I tongue the delicate nut inside. Teddy moans louder and I gently take one inside my mouth, sucking and using my tongue.
After equal treatment with the other nut, I return to his shaft, and use my hand to stroke him with a steady and firm beat.
Sensing a build up, I return him to my mouth and go up and down quickly, my saliva providing an effective lubricant. Cupping his balls in one hand, stroking with the other, and sucking as if I was gasping for life, I feel him tense and then release with jet after jet of hot, salty essence of the man I love.
I drain him dry, give each nut one more nuzzle and crawl up into his arms.
"Mo, as I have said many times, and you know I mean this with the utmost respect, you are the best fuckin' cocksucker in the world."
"Oh, you lawyers have such a command of the language," I answered.
We dozed in each other's arms.
I awoke with a start and realized I had better get the chicken going. I dashed down stairs and turned on the oven to heat. I cleaned the full bird, rubbed it with oil and herbs and put it in to roast along with a baking dish of sage dressing I had prepared earlier. Checking the time, I knew that it would take about an hour to roast and then we would let it set for twenty minutes before carving. The timing would be perfect since Candy and Biff were due in fifteen minutes.
I went into the sunroom to set out the cheese tray and almost had a heart attack when I heard a tap on the door.
I looked over to see Candy peering in.
I was trapped in the room, naked as the day I was born.
I figured what the hell, and crossed and slid open the door.
"Candy, what are you doing here?" I said, trying to cover my boobs and bush with my hands.
"I am so sorry, Mo. I had the food in the car and thought I'd run it up. Then, Biff and I could walk up and not have to worry about driving home. I knocked on the front door, but didn't get an answer."
Candy stopped talking and let her gaze wander up and down my exposed frame.
"Guess, you aren't exactly ready?" she offered.
"Good guess. Go around front and I'll let you in, so you can carry in your stuff."
As Candy scooted away, I headed for the front door looking for anything to cover up with. A victim of my own earlier housecleaning, there was nothing except a couple kitchen towels. I figured they would look ridiculous and not really cover anything.
Teddy shouted down, "What's going on?"
I yelled, "Nothing. But do not come down. I'll be up in a second."
"Is everything Ok," he said and I heard him coming down the steps.
"Teddy, go back up. Candy is here and I'll handle it. Go get dressed."
I heard his footsteps retreating at the same time I heard a knock on the door.
I opened it, letting it cover my nakedness.
Candy rushed in with a large cardboard box. I closed the door and led her to the kitchen, immediately regretting that I was now showing her my bouncing butt.
Candy set the box on the counter and looked at me.
"Honey, I am sorry. I shoulda' called. Please don't be embarrassed."
I smiled and said, "Well, you did declare this an Eden. I just didn't count on being caught by an angel."
Did I just say that, I am loosing it.
Candy beamed. "That's sweet, Honey. And, you should not be embarrassed. You are beautiful. A real Venus."
"I think we're getting our bibles and mythologies mixed, but thanks. Now, I think I better get something on before Biff arrives. I don't want to make a bad first impression."
"Honey, with that figure, you would never make anything but a spectacular impression."
Candy laid a hand on my naked hip and leaned in and kissed me lightly on the cheek. She smelled, well, like I'd imagine a Southern Bell would smell, fresh and flowery. As she kissed me, her hand lightly moved across my naked ass and down the back of my thigh.
She turned and exited and I ran upstairs to get dressed.
"Well, that was interesting," I said slipping on my black lace panties that Candy had admired on her first visit. I complemented that with a matching sheer bra that loosely held my breasts and let my nipples, now totally erect, show through. I pulled on a black silk blouse, leaving the top three buttons open to reveal my cleavage and the lacy tops of the bra. I stepped into a soft cotton white skirt that flared to a lace-covered hem. A pair of leather sandals, with a slight heel completed the outfit.
Teddy watched me dress, but made no effort to do the same.
"Hurry, they will be here soon," I urged.
"Well, you greeted her in the nude, maybe I should do the same," he smirked.
"Teddy," I pleaded with a small whine.
He laughed and dug out a pair of light cotton pants from his closet. He pulled them on, not bothering with underwear. I eyed him and he just smiled. I could make out where his penis hung down his right pants leg.
"Oh God, this was going to be an interesting night," I thought.
He donned a blue oxford cloth shirt, tucked in the tails, and added a braided brown leather belt. He slipped his sockless feet into brown penny loafers. He looked terrific and I told him so. He crossed toward me and I could make out the movement of his penis under the thin cotton.
"Teddy, you should really wear some boxers. I can see you swinging as you walk."
"Then, just keep thinking about how I'm going to use it later," he said and kissed me.
We made it back downstairs with a few minutes left for final preparations when I heard a knock at the door.
I opened to find Candy and a surprisingly handsome man standing there.
Biff was over six feet with thick blond hair and blue eyes, almost the same shade as his wife's. He was lean and wore a long-sleeved white shirt, black linen pants and black loafers. He took my hand and pulled me to him for a kiss on the cheek. He had a subtle cologne, something old fashioned, but not without its allure.
Candy also kissed my cheek and gave me a hug, pressing her full breasts into mine.
I introduced them to Teddy. As he crossed the foyer to greet them, all I could notice was the bounce of his penis in his pants. I wondered if they saw the same thing.
Candy kissed Teddy's cheek and Biff gave him a hearty handshake.
We assembled in the sunroom, and Teddy made drinks for us all.
While enjoying the snacks and drinks, we filled each other in on our work and backgrounds.
Candy said that we had the loveliest back yard, a "real Eden" she added with a smile directed at me.
Teddy invited our guests outdoors. With drinks in hand, we went poolside. Biff made appropriate comments on how beautiful and private it was.
Teddy took our empty glasses and went inside for refills. I led Candy and Biff to the far side and showed them the cabana.
Teddy reemerged with a tray holding our drinks. As he crossed to us, I could again see his penis bobbing in his pants leg. I only prayed our guests were not as observant.
After a quick tour of the garden, I said I had to finish dinner details. Candy detached herself from Biff and said she'd help.
"Now you boys enjoy a little man talk while we're gone," she drawled.
In the kitchen I took the chicken from the oven, set if on a carving board, covered it with foil and let it stand on the counter.
Candy dressed the salad and carried the bowl to the dining room. She returned with a freshened drink in each hand and passed one glass to me.
We made eye contact, clinked and each took a big pull.
"Mo, Honey," she said, "Can I ask you something girl to girl?"
"Sure," I replied not knowing where it was going.
"Well, first I have to confess I am feeling the effect of these lovely gin and tonics," she said. "Maybe that's why I am being a little forward. So, please do not take any offense at my question."
"What is it, Candy?"
"Well," she purred, "I couldn't help but notice a certain movement in Teddy's pants. Am I seeing things or is he showing a certain bounce halfway down his thigh?"
I laughed and answered.
"Candy you are not seeing things. Yes, that is what you think it is, and, if I may add, it is spectacular."
Candy put her hand on the counter for support, rested her drink on the granite top and began to fan herself.
"I do declare I feel a bit faint right now," she proclaimed. "I mean your man is endowed to that extent?"
"Oh, indeed." I, too, was feeling the effects of the gin and decided to be even more provocative.
"As a matter of fact, Candy, just before you came upon me in the sunroom in all my glory, I had just finished giving Teddy a first class BJ, and that little rumple you noticed in his pants was in full bloom and even bigger than it appears."
Candy swooned a bit and I really thought she might faint. I put a hand out to steady her.
"Honey, you mean this pretty little mouth of yours was able to contain that big man-thing?"
I nodded and opened my mouth to run my tongue around my lips, giving Candy a lascivious grin.
Candy stepped forward and slipped her hand behind my neck.
"You mean these delicate lips were wrapped around that big, old piece of man."
With that, she brought her lips to mine and kissed me with a heat I did not expect. At first I was taken aback, but soon felt a warmth spreading through those lace panties I was wearing. I kissed back and tentatively offered my tongue.
Candy opened and sucked my tongue deep into her mouth. At the same time she slid her hands around my waist pulled me tight to her and then dropped her hands to my butt. She felt me through the thin cotton of my skirt.
Pulling back, she whispered, "Don't tell me you are wearing that delicate lacy thing I saw on your floor the other day."
I nodded.
Her hands moved over my butt and traced the split between my cheeks.
"Ooh, you are a temptress, Honey. Show me."
She kissed me again, pressing her breasts into mine. I am sure she must have felt my nipples that to me seemed more like chips of granite than flesh.
"What?"
"Show me, sweetie." Candy's hand moved from my ass and traced the outline of my panties in the front. As her finger brushed across my crotch, I shivered.
"Come on, I've already seen you buck naked," she cooed.
I looked around to be sure the men were not in sight and lifted my skirt, exposing the sheer lace.
Candy looked and then reached out to run a finger between the band of my panties and my skin. The tip of her finger brushed across the top of my trimmed pubes. I shivered again.
"They look beautiful on you, Mo."
She kissed me lightly on the lips, dipped her finger deeper into my panties, touched my clit hood, rubbed it lightly, and then stepped back.
"Well, Honey, this has been a delight, but we better get dinner on the table."
She brought her hands up my front and. before breaking away, cupped each breast, letting her thumbs play over my erect nipples. I moaned and felt even more wetness soak into my panties.
"Ooh, Honey, these are so sweet," she said as she gently squeezed each nipple.
Candy spun away and headed to the back door. In a second I heard her calling the men inside.
I carried a basket of warm rolls to the table and we began dinner. I tried to concentrate on the food and conversation, but could not overcome the wetness of my panties and the throbbing throughout my body.
Candy and I cleared the salad plates. She made no more advances in the kitchen. I carved the chicken and she fixed the side dishes. We served the men and Teddy poured white wine for all.



"I sure am glad we're walking tonight," said Candy, "I do believe I am getting a teeny bit tipsy. You aren't trying to get me drunk are you, Teddy?"
"Now why would I do that?" he answered.
"Well, I don't know. Sometimes you big northern men are hard to fathom," she cooed.
"No hidden intentions here, Candy," said Teddy with assurance. "Just trying to have a good time."
Biff said, "I think Candy's just teasing you Teddy. By the way, I just have to say again what a perfect back yard you have. I am envious of your privacy."
"Isn't that one of the deadly sins--envy," I asked in a teasing voice.
"Sure is, Mo," said Biff, "but definitely one of the lower ranking ones. Not anywhere near, well, lust."
We all laughed at toasted each other.
"Well," said Teddy, "consider that you have an open invitation to join us in the pool anytime."
"Really," said Candy.
"Really. Right Mo?"
"Oh yeah, any time," I answered.
"As a matter of fact, tomorrow's supposed to be perfect," Teddy went on. "Why not come over for a dip and maybe a little cook-out."
"Well, we have church in the morning and we both teach bible classes afterwards," said Biff. "I think we could make it by 2."
"Sounds like a plan," confirmed Teddy.
"What can we bring," asked Candy.
"Anything but your suits," I blurted and literally clasped my hand over my mouth.
Teddy shot me a glance and I could only shrug.
"Sorry," I apologized. "That just sort of slipped out. I meant no disrespect."
"None taken," said Biff. "Actually, if you promise to keep this among the four of us, Candy and I did our share of skinny-dipping back in Atlanta. Haven't tried it here because we have no pool and even less privacy—so we opted not to put in a pool. So, no, Mo, you have not offended us."
"Well, in that case," I said, "just bring some wine."
After a pause, I added, "And lots of sunscreen."
Laughing we all toasted once more.
We finished and to Candy's surprise, Biff offered to help me clear the table. She said I must be a good influence on him. She hugged him and whispered in his ear. He smiled and hugged her back.
Teddy and Candy went back to the sunroom where I had laid out dessert and started the coffee I had primed in the pot.
Biff and I rinsed the dishes and I was bending over putting them in the dishwasher. He moved behind me and I felt him push against my rear. I was sure I was feeling an erection.
I stood quickly and Biff slid his hands around my waist and pushed his hard-on between my cheeks.
"Biff," I began, "what the heck are you..."
He pushed harder and slid one hand down and grabbed me between my legs, feeling my pussy through the fabric of my skirt and panties.
"You are incredibly sexy, Mo," he whispered in my ear as both my ass and pussy were assaulted. "Candy has been raving about you all week and I can see why. She told me how gorgeous you looked when she caught you naked today. Teddy is a fortunate man."
In spite of my surprise and shock, I began to respond to his hand and moved my hips while I let my thighs open. He let a finger part my lips and rub up and down through my clothes, stroking my rigid clit and sending more dampness into my panties.
"Biff, we can't," was all I could muster.
He kept the pressure on, and I breathily said, "Please."
He slowly removed his hand from my crotch and moved both hands up my front, fondling my breasts along the way.
He nuzzled my neck, kissed my ear and moved away from me.
I turned and looked at him. Without thinking I reached up and kissed him.
"Let's join the others," I said.
He said he needed to use the rest room first. I looked down to see the obvious outline of the erection in his pants. I nodded and pointed in the right direction.
I knew I must be flushed, but headed out to the sunroom. Candy and Teddy were looking out at the subdued lighting in the garden. I was glad they could not see my face.
Candy heard me enter and turned. "Your yard is so beautiful in the combination of moonlight and your accent lamps. I bet you can enjoy late night swims."
I nodded and Candy said, "Sweetie, are you Ok. You look absolutely undone."
She crossed and put a palm to my forehead.
"My goodness, you are burning up. What's come over you? Was it something you ate?"
Teddy looked at me with concern.
"It's nothing, really," I lied. "Probably just a little reaction to all the alcohol. I think a piece of pie and a cup of coffee will do wonders."
We helped ourselves to the apple pie and coffee and were settling down when Biff reentered. He looked perfectly calm and collected and fixed his own plate and cup.
We chatted some more and reaffirmed our plans for tomorrow.
Around 11 Candy and Biff made their good-byes. As each gave me a hug, I recalled how they each had touched me so intimately just a short while ago.
Teddy said he'd finish cleaning up and I should go to bed. I didn't argue and went to our bedroom and stripped. My panties were a mess and I quickly tossed them in the hamper.
I washed, brushed, flossed, peed and was waiting naked in bed when Teddy came in. He took one look at my displayed body and said, "Hold that thought."
He rushed through his ministrations and soon was guiding that powerful rod that I loved deep into my wet and waiting pussy.
I fucked him energetically, climbed on top to increase my leverage and bucking achieved two over the top orgasms, before I felt him spasming inside me.
Rolling apart, he exhaled and asked, "What the hell was that all about?"
"What, we just made love," I answered.
"No, you fucked my brains out. What got you so turned on?"
I snuggled in his arms. We usually tell each other everything, but for some reason I was holding back.
He asked me again and I said, "Biff put a move on me in the kitchen."
"Really?" he said. "Mr. I-have-to-teach-bible-class put a move on you. What kind?"
I described what Biff did.
"Are you angry?" I asked.
"Well, are you offended?" he queried.
"Actually, I was taken completely off guard. But then, I got turned on. So, no, I am not offended."
"Hmm," mused Teddy. "I think I am a little pissed that he'd have the nerve to do that in our house and the first time he'd met you. What made him think he could get away with that?"
I debated on what to tell Teddy. But then I told him everything. I said that I thought that Candy had somehow told Biff of what she and I did in the kitchen and Biff was just following her lead. Of course, I had to explain what Candy and I did. I admitted that I might want to explore a bit more with Candy and now Biff had aroused my curiosity a bit more. I considered that maybe there might be a bit of swinging in our future.
"And I got nothing out of this," he said with mock indignity. "I could have put a move on Candy, but played the gentleman."
"You are a gentleman, Teddy," I assured him. "That's one of the many things I love about you. And, for getting something out of it, did you or did you not just get a fantastic fuck."
He laughed heartily. "I did indeed. But, were you fucking me or the Biffster? Maybe I am lacking something."
I picked up his limp prick and coddled it between my hands. "Sweetheart, this is another of the many things I love about you."
Leaning down I placed a row of tender kisses up and down the shaft.
"Darling, from what I felt pressed against my ass, you are not lacking anything compared to Mr. Biff Fuller. Of course, tomorrow we may have first hand knowledge."
Teddy pulled me up to kiss.
"Tomorrow," he said. "I guess our bible class will be Adam and Eve in the garden."
"Or, Sodom and Gomorrah," I replied.
Laughing in each other's arms we settled down and fell into a deep sleep. One with many erotic dreams on my part.
The next day, Teddy and I slept late. I awoke to find him coming in with the morning paper, two cups of coffee, some croissants and an enormous erection.
"Hmm, what shall I have first," I wondered aloud.
"If you have to ask, I fear I'm loosing my charm," said Teddy.
I decided that a cold cup of coffee was worth it.
This time I let Teddy be the aggressor. He slipped my legs over his shoulder and slipped the tip of his hard-on into my opening. With slow pressure and slight movements, he got my juices flowing and soon covered his tip, then most of his shaft.
When I had accommodated his size, he began long, slow thrustings that filled me with both volume and craving for more.
He picked up the tempo and soon was pile driving deep inside me. I swore he felt bigger than ever before. Long before I knew he was ready, I felt a climax building. I slipped a finger on my clit and shouted as I went over the edge.
Teddy did not slow down but kept up his rapid pushes and pulls. He looked down at me and smiled. He knew he had me going but good.
He started rotating his hips and grinding against my clit. I tried to hold back, but soon screamed to number two of the morning.
Without warning he pulled out and I felt like my entire insides were being jerked away. I opened my mouth to protest, but slammed it shut when I felt his mouth on my sex lips and clit. Teddy is not in the same league as Erin, but as the saying goes, "he ain't bad for a guy."
He slipped a thick finger inside me, found my G spot and worked it perfectly. With his tongue on my clit and his finger on my G, I hit a high note and felt number three ripple through my body.
Almost immediately his prick was back inside and he pounded with a new vigor. I could tell he was now reaching the end. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pushed hard against him. Urging him on, I felt myself racing to another climax. I dug my fingers into his butt, crushed him to me and both of us achieved that rare but so satisfying feeling of simultaneous orgasm.
We fell apart and lay panting side by side, sweat pooling on our bodies.
I looked over and was shocked to see he still had an erection.
"God, is there no end for that monster," I teased.
He turned toward me, his hard cock landing on my stomach.
"Mo, I had the most erotic dreams last night," he said. "You were being fucked by Biff and Candy. I tried to stop them but you told me to watch. Then, Candy crawled over to me and gave me a blow job while Biff fucked you again. When I woke up this morning and saw you lying there naked, I knew I had to have you."
"Well, thank God for erotic dreams," I purred. "That was fantastic fucking. Now, just think the objects of your dreams will be here in a few hours. And, unless you want them to run screaming from our yard, let's get rid of Mr. Ready For Action."
In my own humble opinion, I gave Teddy another world class blow job that seemed to quiet the savage beast—at least for a while.
I spent the rest of the morning in a flurry of nervous activity. Without bothering to dress, I vacuumed the pool, wiped off the outdoor furniture, put clean towels and robes in the pool house, and made a bunch of finger sandwiches and a spinach salad.
Teddy stocked the outdoor bar, cut up lemons and limes, and swept the pool area and patio.
We shared a shower and I spent more time than absolutely necessary washing his cock. Oh, the things a wife must do.
We were drying off in our bedroom, when I brought up the subject of dress.
"So, do we greet them in the nude or wear suits?"
Teddy thought about it and said, "Let's start with suits, just in case they got cold feet. It's easier to take them off than put them on."
I agreed and donned a tiny, but not indecent, black bikini. Teddy said he should wear his Speedo. I told him it looks like he is carrying a week's worth of groceries in it and he should opt for trunks.
I then brought up a topic that I figured was on both of our minds.
"What happens if things sort of get going?" I asked.
"Going how," responded Teddy.
"Going like last night when Biff put a move on me. And, you know Candy put a move on me earlier, when she caught me naked and later in the kitchen. I know she would go further if she had the chance. And, she kept going on about your cock and how big it looked swaying in your pants."
"Really," Teddy observed.
"So, what do you think?"
He paused then smiled and kissed me. "What do you want?"
"I miss the edge we had when Erin was with us. I don't know if maybe Candy and Biff can bring it back.
Teddy looked me in the eyes, seeing deep inside me. Could he see the lust I had for adventure that once was buried but is now leaping to the surface?
He smiled and said, "Let's just leave the door open to possibilities."
I smiled in agreement. "No, rules?"
"Just be honest with me afterwards."
A little after 2, I opened our door and welcomed the Fullers.
They were dressed in shorts and polo shirts. I kissed each on the cheek and led them through to the pool.
Teddy came and kissed Candy and shook Biff's hand.
"How about a gin and tonic," he asked.
We all agreed.
Candy dropped her canvas tote by a chair and walked over to dip a toe in the water.
"Mmm, warm," she cooed.
"82," shouted Teddy from the bar.
He carried a tray with the plastic tumblers and we each took one and toasted.
The air was thick with unease. Neither couple was ready to make the first move.
Finally Teddy said, "I'm going to take a dip. If you are not offended, Candy, I think I'll not bother with these trunks."
Candy glanced at Biff, then at me, and nodded, "Sure thing, Sugar."
Teddy pulled his t-shirt off and tossed it on the chair. Facing both Candy and Biff, he loosened the string of his bathing trunks, hitched his thumbs in the waist band and dropped them to the deck.
His cock bounced with the effort and then swung back and forth. He smiled and asked Biff if he wanted to join him.
Biff quickly doffed his clothes. He had a lean and muscular body, with pleasant muscle definition. His chest had a soft covering of light blond hair and from his navel to his pubic region a slightly darker line of hair. His pubes were light brown and not trimmed, spilling out onto his thighs. His cock was thin and long, but not nearly as long as Teddy's. If he were standing there alone, he'd look well hung. Next to Teddy he looked like the looser in the big prick contest.
Nonetheless, it was a nice looking cock. His balls were small and were also covered with blond fuzz.
The men turned and jogged to the edge and dove in.
Candy put her hand on my arm and clutched her left breast with her other hand.
"Oh my heart, I swear that is the most fearsome thing I have ever seen. And, you say it gets bigger. Honey, you are a woman of uncommon abilities."
"Oh, it's all pleasure," I assured her. "Once, you get used to it; and that takes a bit of doing."
"I can't imagine," breathed Candy. Then, with a wicked grin, "Well, I can imagine, but it gets me all wet to do so."
She faced me and said, "So, is it guys only nude?"
I smiled and reached behind me and undid my bra. Letting it fall, I wiggled out of my bottoms.
"What do you think," I asked.
Candy did not try to hide her inspection of me. She even removed her sunglasses to look me up and down. With a little motion of her hand, she made a twirling motion.
I turned my back to her, and for effect, bent over exposing my backside and a glance at my pussy lips.
"Ooh, you are wicked, Mo," she said with a slight slap on my naked butt.
I faced her and looked her in the eyes.
She peeled off her polo shirt, revealing the top of a flower print bikini. She unbuckled her shorts and slid them off.
Slowly, she undid the fastener of her bra and let it slide down her arms. Her breasts were pale with dark areolas and darker nipples, now erect. They were full, round, with no droop, and set nicely on her chest. She ran a hand over each, stretching them out and teasing her nipples with her finger tips. They were larger than mine, by maybe a couple inches. They appeared to be a full C compared to my B.
Bending she pulled down her bottoms. Standing she revealed a neatly trimmed, but luxurious tangle of dark brown curls. The sun glistened off them. I could barely make out her lips behind them, but the hood of her clit was prominent.
She ran a finger up her slit and said, "Mo, you and Teddy have me all wet. I think I better get in that pool and cool off." She licked her finger while giving me a wicked grin.
As she crossed by me, she cupped my pussy in her hand and let her finger slide up my slit, feeling the wetness, and purred as she slipped inside me up her second knuckle, "And, I see I'm not the only one affected." Keeping her eyes glued to mine, she now licked her finger clean of my juices.
She walked to the edge, swaying her peach shaped butt and dove in.
She swam over to where the guys were standing and the three began chatting. Teddy was looking unabashedly at her tits.
He called to me and asked to bring our drinks over.
I gathered the four plastic glasses and crossed to the edge above where they stood.
Both Biff and Candy stared at my naked form. I realized they were getting a perfect view of my pussy. I felt brave and squatted to hand them their drinks. In doing so, I spread my legs offering a Class A beaver shot.
Each took a glass, but their eyes never left my open pussy.
"Join us, Darling," said Teddy.
""Not now," I replied. "I think I'll soak up some rays."
"I'll join you," said Candy. She crossed in front of Teddy and I could see her hand brush his dick under the water. He reacted a bit, but then she handed me her glass and hoisted herself up on the side of the pool, giving Teddy and Biff a front row view of her pussy from behind.
She and I spread towels on two lounge chairs. As Candy wiped herself dry, I pulled a tube of lotion out and said, "Better layer up. May I?"
Candy grinned widely, lay back and said, "Oh, please."
I squirted a dab on her stomach and worked up her chest and onto her tits. She licked her lips and I massaged each lovely orb, and worked the lotion into the skin, pausing to be sure her nipples were adequately protected. I pinched each hard nub and pulled out her breasts. Candy moaned quietly. I then laid another dab on each thigh and worked up and down her legs, now slightly spread apart. I let my fingers trace the insides of her thighs and brush against her pussy.
Finally, I rubbed a tiny amount on my hands and worked it into her bush. She pushed up with her hips, but I did not directly touch her clit or go onto her labia.
With the lotion remaining on my hands, I rubbed her forehead, nose, cheeks and chin. I leaned in and kissed her lips. Her mouth opened and I moved my tongue inside. She pushed hard against mine with her own tongue.
I broke off and pulled a tube of lip screen from my bag and gently covered her lips.
Still standing I quickly applied a coat of lotion to my body and went to freshen our drinks. Returning to the loungers, I dropped down and handed Candy an ice-filled tumbler.
We silently toasted and settled back. The guys were tossing a wiffle football back and forth.
"So," I asked. "Did it live up to your imaginations?"
Candy took a while to answer and said, "last night I could not believe what I was seeing. I swear it looked like he was carrying a full sausage in his pants. I could not stop talking about it. Finally, Biff said to just wait and I'd see. Mo, that is the most unbelievable prick I have ever seen. And, I've seen half of the society pricks in Atlanta. Our circle of friends was made up of all old families and upper crust assholes, excuse my French. But, they all loved our nude pool parties. So, I can assure you that Biff was in the top five percent, but he is not in Teddy's class."
"So," I asked, "what is Biff thinking about the difference in size."
Candy took a long pull of her drink. "Honey, he is thinking the same thing I am."



"And, that is?" I pushed.
"That both of us would love to suck that cock."
I slid my sunglasses down and stared at Candy over the top. "Both?"
"Oh, don't be so shocked, honey," she said while sipping her drink. "You and I are moving in a direction. As a matter of fact, that little taste I had before makes me want more—a lot more.
"Back home, we had a few, and I mean very, very few, couples that were open to all sorts of experiences. And, I don't just mean the girls having a little fun among themselves. On rare occasions, we were able to enjoy sex with all parties involved."
I offered that I didn't think Teddy was that open.
"Shame, but let's keep our minds open. Anyway, I'd still love to suck that beauty."
I smiled and shrugged, letting the possibility hang in the air.
"So, have I shocked you beyond the pale?"
I said I am surprised, but also a bit excited by what she said.
"Excited is good, Mo, excited is always good." As she said this, she ran her finger through my pubic hair and gently parted my lips, feeling the dampness, and stroking my clit.
"Oh, yes, excited is excellent."
"Well, don't you two look comfy?"
We both turned to see Biff standing next to our lounger dripping onto the pavers.
"Kisses," Candy demanded.
He leaned across me to kiss Candy and as he did his penis slid over my ass. Candy took it in her hand and stroked it. I felt it harden.
Breaking away he stood up. I turned and saw he was fully erect. His penis stood up straighter than Teddy's, probably because it was not as heavy. It was attractive and his balls dangled below, begging for attention.
"Hey, am I missing something," called out Teddy as he arrived with a tray of fresh drinks. He took notice of Biff's erection and shot me a glance.
"Sorry, old boy," said Biff. "Sometimes it has a mind of its own and seeing two beautiful, nude women in each other's arms gave it some rather dirty ideas."
We all laughed.
I sat up and said I would get some food. Biff held his hand out to help me up.
I stood with only a few inches between my tummy and the tip of his boner.
"I'll help you," he offered.
"With that thing?" I replied.
Again we laughed, and he said, "Well, it's just part of being a man. Anyway, it's pointing in the right direction."
With more laughter, I headed back to the house, conscious of my ass bouncing along in front of the erection behind me.
We entered the kitchen and I pulled out the finger sandwiches I made. I asked Biff to fix baskets of chips and pretzels from the supplies I left on the table.
He went about his chores, acting as if dumping chips in a basket while sporting a raging hard-on was the most natural thing in the world. He finished and turned to me and asked, "What else?"
I looked at his body, his boner and walked over to him. Dropping to my knees, I took him in my mouth and began sucking. He growled and laced his fingers in my hair. I thought I might just give him a tease, but could not hold back. His cock was so smooth and felt so good in my mouth that I moved into full blow job action. It fit so much easier into my mouth than Teddy's huge cock. I could smoothly move up and down and my jaw didn't feel like it might come unhinged. Using my hands to pump and massage his balls, I licked and sucked til I heard him begin to gasp. The next second my mouth was filled with sweet tasting cum. I swallowed and kept working him until every drop was deposited. I removed my mouth and looked at the rapidly relaxing cock. I placed soft kisses up and down it and licked his balls.
He pulled me up and kissed me, pushing his tongue deep into my mouth. He slid a hand onto my pussy and tried to insert a finger.
I shook my head. We broke and I said we ought to get back out. We each carried a tray of food.
We found Teddy lying on the lounger and Candy stroking her clit as she watched him. They both smiled at us and took notice that Biff was now soft.
"Hmm," said Candy, "I think Mo has been most neighborly. What do you think Teddy?"
He looked at me and I held his gaze. "She's an amazing woman, Candy."
Biff and I set the trays on the patio table. Candy stood and, taking my hand, pulled me to her. She pushed her tongue in my mouth. Breaking away, she whispered she detected a familiar taste. Still holding me, she let her hand fall to my pussy and slowly rubbed me and probed inside.
Teddy watched and then stood and joined us. Teddy's cock slowly began to stiffen, as he looked at us. Now, fully hard, his erection was as dark as I had ever seen it. Candy broke away from me made her way in front of him to get a some food and bumped her naked ass against the erection.
"God, I do believe that would fill a woman to the extreme." She wiggled her butt, capturing the massive organ between her cheeks.
We all took seats and began eating.
Biff and Candy offered to clear and bring the dishes back into the house.
Teddy asked me, "So, did you jerk him off?"
I blushed and said, "Blew him, actually."
Teddy looked honestly surprised. "Really!"
"Honey, I'm sorry. We didn't discuss this fully, but I got carried away in the moment. We were together and it just kept sticking up. I was just going to tease him, but I couldn't stop."
Teddy nodded. "I guess I don't have to ask if he enjoyed it. You are the best."
"Don't be mad at me, Teddy. Please!"
"I'm not mad. I am all right with this. But, I don't think you should fuck him right now. We would need to really think that through."
"I agree," relieved at how Teddy was handling it. "But, what about Candy. Can I fuck her?"
"I thought that's what you wanted all along."
"Sorta," I said. "But, now I think they want full swinging. I agree let's wait on that. But, I wouldn't mind getting my hands on her bod. Pretty spectacular, right?"
"Yeah, but not as good as yours, darling."
I got up and sat on his lap and kissed him.
"You do love me, don't you?"
"Heart, soul and your gorgeous pussy."
I laughed and slipped off his lap and took his cock in my mouth to show my appreciation.
"Ooh, now I'm all wet all over again," said a voice from behind me.
I raised my head with a start to see Candy and Biff watching us.
I smiled sheepishly and said, "Dessert?"
We wrapped up the night and got dressed. Candy and Biff went home and Teddy and I went upstairs for another great fuck.
Teddy left for another overnight trip on Monday morning. I made breakfast for him, kissed him good-bye and crawled back into bed. Too much drink and sex had taken a toll last night, I craved sleep.
Around 10, I woke to the doorbell. I pulled on a long t-shirt and stumbled down stairs. I peeked out to see Candy.
Opening the door, I felt my spirits rise. Candy was dressed in a yellow tube top and blue shorts that accented her legs and tight butt. She wore sunglasses and a wide brimmed hat.
"Morning, sugar," she drawled, "I hope you are feeling a lot better than you look."
I stepped back and let her in. "Thanks, for the compliment."
"Oh, no offense, sugar, but you look plumb worn out."
"Well, it was an interesting evening," I offered.
"Yes it was," said Candy. "And, my Biff was just over the moon with the treat you gave him. He said it was the best he ever had, next to me, of course."
I tried to smile but the effort made my head swim.
"Darling, why don't you go up and take a nice hot shower," said Candy. "I'll fix some tea and toast with honey. Just what you need."
I was too pooped to argue and made my way upstairs while Candy breezed toward the kitchen.
I had the shower massage pulsing to try to loosen the kinks in my neck, when I sensed something.
"Darling, you have just got to have the nicest body I've seen in ages. Why your titties make my thingy tingle."
Candy was standing in the doorway with a bath sheet draped over her arm.
"Come out now," she urged, "any longer and you will be a shriveled up ol' prune."
I turned off the water and approached her as she spread her arms to welcome me into the towel.
She led me back to my bed, pulled the towel off and softly patted me dry. Her touch began to bring my body to life.
I sat on the edge of the bed while she dried my legs and feet. Candy looked up and I spread my legs giving her a full view into my pussy.
"Mmm," she purred, "now that is a sight."
She ran her fingers up the insides of my thigh and wove them into my pubic hair. She played with the tight curls and then pulled away.
Rising up, she handed me a mug of steaming tea and held a plate of toast, wet with honey, in front of me.
"Why don't you just scootch back on the bed, and I'll feed you."
I rested my back on the headboard and Candy crawled up next to me. I still had my mug in my hands. She offered me a piece of toast and I took a small bite, while she held the other end. I chewed and washed it down with a couple sips. I felt some strength returning.
She fed me the rest of the toast, then wiped my mouth with a linen napkin. After I took a final sip, she took the mug from me, set it on the night table and took me in her arms.
I rested my damp hair on her chest, feeling the softness of her breasts under my cheek.
"Feeling better?"
"Definitely."
"Feeling good enough to listen for a bit, sugar?" she asked.
I nodded, enjoying the sensation of her hard nipple on my face.
"Well, sugar, you and Teddy made quite an impression on us last night. Biff like to screw me into next week when we got home. That boy was primed."
I made a cooing sound and she stroked my hair.
"Now, to be honest, we weren't expecting the night to be so, well, so exotic," said Candy. "We were hoping that you were serious about skinny-dipping because we really enjoy doing it and we wanted to see you two naked. And, we were not disappointed. Mo, Teddy has the finest manhood I have ever seen. My goodness, I couldn't take my eyes off it."
"You mean you only wanted to look at it?" I asked.
Candy laughed, "It did leave me wanting more. If you hadn't come out when you did, I know I would have had that work of art in my mouth."
Teddy said he would have liked that.
"Did he now?" she said. "Well, isn't that a nice thing to hear."
"What about you, Mo? Did you like giving Biff a special treat?"
I looked up to try to read the expression on her face. She still had on her dark glasses and I could not see her eyes.
"Take off your glasses, Candy," I asked.
She did and I saw the warmth in her expression.
"Kiss me," I implored.
Candy bent to me and delicately pressed her lips to mine. I pressed back and we kissed for several seconds. I sat up and pulled her to me. I kissed her more aggressively and she responded passionately.
With our tongues pushing back and forth, we held each other and kissed for a long time.
Candy's hand reached for my right breast. I shivered at her touch and my nipples stiffened. She massaged my breast and twisted the nipple, causing the juices to begin to seep below.
"Undress me," she commanded.
I pulled off her oversized hat and she shook her hair free. The sunlight catching highlights in her tresses.
I kissed her eyes and lips while my fingers found the bottom of her tube top. I pulled and slipped it over her head. Her breasts were damp with perspiration and her nipples stood out and darkened where the blood rushed in.
I bent over and sucked each one til they were stiff and dark.
I undid her shorts and eased them off her. She was not wearing panties and her bush shown in the morning sun. I ran my fingers through the luxurious curls and rubbed her clit. Her thighs parted farther and I bent over to kiss her. I ran my tongue over her clit and heard her cry out. I slipped two fingers inside, found her G-spot and started moving. She slid down on the bed, arching her hips up and pushing her pussy into my face. I licked her slit, darting my tongue in and out, as I still worked her spot with my fingers. I then concentrated on her clit and felt her building to a climax. I pushed hard on her spot and took her clit between my lips, sucking hard and pushing down on it with my tongue.
She yelled and bucked, her pussy gushing all over my mouth and chin. Her juices were sweet and thick.
After her orgasm ebbed, she pulled on me and I moved up to face her. She looked deeply in my eyes, hers were filled with tears. She kissed me and we shared her own special taste between us.
"Mo," she said, "that was better than I ever dreamed, and believe me I have been dreaming about it. Thank you, darling."
I smiled and said, "Welcome to the neighborhood."
She laughed and replied, "You know, darling, in the south we cannot let a good turn go unrewarded."
She kissed me, moved her lips down my body and finally, returned the favor with a mind-altering orgasm. The feel of her tongue on my clit exceeded any anticipation. Her tongue reached inside making me realize the length of this sensual organ. I think I had a mini-squirt and filled her mouth. She cooed and savored every drop.
We fell asleep in each other's arms.
Waking later, we giggled at the memory of our intimacy.
Snuggled together, Candy asked, "Did you talk to Teddy about the four of us moving forward?"
I shook my head.
"Hmm," she said, "well, we hope you two would be open for full swapping? I know Biff is just dying to be with you."
I thought for a bit and then said I believed Teddy would be Ok with it.
"Have you let another man inside you since you were married?" she asked.
"No, just my girlfriend Erin."
"Oh, where is she?" prodded Candy.
"She's out in the mid-west on a temporary work assignment. She'll be back in the fall."
"What would she think of all this?"
I considered the question. "I think she would find you incredibly beautiful and sexy. She would like Biff a lot. He really is funny in addition to being a major hunk. And, she would think that all of us having sex would be a wild and exotic adventure."
"Would she be jealous of us?" she asked as she slid a finger in my pussy.
I delayed before answering to savor the feeling building inside me. Candy kissed my mouth and then asked, "Well?"
Reluctantly I answered, forcing my mind back to a state where I could form a sentence.
"I'm not sure. I think she would be pissed if she thought you and I were exclusive. But, if we all were sharing equally, then I bet she would be fine. And, Candy, do not stop what you are doing now. I am grooving on it."
"Has she fucked our man?" asked Candy and she probed my pussy.
Candy worked another finger in, then a third. With her middle finger pressing my g-spot, she pumped softly. Her lips found my nipples and soon I was squirming and pushing my hips up to increase pressure on my clit where her thumb now rested. Whelping, I came hard and sank back into the bed.
"Oooh, that was nice," I cooed.
"Why, thank you, darling," said Candy as she lightly kissed my lips, "but you didn't answer my question."
I kissed her and played my tongue over hers. "Candy, darling, she fucked the shit out of him and I loved watching it."
Candy came over every day that week. We sunned naked by the pool, made love dozens of times and planned a welcome home dinner for Teddy. I told Candy that I did not want to get more involved with Biff, until I had a chance to talk to Teddy some more. She said she understood and so did Biff. We made up for that minor disappointment by fucking each other silly in the pool, on the lounge chairs, in the outdoor shower, on the floor of the sunroom, on top of the granite kitchen counter, and, by the way, in my bed. My pussy was in orgasm heaven.
After one of our most satisfying sessions, I broached the subject of religion.
"Candy, please don't be angry," I pleaded, "but I need to understand something."
"Sure, sugar, what is it"
"I mean you and Biff are so sexual and open. You and I have had incredible sex and you tell me that you would like us to swap partners. But, at the same time, you and Biff are really involved in your church and even teach bible school. Isn't what we're doing sorta of opposite of church stuff?"
Candy remained silent for a while, then spoke.
"I guess it does seem a little hypocritical. But, Biff and I really do believe in a god and enjoy being involved in our church. We enjoy bible classes because we like working with children. Having no kids, I like being with them.
"At the same time, Mo, we are human beings and are blessed with a strong sexual drive. Just as I can see you and Teddy are. So, we see this sex drive as a gift from god. We do not cheat on each other and only get involved with others who want the same thing we do."
"What's that?" I asked.
"Sex. Sex and fun. Biff and I don't believe that anything that feels this good can be bad. When you and I make love, you enjoy it, right?"
"Oh, yes," I responded.
"So, then it's good. If you and Biff were to screw, I guarantee you would enjoy it. So, that's good. And, since I know you're doing it. Hell, I'm encouraging you to do it, there can be no evil involved. I'm not saying this life is for everyone. For certain people, however, who all agree that they want to share their physical beings, then it's all good."
I guess it sounded like a sensible approach. I didn't ponder the question too long, since Candy had settled her tongue between my legs. Yep, I see only good coming from this as I came.
Teddy came home mid day on Friday. He dropped his bag in our bedroom, stripped and headed for the pool. I followed him, stopping to make a pitcher of Margueritas and fixing salsa and chips. He swam for a while and climbed out, air drying and drinking a Marguerita in two big swallows. He refilled his glass and sat next to me.
"God, I needed that. This trip was a bitch. Client from hell, shitty case, and Dallas was a fuckin' oven. I could never live there, especially in the summer."
I rubbed his back and shoulders and he acknowledged the attention with a satisfied groan.
"So, how was your week?" he asked.
"Oh, lots better than yours," I replied with a Cheshire cat smile.
"Really! Do tell."
"Well, Candy spent a lot of time here," I said as I moved my attention from his shoulders to his cock.
"Lovely, Mo. That feels so good," he said softly. "And, what did you two ladies do to occupy your time."
I dropped my head to his lap, looked up sweetly and said, "Girl-fucked each other silly," I said using his favorite term for two women together. Then, I took the long, hard organ deep into my mouth.
After finishing, we lay together on the lounger.
"Is she good?" he asked.
"Very," I said.
"Hmm! I think I might like to see that."
I kissed him and snuggled tightly.
"That can certainly be arranged. And, she is very interested in taking a ride on 'you-know-what'," I said.
"How do you feel about that?"
"I'd love to see her pretty pussy full of your cock. I'd love to hear her when you push it all the way in. I'd love to eat her after you make her come."
Teddy laughed, "So, I take that as you'd be Ok with it."
We both laughed. Cuddling together I told Teddy about the group sex.
"Would you ever consider it?" I asked timidly.
Teddy paused for a long time, then said, "Mo, I don't want this to sound like I disapprove of your time with Erin, Candy or any other woman."
"But," I added.
"But, I don't think I would enjoy doing anything with another man. I just don't think it's right."
"So, it's Ok for two women to have sex, but not two men?"
"See," he said, "this is exactly what I was afraid of. I just look at it differently. I think of you and Erin together and I think that is beautiful. You two are wonderful making love. But, I don't see my self sucking some dude's cock."
I rubbed his hard abs and said, "Candy said she and Biff would love to suck your cock together. Would that make a difference? I mean a mouth is a mouth."



"God, I don't know," he said. "It's just not anything I ever thought about, let alone desired. Would I like Candy to blow me? Sure! But, another man? That's a little out there."
"Ok, but what if I fucked Biff?"
"And, I fucked Candy?"
"If you want," I said.
"Well, it's not like I am dying to do it, but, yeah, it could be nice."
"Shit, Ted," I raised my voice a little. "Can't you admit you'd like to screw her. I told you I screwed her and loved it. I told you I would like to screw Biff. Why can't you admit you want to?"
After a few moments, Biff said, "because I don't want you to think you are not enough for me. You are, and I could be happy for the rest of my life with just you. And, now that we're talking about it, how badly do you want to screw Biff?"
"Not badly, dear," I said with a grin, "I don't think it would be bad at all. He has a lovely cock."
Teddy laughed. "Ok, so we can screw them. I know this must be special because I believe this would be the first man you would be involved with since we married."
"Yes, absolutely," I said. "Are you jealous?"
"I have no right to be. I have slept with Erin and confessed to wanting to have sex with Candy. So, I cannot ask you to refrain from what I do."
"You didn't answer my question," I persisted. "Are you jealous?"
"Yes, a little bit."
We lay together without speaking for a while.
"I have a fantasy that I am all the man you would ever need," he said as he kissed my hair.
"You are, Teddy, you are. But, I want to experiment a bit, push some boundaries. I can't imagine life without you. I can't imagine any man could make me feel the way you do. But, I would like to try something different."
Teddy was silent for a while, gently stroking my hair.
"How would it work?" he asked. "Would we each screw Candy and Biff in the same room? Would one of us do it here and the other at their house? Would we take turns and watch each other?"
I was surprised that I hadn't thought about the details. I guess I was just focused on the doing.
"On the one hand," I said, "if we split up into separate houses, we could just concentrate on the sex. But, it sorta' feels like cheating. You know, being in someone else's bed. If we did it here, we could go in separate rooms. That might be Ok. Or, we could just do it at the pool together."
Teddy kissed the top of my head. Finally he said, "I think here and in separate bedrooms for the first time."
I rubbed his cock and cooed, "So, you think there will be more than one time?"
He laughed and said, "Well, we'll just have to see, won't we."
After a marathon session of sex, we slept like the dead. Teddy got up early and headed into the office. Even though it was Saturday, he had to finish some work from his Dallas trip.
I roused myself around ten. I was gently playing with myself and decided to call Candy.
"I was fingering myself and couldn't get you off my mind," I purred into the phone. "Have a sec to pop down?"
"Might take more than a sec, but keep it warm and I'll be there."
I slowly let my fingers keep me in a semi-aroused state. I heard the doorbell and ran down the stairs. Opening the door, I greeted Candy. She eyed my naked body and said, "Whoever said Northerners were not friendly certainly had it all wrong."
Hand in hand we raced to my bed, leaving a trail of Candy's clothes along the way.
After a spectacularly successful sixty-nine, we cuddled, exchanging soft kisses on each other's eyes, nose, lips and neck.
"I talked with Teddy about a next step," I offered.
"And..."
"And, he is open to Biff and me and for you and him."
"Now, that's makes my heart go pitter-patter."
I explained how we thought that we should start in the same house, but separate rooms. Candy understood the logic and just asked "When?"
"Tonight?"
She beamed and kissed me. "Perfect, darling."
We spent another hour pleasuring each other and Candy dressed to go home.
"Dinner and drinks first," I said. "Come around six."
Hearing the front door close, I called Teddy.
"We are on countdown, lover," I said.
"What?"
"It is now F minus six."
"I think you mean T minus six," he said.
"No, dear, I mean in six hours Candy and Biff will be here for some explosive fucking. We will be shooting for the stars tonight."
Teddy was silent for a bit. "I guess I better trim up the rocket."
"Mind if I help get it primed," I said.
"Can't get to orbit without a great flight crew."
He said he'd be home by four and we could commence the final countdown then.
I tended to my own grooming and primping and was ready to greet Teddy. He didn't get home until four-thirty, but I still had plenty of time to shave his balls, trim his pubes, and make sure his ass was as smooth as a baby's bottom. Of course, I had to make sure the rocket was in proper working order.
Licking my lips clean of his tasty cum, I said, "I hope I left some for Candy."
Smiling, he said, "I think there is enough fuel for at least one more blast off."
We had grilled shrimp and a salad accompanied by bottles of chilled white Graves.
The four of us were quiet at first, feeling the weight of the impending night.
Finally Candy said, "That was a delightful meal. I think it is a perfect prelude to an evening of wanton sex."
Her comment hung in the air. We all started laughing at the same time. With the ice broken, we enjoyed more wine and chatted about our weeks.
Candy and I cleaned up. "So, who gets what bedroom?"
"Biff and I will be in the master and you and Teddy in our guest suite," I replied.
Candy took me in her arms and kissed me. She played her tongue along my lips and slid it inside. I kissed back, enjoying the warmth quickly infusing my body.
"Biff is so excited," she said in my ear. "I have been telling him how hot you are in bed."
"Mmm," I replied, "I'm almost regretting that it won't be you with me tonight."
She cupped my pussy. "Darling, we have all the days to ourselves. Let's leave the nights to new adventures."
I pushed hard against her hand and kissed her.
We broke and held hands as we reentered the sun porch.
Candy walked to Biff, kissed him and turned to Teddy. "Shall we?"
He stood and they walked arm and arm into the house.
"Sounds like a good idea," Biff said as he rose.
In a minute we were in my bedroom. I was nervous and unsure I was making the right decision.
Biff stood behind me and slid his arms around my middle.
"We'll go at your pace, Mo. Say 'stop' and we stop."
I let out a long breath and turned.
Looking into his eyes, I said, "Kiss me."
He bent and covered my lips with warm, soft kisses. I was expecting him to be forceful, and he did not disappoint me. I enjoyed the kisses and returned his with intensity.
"I'm going to strip you, Mo."
He quickly removed the few pieces of clothing covering me. He stepped back and admired me from head to toe. Walking around me, he traced my contours with his hands. He cupped my ass cheeks and kissed the back of my neck. He slapped my cheeks and pinched each globe. He then bent me forward and slapped my cheeks, harder than before. He beat a quick tattoo on my bare flesh. The pain rocked me and my pussy responded with wet heat. His hands then found my breasts and he pinched my already hard nipples.
I moved into his touch. I could feel his erection against my butt.
I moved to the bed and sat. "Strip for me."
He stared at me.
Finally, I said, "Please."
He slowly undid his shirt and let it fall. Kicking off his shoes, he opened his belt and pulled it free of his trousers. He loosened his pants and let them fall. He stepped out of them and slid his boxers off. His erection bounced with each movement. I noticed he had shaved himself clean from his navel down to the tops of his thighs. His balls were also bare.
I grabbed his erection and pulled him toward me. Opening my mouth I engulfed it in one motion. I kissed him around his pubic area and nuzzled his balls. I enjoyed the smooth skin under my lips and tongue.
Sliding back on the bed, I pulled down the covers. Biff joined me and began caressing my body with his mouth. He spent a long time on each breast, resulting in my pussy twitching and running with wetness.
He tongued my navel and his face moved to my pussy. He spread my legs and began kissing my lips. It was not long until I spread my legs wider, giving him complete access to my most private part.
He skillfully brought me to full arousal. By prior arrangement, Candy and I purchased a box of our men's preferred condoms. Biff reached for one on the bedside table and slipped it on.
He turned me on my stomach and lifted my hips. He positioned his cock at my lips and thrust fully inside me. The shock of his forceful entry made me gasp.
In a second, he went from slow tender lover to overpowering male. He moved hard and fast, bottoming out with each thrust as his balls slapped against me.
I had trouble catching my breath and tried to pull away. He grabbed my hips even stronger and pulled me back as he rammed me. His cock was rubbing my insides and gliding on my special spot. I felt myself rising to the top.
He picked up his tempo and pounded harder. He slapped my ass hard and I felt the sting. I began moaning and pushing back hard to welcome his cock. He slapped harder and I became even more aroused. He freed one hand from my hip and slid it underneath to my clit. It had already escaped from my hood. He dipped a finger in my pussy and lubricated the hard nub. He kept fucking me hard and now worked my clit. I moaned louder and felt the climax building. He must have sensed that I was close and thrust even faster. I was almost there when he pinched my clit hard and slammed me full force.
I exploded and cried out—no, make that screamed. I shamelessly pushed my ass back at him as my insides clinched his erection. I let the waves overcome me and collapsed face down on the bed.
I could hardly breathe and sweat covered my entire body.
Biff pulled out. I felt him spread my cheeks and place his tip at my ass.
I cried weakly. "No."
"Yes, Mo, you want it."
No one had ever been there. I never wanted anyone there. I wanted to shout stop, but then his tip penetrated me.
I felt a new sensation zip through my body. I was shaking my head, but no sound came from my throat.
He leaned into me and another two inches slipped inside. He pulled back, leaving just his cock tip inside. He reached under me gathering some of the abundant wetness in my pussy. He rubbed it on his cock and reentered. The friction was still strong.
He pulled out completely and reached for the tube of lube on the night stand. Next, I felt his finger at my asshole. He started lubing my tight opening. Slowly slipping a finger inside, he spread more lube as deep as his finger could reach. He inserted a second finger, stretching out my tight muscle. I was surprised at how erotic this violation of my virgin butt felt.
He then rubbed lube on his erection and placed the head back at my anus. Easing in, he glided past the first point of resistance. I felt as if my insides were being split.
He pulled me up on my knees. My thighs were quivering. He was about half inside. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back. His cock finished its journey as I felt his thighs rest against mine.
Slowly he started moving. I could not understand all the sensations and emotions of having my ass violated like this. He released my hair and my head sagged and my mouth was agape. My anger had dissolved and now I felt only lust. I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted him to fuck my ass.
I began pushing back. He again fingered me and added more of my own lube to his cock. He was gliding in and out.
To my amazement I was quickly at the point of no return. I pushed back hard to welcome his cock. He reacted by ramming me with full strength. He once again grabbed my clit and pulled and pinched hard. I let loose a string of obscenities and came in an explosion of colors before my eyes as I felt Biff's cock release and fill my insides with warm spurts.
I felt his cock soften. After his withdrawal, I sunk to the bed. In a few seconds I passed out.
I awoke later to a soft tongue in my pussy. I looked down to see a tangle of brown hair. Sensing my awakening, Candy looked up and smiled. She returned to her licking and probing.
I wanted to stop her, but I had no strength. I told myself it felt good, but there is no way I could have another orgasm.
In a minute I knew I was seriously wrong. In four more minutes I was squeezing my thighs around her head and whimpering like a lonesome puppy.
Candy moved up and cradled me.
"How did you get here?" I asked.
"Well, after Teddy and I had our fun, I thought I should check on you. I mean the sounds coming from this room were like nothing I've ever heard.
"Biff was lying here and you were dead to the world. I told him to go find Teddy and have a beer. I held you for a bit, and then could not stop myself from enjoying your delicious pussy. It was still so plump and hot."
I nodded and said, "I came like a fucking hydrant, or something. I mean I fucking came hard."
"I guessed as much. Better than with Teddy?"
"No way, but much different. Biff did, well, this has never happened before. Biff fucked me in the ass. I can't believe I let him and I really can't believe I came so hard when he did it. Fuck, this is so fucked-up."
"Honey, it's not fucked up. It's sex. It's different. It's new. But, admit it, Mo, it is awesome."
I snuggled into her soft breasts and said, "Yeah, it is awesome. But, it's also scary."
Candy asked me to explain.
"Don't get me wrong, Candy," I said. "Biff told me I could say stop at any moment. But, I feel like I was, well, I feel like I was raped. He was so strong and rough. It was nothing like any other man. He spanked me." I rolled on my tummy to expose my red cheeks. Candy kissed each sore mound.
"Honey, I don't think you really mean rape. I think you mean dominated. And, yes, Biff is good at that."
I thought she was right. Biff did dominate me. His slapping and pinching my ass, the hard pounding of my pussy and then pinching my clit, all were shows of force. Taking my ass was the final domination. I never felt like this before. I wondered if I should be angry, but I shocked myself. I was not angry, I was turned on. I wanted more sex like this.
I think I saw an early warning sign. I could get addicted to sex like that. What would it do to my relationship with Teddy?
I tried to push the thoughts out of my mind and kissed Candy.
"How about you?"
Candy laughed. "Honey, I may never walk the same again. My lord, I thought my sweet lil' pussy was going to split. But, I mean to say, that was an incredible fuck. Teddy knows how to use that thing."
"Just did it once?"
"Well, I came twice while he was doing it. He didn't so I peeled his condom and went to town. I think I may need oral surgery to reconnect my jaw, but I loved every second of it. Mo, that man has a lovely taste. And, there was a lot to taste."
I smiled knowing exactly what she meant.
"I need to sleep some more," I said.
"Me too, let's nap and then go check on the boys." We awoke a little while later and, still nude, went downstairs. We found the men sprawled naked on the loungers, snoring contentedly.
Candy went directly to Teddy and snuggled in next to him, her fingers trailing up and down his limp dick.
I lay on top of Biff, enjoying the sensation of his soft prick against my exhausted pussy.
Soon both men were awake and ready. Candy and I looked at each other. I looked at Teddy for a reaction. He nodded slightly. Candy saw his assent so she smiled and sat up, straddling Teddy. I mimicked her actions.
We each played with our pussies until they were flowing. Raising ourselves up, we eased our sex down onto the erection of each other's husband. I was more quickly able to accommodate Biff. I enjoyed slowly grinding away as Candy slowly welcomed Teddy.
When she was settled, we both began fucking the other's mate. I guess there was a bit of competition, because we were going strong. I noticed that neither one of us had bothered with a condom, but we were too far gone to stop. We kept looking at each other's crotches, watching those pricks disappear inside of our pussys.
In a few minutes the men were groaning and Candy and I were panting heavily. I ratcheted up the tempo and felt Biff stiffen. I felt his release deep in my pussy as I clenched and came hard as he pinched my nipples to a deliciously painful state.
Candy was able to coax a climax from Teddy less than a minute later as she screamed her release.
We each collapsed on the sweat-covered chest of the man beneath us.
Candy turned her face to mine and said, "I want to eat you now."
She pulled off Teddy and spreading a towel on the patio, lay on her back. I freed myself and positioned myself above her, looking directly into her red pussy while mine was inches above her face.
I lowered myself and began lapping at the mixture of her climax mixed with Teddy's as she did the same to me while tasting her husband seeping out of my sex.
The guys stared in wonder as we smashed our pussies into each other's faces. In a few minutes, I felt my orgasm approaching. I moaned deeply and then felt the contractions. I ground hard onto her face and shoved two fingers deep inside Candy. She thrust her hips up and I felt a gush of liquid forcefully squirt in my mouth.
We finally relaxed and I rolled off her. I looked up and saw wonder on Teddy's face and an enormous hard-on between his legs.
He extended his hand and I let him pull me into an embrace. He sensed I was not ready for another bout of sex and held me closely. I heard Candy climbing in with Biff. Soon, the four of us slept.
The next six weeks were full of wild sex among us. We did a number of three-ways, with the ladies tag-teaming one of the guys. We did one-on-one screwing and Candy and I could not seem to get enough of each other's pussy.
One night in August, the four of us were lying in our king-sized bed. We had each just fucked each other's spouse. Candy moved down to take Teddy in her mouth.
The next time we were together, I let Biff take my ass while Teddy and Candy watched.
The zest was back in my sex life and I was loving it. The four of us would get together every weekend we were home. The men sometimes had extended business trips that required them to be away on Saturday and Sunday. On those occasions, Candy and I would spend a night in bed. It became an unwritten rule that unless both men could be there, we would not have sex with the remaining guy.
I was looking forward to a wonderful, sex-filled Labor Day weekend, when realty came crashing back into my life.
My phone buzzed with a text message.
"B home 2morrow. Can't wait to c u and f u. teddy 2. luv erin."
I had not told Erin of our new relationship with the Fullers. I missed her so much, yet I was enthralled with our new adventure with this other couple.
Would Erin's arrival bring everything crashing down? Or, would it add an entirely new erotic dimension?
I called Candy and asked if she and Biff could come over. They arrived around 8 and I told them about Erin returning. I asked if we could take a break, at least for the holiday weekend. I wanted to tell Erin since she would be staying with us.
They were disappointed because we all had been looking forward to a three day fuck-fest.
After a long silence, Candy spoke.
"I know Erin is special. I can understand, but I hope this does not mean the end of what we have been enjoying. Please, promise us you won't abandon what we have built."
I pulled her into my arms. I covered her face with kisses and hugged her tightly.



"I can't make any promises, Candy. But, tonight let's let it all out. If this is to be our last time, I want it to be seared into my memory with the heat of it."
The sex surpassed every one of my expectations.
Later I achieved what I always thought was a myth, a double penetration. Teddy was on his back with his cock buried in me. Biff came from behind and worked himself into my ass. Candy had lubed me using two fingers.
I nearly fainted as I felt the two cocks rubbing inside of me. I came three times before I felt my ass and pussy filled with cum.
I thought I was done, but Candy and Biff ate me out extracting every ounce of Teddy's and Biff's cum and my juices. Candy ate my pussy and Biff ate my ass. It was nasty, but the sensation of his tongue pushed inside my rosebud made me cum hard. I lost track of time and orgasms.
The four of us fell together in our bed. As I drifted off, my pussy and ass sore from sex, I had a flash of Erin's naked body. I realized how much I missed her. I wanted her back in my life. The only question remained is whether there is room for her and for Candy and Biff. I was pondering that question when I felt a cock at my ass. As Candy's finger slipped into my pussy, I pushed back to welcome Biff in my back door, and decided I could worry about Erin tomorrow.
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Sometimes being a bit of a dork can be a good thing.
Take a minivan, for example. There are not many thirty-year old guys who purposely drive a Chrysler Town & Country. I have a reason why I do so. It turns out my van also helped take me on an incredible sexual journey.
My wife and I married young, had three kids quickly and then divorced. We were best friends since grade school. At some point we admitted our sexual attraction and acted on it. After marrying, we both realized that our attraction was all pent-up passion. Like an intense flame, it had slowly faded away. Finding ourselves less and less interested in our marriage, we drifted apart. Finally, we recognized we were just co-parenting and agreed to split.
As divorces go, this one was friendly. Bella maintained primary custody, but I could see the kids any time and had them every other weekend. I kept my minivan to cart around the kids and all their stuff.
To balance things a bit, I also had a five-year old Miata.
Bella called me and asked if I wanted to come over for a cook-out. She kept our old house, since we had bought it at a deep discount from her parents. Each of us being teachers, we couldn't have afforded it otherwise. In the divorce we split our savings and Bella ceded control over some savings bonds her aunt had left her in order to compensate me for all the equity I gave up in the house. All in all, we each left intact both financially and, more importantly, psychologically. Even more remarkably, we became good friends again.
Bella said her two sisters were visiting and wanted to see me. I liked Bella's family, including her parents, and especially her sisters.
Bella is one of five children. Isabella is her full name. Her sister, Cassiopeia, or Cassie, is the oldest and will be forty in a few weeks. Her youngest sister, Amanda, graduated from college three weeks ago. Bella has two brothers sandwiched around her.
Bella's sisters were in the pool along with my kids. The kids love their aunts and were screaming with joy playing in the water.
Bella kissed my cheek and handed me a beer.
I sat and watched my ex-sisters-in-law play with our kids. You could easily see the family resemblance in the faces of the three sisters. Dark hair, light complexion, brown eyes and button-noses. Depending on how they were dressed and their attention to make-up, on any given day the ladies ranged from cute to beautiful.
Their figures did not show the same similarity. Bella was average height and built solidly. After four kids she was a little thick in her trunk and her breasts had increased a couple inches and a cup size. Still, she was an attractive woman. This fact was proven when she married Guy. He was my best friend, best man at our wedding and a decent person. He and Bella had dated in high school. They broke up and that was when I asked her out.
After Bella and I divorced, he asked if I'd be pissed if he took her out. I was honest and said a little, but that I'd get over it.
He asked her out and they got along great. A year later they married. After a while, I got to the point where I was happy for Bella and Guy. They had a baby, who was now approaching one year.
Today, Guy was visiting his parents with the baby, Guy Junior, or JR. He would be staying overnight and return tomorrow.
Cassie was climbing out of the pool and heading in my direction. It was clear that she and Bella did not share body-types. Cassie is long and lean. Even at forty, she has a tight figure, with long, toned legs. Her chest is not large, but her breasts always attracted me. I've only seen them in clothes or a bikini like the one she's wearing now.
The simple black suit complimented her tanned figure. She glided toward me and, grinning, embraced me, her wet body dampening my clothes. She wiggled against me making sure I was thoroughly wet.
"You're such a tease, Cassie," I whined as I made an exaggerated show of wiping the moisture from my clothes.
"Happy to see you, too," she said.
I really didn't mind, especially after feeling her breasts push into my chest.
Cassie is a physician, married to another physician, and the mother of twin ten-year old boys. Looking at her figure in the bikini, you would never guess her age, let alone that she was ever pregnant.
Cassie took the beer from me and downed a long sip. She handed it back and headed inside. She smoothed her short dark hair with her hands as she entered the house.
I admit I've had my share of fantasies about Cassie. She is funny, smart and sexy. We tease each other and flirt, but it never went beyond that. Still, watching her tight ass bounce along under her wet black bottoms made my heart beat a little faster.
My attention was called back to the pool as the kids shouted for Amanda to throw them up in the air. After a few minutes of tossing and splashing, Bella called for a time-out.
Amanda seemed relieved to be freed from kid duty. She pulled herself onto the pool apron and sat there with her feet in the water. Standing behind her, I couldn't help but look at her sweet butt-crack showing itself as her red bikini bottom slid down.
I also enjoyed the henna-colored tattoo running above her crack. Amanda is the sexiest of the three. Although the shortest of the sisters at about 5'4, Amanda oozes energy and sensuality. She was a field hockey star in college and has muscled legs and a tight butt. She has close to six-pack abs and large, round breasts.
I was roused from my contemplation of her almost totally exposed ass as an arm snaked around my shoulder.
"Enjoying the view?"
I turned my head and locked eyes with Cassie.
"I'm not..."
"Yes, you are. You are checking out my lil' sis's butt crack."
Cassie handed me a fresh beer and offered a toast with her bottle.
"Hey, Amanda, you're driving Tyler crazy."
Amanda looked back over her shoulder. "What?"
Cassie pointed to her sister's exposed rear.
Amanda reached behind her and felt how low her bottom had dropped, which now revealed almost all her white and tight buns.
She tried tugging it up, but to no avail.
Amanda shrugged and turned back toward the pool as she called over her shoulder, "It's just my butt, get over it."
"Well, it is a cute one," said Cassie.
I nodded and sipped my beer.
Bella dried the kids and shuffled them into the house for a warm bath and something to eat. She told me she had a sitter coming over to mind them so we adults could have some time to enjoy our dinner.
"Not going for a swim?" Cassie asks.
"Don't feel like it," I said. "Looking forward to some grilled beast and more beer. That will be enough."
"Come, let's sit under the umbrella. I need to ask a favor."
We relaxed at the table under the wide umbrella.
Cassie's about to speak when her cell rang.
"Shit. I'm not supposed to be on call."
She checked the id, smiled and answered.
"Hey, girlfriend, what's up?"
I could hear a voice and Cassie smiled at the response.
The smile slowly faded as she listened.
"That sucks."
Cassie sipped her beer and nodded. She said, "What can you do? I understand."
After a moment, she added, "No big deal. We'll find someone to go."
After more listening, she said, "You, too. Take care."
"Problem?"
"Just a glitch in some plans. Actually, that's what I want to talk to you about. The favor?"
I nodded for her to continue.
"I have four tickets to the Buffett concert in Marshfield. That was Aisha. She has to cancel. Now I need to find someone to take her ticket and she was going to drive us in her minivan. It's great for tailgating."
I had been to a Jimmy Buffett concert years ago and knew that the tailgating was at least as entertaining as the concert. I was amazed at the range of ages of the concert-goers. Kids as young as Amanda and folks in their 60's all seemed to get along and hang out.
"Anyway, that's what I was going to ask your help on."
"What?"
"Each year we kinda do a theme for what we wear, our food and other stuff. This year we're going as island girls. You know, coconut bras, grass skirts, that sorta' thing."
"Sounds like fun."
"Oh, it will be. When we throw in drinks with umbrellas, grilled shrimp, and a ton of Corona, it will be great."
I saluted her with my bottle of Corona.
"So, what's the favor?"
"The bras."
"Huh?"
"I've looked around and all I can find are some cheesy plastic things. And, they only come in one size. I can guarantee that Amanda and I do not wear the same cup size. So, I was thinking why not get some real coconuts. We can get different sizes, cut them in half, and rig them to stay on. It will be cool. I think I'll have to go with plastic grass skirts. I can't find real ones anywhere and I'm not going to try to make them."
"Sounds like a plan. What do you need me for?"
"You have to be the designer. You know, construct the bras. Geoffrey is totally useless when it comes to projects. Thank God he's in OB and not neurosurgery. Guy is probably worse and I don't think he owns a tool. You, however, are Mr. Handyman. I bet you could figure out how to cut them and make it all work. So, how about it? Will you help?"
"I guess so. But, what's in it for me?" I was mostly teasing, since I would be happy to help them.
Cassie thought for a moment and then her face lit up.
"How about a free ticket to the concert and the opportunity to accompany three hotties dressed in coconut bras and grass skirts."
"Really? You'd want me to go along."
"Sure. You'd have a great time and we all love you anyway. We'll have a blast."
"So, who's going?"
"Me, Amanda and her former college roommate, Holly."
"Not Bella?"
"She, Guy and the kids are going to the Berkshires for the weekend."
"So, when is it?"
"Next Saturday."
I mentally checked my calendar and knew I was open.
"Sure, I guess."
"Fab. And, would you mind driving? We'll take your minivan. We can pack a ton of stuff in the back and then use it to change into our outfits. The tinted windows work really well. We've done that a few times before."
"Ok. I guess I won't be having too many umbrella drinks."
"Well, you can drink early and then ease off. After the concert, you'll be sober. The girls... well let's say we will be 'Wasted Away Again in Margaritaville'. And, you won't have to drive all the way back here. We decided to stay in Providence that night. I already have reservations. Then, we can sleep in on Sunday and take our time coming home. What do you say? It will be a lot of fun."
Amanda joined us at the table.
"What's up?"
"Tyler is going to come to the Buffett concert with us."
"Hey, cool."
"And, he is going to help make our outfits."
"Super. Thanks, T."
"No problem, I think. I never made a bra before, let alone one made out of coconuts."
"We have confidence in you," said Cassie.
I began mulling over the challenge. Cassie was right in that I loved projects and was good with my hands. In a few minutes, I had a plan.
"I think we ought to get to work right away. I'll need some tools from my place and we should buy a bunch of coconuts. We may have some trial and error waste."
Cassie agreed and said she'd go shopping with me. We checked with Bella and found out we had a couple hours until supper.
Cassie pulled a sun dress over her bikini and we jumped in my Miata. First stop was the grocery store
With Cassie pushing the cart, we were soon standing in front of the selection of coconuts.
"So, what do you think, Cassie? What sizes do we need?"
"I know we won't get a custom fit. I'm mostly concerned that they are big enough to cover everything. It's one thing to prance around in a coconut bra, and it's another to have your boobs falling out. Of course, I won't have that problem. I could probably get by with walnut shells."
We both laughed. Cassie was always joking about what she called her "teeny titties". I never thought of them that way. I thought they were sexy as hell.
"Well," I said, "Amanda will definitely need the larger ones."
Cassie high-fived me.
"What's Holly like?"
Cassie said, "Amanda plus."
"Wow."
"Oh yeah, major wow."
We picked three coconuts per girl, and tried to select appropriate sizes.
We next headed to my place. On the way, Cassie borrowed my phone and asked Bella if it were ok for me to sleep over tonight. She explained that we could get working this evening and then finish up in the morning. She had to go into the hospital early for her shift in the ER. Bella said it was fine. Cassie and Amanda were already planning to stay for the night.
I picked up a hack saw, drill, router bit, hammer and chisel, and some rasps and sandpaper. I arranged them in an old carpenter's wooden tool kit I had. I threw some clean clothes and toiletries in a backpack and we were off to my old house.
As we rode along, Cassie called Amanda and asked her to invite Holly over.
We arrived at the house just as a Camry was pulling up. A blonde girl exited. I took one look at her chest and thought we would have a major challenge to stuff what was moving under her t-shirt into the largest coconut.
"You weren't kidding," I said to Cassie under my breath.
"No shit. I have major boob envy every time I see her."
"Hey, Cassie, you have great boobs."
"Right."
"No, really they're beautiful and look perfect on you. Very sexy."
I couldn't believe I just said those words out loud.
She looked at me and I turned red.
Finally, she smiled and said, "Thanks, Tyler. I appreciate that. I haven't had a compliment on my boobs in a long time."
Cassie introduced Holly and we headed into the house, lugging the tools and groceries.
It's funny how old habits simply reappear. I soon found myself grilling, just as I always used to do.
Bella had prepared marinated chicken on skewers. I grilled them along with fresh veggies basted with herbs and oil. Bella made a potato salad earlier. Soon, we were gathered around the big picnic table enjoying dinner and some chilled Soave.
Cassie brought Holly up to date on our plans. She asked me what my plan was for making the bras.
"Well, I've been thinking. I originally thought that I would just cut the coconuts in half and then clean them out. I can drill holes for some sort of string and it would be pretty simple."
"But that's changed?" said Amanda.
I blushed a little and said, "Well, it seems not everything is equally distributed."
"Huh?" said Holly.
"What he means," piped in Cassie, "Is that you have humongous hooters and I have teensie titties. Amanda is sort of in the middle, but closer to you than to me."
I nodded, thankful for Cassie's intervention.
"So, I'm thinking I might cut the coconuts for Cassie in the middle, or even a little smaller, but for Holly and Amanda, I might need to leave more of the shell on."
"How will you be able to tell how much to leave for Holly and me?" asked Amanda.
"Haven't quite figured that out," I admitted. "We can go with trial and error. I bought a couple extra coconuts, so we can keep trying until it works."
"How about if we give you our bras," suggested Holly. "Could you fit the coconuts around them or into them or something?"
The thought of handling their bras made me a little excited.
"That might work, but I think just kinda' eyeballing it would be just as good."
"Well, let's get started," said Cassie. "Then, if you screw up we can go out tomorrow and get some more coconuts."
Bella, Amanda and Holly agreed to clean up. Cassie helped me get my tools and the coconuts. We set up on the now bare picnic table. It was June 21, the longest day of the year. Since it was only six o'clock now, we had plenty of daylight left.
The problem was stabilizing the coconut while I cut. I didn't want Cassie holding it; that was far too dangerous. I then remembered I might have left a portable vice in my old workroom. While I went to look for it, I asked Cassie to strip off the coconut hair on her coconuts until they're sort of smooth.
After rummaging around—it was obvious Guy was not into projects since the workbench was piled high with boxes of books and old financial records—I found the vise.
Back at the picnic table I was able to secure the vise on the edge of the table. I figured I'd better drill a hole to let out the coconut milk inside. I fixed the nut in the vise and after drawing a line on the circumference I drilled into the nut. I drilled another hole opposite the first one. The water trickled out. I then cut halfway through and readjusted the clamp and finished the cut.
The other women had rejoined us by now. Cassie and I cut out the white insides. I used some sandpaper to smooth the inside of the nut as best I could.
"Wanna' hold these up for size?" I asked.
Cassie pulled her sundress off and placed each half over her bikini top.
"So, how's it feel?"
"I can't feel anything."
I asked her to hold them tight while I made pencil marks on the sides so I could drill holes for the strings.
With half a nut back in the vise, I drilled two holes on the side and one hole at the top. I finished the other half. Bella got a ball of twine.
"I don't know how much we'll need between the cups," I said. "Can you hold them up again?"
Cassie pressed them against her top. I held a piece of string between the cups to estimate how long it should be. I was a little nervous having my hands so close to her tits. I couldn't feel anything because of the hard shells, but it was slightly intimate.
I cut the string and tying a knot in one end, slipped the other through both holes and tied a knot in the other end.
Cassie held them up.
"So?"
"Well," she said. "I really can't tell because my top's in the way."
She turned her back and pulled her bikini top up over her breasts. She turned back holding the cups over her breasts.
Without the fabric of her bikini, the string was too long and the cups pointed out at a severe angle.
"I can shorten the string."
Turning her back, she pulled her top back down and handed me the nuts.
I cut the string and retied it. Cassie once again turned, pushed up her suit and placed the nuts on her chest.
This time they were too close.
"No problem," I said. "I'll just try a tiny bit longer piece. Just turn around and hand them to me."
She pulled her top down and gave me the nuts.
I fixed another piece and handed them back to Cassie.
Again she turned, pulled up her top and held the shells to her breasts.
This time the string was too long.
"I'll get it right this time. Just get your top back in place and give me the shells.
Cassie looked at me and said, "Fuck it."
She handed me the coconut halves, exposing her bare breasts.
My mouth opened, but no sound escaped.
Bella said, "Cassie!"
"What?" she said. "They're just tits."
"Yeah, that's the point," I managed to say. "They are naked tits and I'm a guy. And, they're your tits."
"Well, deal with it."
Amanda laughed and shouted out, "You go, girl!"
I didn't mean to do so, but I was staring at her breasts. They were smallish, but beautifully formed teardrops. Her nipples were dark and hard and she had hardly any areolas. Each breast pointed out at a slight angle.
"If you've studied them enough, let's finish up," said Cassie with a sly grin.
I cut a piece of string, fastened the cups together and handed them back to Cassie. She positioned them and this time the space between her breasts seemed perfect.
"Looks good," I said. "How does it feel?"
"Well, I have a lot of room to spare inside." We all laughed.
"It's a little rough on the rims. I think if I wore this all day my skin would be raw. Also, where my tits are resting on the bottom, I can feel some rough spots."
"I can fix that."
Cassie removed the nuts and handed them to me. Her skin around her breasts was red. She massaged her beasts and pulled on the nipples to extend them. I was thankful for my baggy shorts at this point.



I used a rasp and sandpaper on the bottom of the shell where her breast rested and felt with my fingers until it was smooth. As I was working, Cassie trotted to the pool and dove in. She started doing some laps.
I used my router to round off the edges of the shells' rims and sandpapered them to a smooth finish.
I called to Cassie and she climbed out. She walked toward me, her small breasts bouncing slightly as water dripped from her erect nipples.
She used her hands to wipe off the excess water from her breasts and I handed her the shells.
"Ah, that feels much better."
She handed me the shells and I made a loop of string to go around her neck and two pieces that would tie around her back. We had to make several adjustments until the fit was good. I enjoyed getting it right, but enjoyed even more looking at her breasts every time she removed the shells to make adjustments. I had fantasized about them for a long time. In this case, reality was far better than my imagination.
Cassie said she was going to keep the bra on for a while to get used to it and see if there were any other problems.
By this time, the girls had shucked all the other coconuts.
"Next?" I called.
With a positively wicked grin, Amanda stood up. She unfastened her top and dropped it on the table.
"Ooh, no," groaned Bella.
I know it's not polite to stare, but her breasts were spectacular. About twice the size of her oldest sister's, they were plump mounds resting on her chest. Her areolas were oval shaped, large, and deep pink. Her nipples were deep burgundy and stood out.
"Uh, you could wait until I cut the coconut," I said.
"Hell, it's cool, T. Anyway, we girls rarely wear tops, or even bottoms, when we're hanging out at the pool. Well, as long as the kids aren't here."
"What about Guy?" I asked, wondering if he received a regular eye treat.
"Yeah, well let's say there are no longer any family secrets."
I gave Bella a look.
"Remember, my dear ex-husband, we didn't have a pool when we were married. Guy put it in."
I mentally added another item to the list to be pissed off about regarding Guy.
Back to the task at hand, I tried to figure out how to proceed. Looking closely, and a good carpenter measures twice and cuts once, I asked Amanda to turn sideways. When I asked if she could hold her breasts up, she readily complied and pulled them out by her nipples. I noticed that her breasts had a slight torpedo shape to them. I estimated that if I cut the coconut about two-thirds instead of half, that the cups may fit her better.
I went through the same process as before. Amanda took the shells and held them to her.
Her breasts squeezed out a tiny bit around her chest, but it added to the sexiness of the look. I figured we would not have to tie the string too tightly around her back and that may ease the pressure.
"My nips are pressing against the end of the shell," she said.
"Show off," called Cassie.
"We could probably put a piece of cotton or soft cloth there. That might help."
"Yeah. Either that or I'll cum about ten times walking around with my nips rubbing like this."
I know I blushed. Bella just tsked-tsked her sister. She offered to give her a couple of her nursing pads that she wore underneath her own bra to soak up her leaking nipples.
Going back and forth we got the right string length. I smoothed all the edges and fit Amanda for the finished product.
"Feels a lot better around the edges now. I think I'll wear it for a bit, too."
I looked at Holly. We had only met a few hours before. Was she feeling as awkward as I was?
She dropped her top and smiled broadly. Guess not.
Her breasts were...well let's say they were massive. They were round, wide and heavy. She had big brown areolas and brown nipples. Her breasts sagged a bit under the weight, but all in all were a big-titted fanatic's wet dream.
"Jesus, Holly, those are totally unfair to the rest of womanhood," called out Cassie.
She slipped her coconut bra off and stood next to the younger girl.
She cupped her own breast with one hand and one of Holly's with the other.
"Amazing," she cooed. "These are at least three times mine."
"Try five times," snarked Amanda.
"Maybe Tyler should get a feel of the difference before he goes to work," said Cassie.
I was already hard inside my shorts and this comment made it twitch.
"Aah, I think I can do fine following what I did before."
"Too bad," said Cassie as she released Holly's huge boob, whose nipples were obviously now erect.
I chose the largest coconut and cut it so the circumference was at the widest spot. After cleaning it out, Holly held the shells to her boobs. They covered about three-quarters of her mass.
"Well, how do they feel?"
"Really squished," Holly said, "and my boobs are like hanging out all over."
"But it looks super sexy, Holly," said Amanda.
"Very sexy," chimed in Cassie.
"Maybe I can thin out the inside a little bit to give you some more room. And, we can tie the strings looser and not pull them so tight against your chest," I suggested.
Holly pulled her nuts off and rubbed her breasts to soothe them.
"What size are they?" asked Cassie.
Holly turned rose and said, "I guess about a 38 Double D."
Cassie just groaned. I knew I did not have a Double D coconut.
I used my router to take out as much of the sides of the shells as I could. When she tried them again, she said it felt better, but they were still squished.
"Holly, I have an idea. If you're a bit of an adventurer, I think we can rig up something that will not squeeze your..."
"Her tits," offered Cassie.
"Yeah, them," I said laughing.
"Sure, I'll try anything."
I took another large coconut and, after draining the liquid, cut just about one-third of the nut from each end, leaving a thick middle section. What I ended up with were two large caps.
"Here try these."
Holly put them up to her breasts. The shells covered her nipples and a tiny bit of the front of her breasts. And, that was it.
"That's fuckin' awesome," cried Amanda.
"I think that will work," I said. "We can tie the string loose enough not to squish them, but tight enough to do the job."
"Yeah, do the job with a lot of bounce," said Amanda. "Jesus, guys will be following you around with their tongues dragging on the ground."
"And their dicks in the air," added Cassie, with a quick glance to my tent.
We all shared a good laugh.
I took the caps, smoothed the insides, and made the ties. Holly modeled the new bra and she looked incredibly sexy. The bounce factor was off the scale.
"Tyler," said Cassie, "after wearing these for a while, the string is really irritating. I don't know if I could stand it for an entire day."
Holly and Amanda agreed.
I thought about the problem and then came up with an idea.
"Bella, do you have an old silk scarf or even a silk tie of Alex's that you don't care about?"
She went to look for one. The three ladies shed their tops and enjoyed the freedom of having their breasts unencumbered. Amazingly, I also enjoyed them not wearing tops.
Bella returned with a long, silk scarf and an ugly tie.
I took Holly's shells and removed the strings. I measured the silk and then cut the pieces. The fabric was pliable enough to thread through the holes. When I was finished, Holly modeled it. She immediately said it felt tons better and proclaimed my new design a success.
I tried the tie with Amanda's bra and she, too, admitted a great improvement.
I said we could shop for more silk tomorrow and I'd fix the bras for use next weekend.
We celebrated with a round of beers. The girls wanted to swim again and urged me to join them.
"I don't have a suit," I said.
"And the point is..." proclaimed Cassie.
"Yeah," said Amanda, "we told you Guy skinny-dips with us. If it will make you feel better we can loose our bottoms."
Bella spoke up.
"You ladies will keep your bottoms on. I have a sixteen year old babysitter inside who is the daughter of our minister. I do not want her seeing you guys running around bare-assed, let alone seeing Tyler with his business out. I do not need her spreading tales of wanton sexual behavior circulating through the congregation. It's bad enough that she's seen me with my boobs out as I breastfeed JR."
The girls meekly nodded, but I caught something in Cassie's eyes that told me she wanted to push our boundaries a bit.
"Tyler, come with me. I think one of Alex's suits will fit you. I'll put a suit on, too."
Bella led me to the master bedroom. I had not been in here since we divorced. It felt weird.
Along the way, Bella checked on the sitter and the kids. All was going fine.
She closed the door and started rummaging through my old dresser. She pulled out a pair of trunks and tossed them to me.
She made no motion to leave.
I hesitated and looked at her.
"Christ, Tyler, we were married for seven years. I think I've seen everything you've got."
I slowly removed my shirt and unbuckled my shorts. Dropping them, I hooked my thumbs in my boxers and eased them off.
Bella looked me up and down.
"Still looking good, Ty. I always loved your body."
As she spoke she unbuttoned her blouse and pulled it off. She had on a nursing bra. I remembered the type from when she breastfed our kids.
"Yeah, still nursing JR," she said looking at the massive undergarment.
She pushed down her shorts. Her stomach was a little loose, but still she was an attractive and sexy woman.
"God, I feel like a cow," she said pulling at the small roll of fat at the top of her pink panties.
"You're beautiful, Bella. Always were and always will be. You look great."
She blushed and softy thanked me.
She turned and rooted in her closet and pulled out a dry one-piece bathing suit.
Turning back to me, she undid her bra and threw it on the bed. Her breasts were bigger than they'd ever been. Her nipples were dark, hard and leaking some milk.
"I'm going to have to pump soon or I'll explode."
She dropped her panties. I was surprised that her formerly full bush was now just a narrow strip over her sex lips. The hair around her lips was gone.
"Sexy," I said.
"Guy likes it this way."
"Good taste."
She looked at me and got the pun. We both doubled over laughing.
"You could always make me laugh. I think I miss that the most about you."
"Not my prodigious love-making ability."
Bella couldn't hold my gaze. She looked down and said softly, "Well, that, too."
After a pause, she added, "And, your cock. I miss your cock."
Said cock was now well beyond half-mast. When Bella moved her eyes back up, she quickly covered her mouth with her hand.
"Oops. Sorry, Ty."
"Happens every time a beautiful woman stands naked in front of me."
Bella crossed and opened her arms. I welcomed her and our bodies pressed together.
My now full erection pushed against her stomach. I felt her large breasts mashed against my chest as some warm liquid seeped out from her stiff nipples.
I kissed the top of her head. She hugged me.
"We were good together," she said into my chest.
"Well, we were good together when we were good. But, I let it slide away."
Bella hugged even tighter. "We both let it slide, Babes."
"Anyway, I'm happy that you're happy," I said. "You are happy?"
She nodded vigorously.
She tilted her head and I bent mine. We kissed gently.
"Just letting you know, I miss you sometimes. And, I love you," she said.
I choked back a tear, and kissed her forehead. "Love you, too, Bell. Now, we better get dressed before something goes wrong."
Nodding, Bella slapped my ass and stepped back.
"One last thing."
I looked at her.
"Well, I don't know how to put this, but watch out for Cassie."
"What do you mean?"
"What I mean is that she is flirting with you big time. She's always has been very sensual. Shit, make that sexy. I don't know what's going on with her and Geoffrey. She says they're fine. But I keep getting these vibes. You know, they've been married fifteen years and so maybe the heat has cooled. Or, not. I don't know. So, just be careful."
"I have no plans to become involved with your sister. Wait, is it because she's your sister that you're bringing it up."
"Ty, I know you've always found her attractive. Shit, let's be honest, you've had the hots for her since the first time you laid eyes on her. I get it. She's sexy as hell. I knew it was just hormones and never thought you would do anything behind my back. But, I'm telling you, just be careful. Or, at least if something happens, do it with your eyes open."
"That's the best way," I said. "Otherwise you miss all the eye candy."
"Asshole," Bella said and punched me lightly in the stomach.
"Ok, Bell, I will. I mean, I'll keep my eyes open. And, you're right. I never did anything behind your back—with anyone. I hope you know that."
"I do. This big boy was all mine all the time."
Bella ran her hand up and down my hard-on and a chill ran up and down my spine. Her touch brought back a flood of memories.
She stroked me a couple times more and kissed me on the lips.
"Yeah, we had some good times," she said as she cupped my balls with one hand and squeezed my dick with the other.
Breaking apart, we dressed. Thankfully Alex's suit was baggy and a little big for me. It almost hid my stiff member.
Bella did not pull up the top of her suit. On the way back outside she stopped in the kitchen and picked up two baby bottles and liners. Avoiding the family room where the sitter and kids were watching TV, Bella led me back out to the pool.
The girls were in the pool and tossing a beach ball back and forth. Yes, I know it sounds like a scene from a bad titty-beach movie, but that's what they were doing. I allowed myself to enjoy the sight of six tits bobbing.
Cassie noticed us and hooted. "Way to go, Sis. Nice to see the puppies out for a walk."
"I have to express some milk. They're killing me."
Holly looked confused. "What's express?"
"She has to milk the teats," said Cassie.
"Really?"
"Yeah, you should go watch. It's neat."
"Would Bella mind?"
"Hey, Bella, can Holly watch you milk the cow."
"Cassie, some times you're just crude," shot back Bella. "Holly it's no big deal. C'mon up."
Holly pulled herself out. I marveled at her boobs as they swayed with every step. I wondered if the movement was showing up on any seismic monitoring system.
Bella started massaging her left breast and soon a couple drops appeared followed by a thin line of milk flowing into the plastic-lined bottle.
"Awesome," said Holly.
Bella pumped some more.
"Wanna' try?"
"Can I?"
"Sure."
Holly took hold of Bella's left breast. Bella showed her how to move her hand pushing the fleshy breast back toward her chest.
"Don't pull on my nipple," Bella said. "You can massage the areola, you know, squeeze it a bit as you push my boob back."
Holly used her thumb and forefinger on Bella's areola, as her other hand moved back and forth on Bella's breast. Almost immediately a tiny drop of milk appeared at the tip.
"Rub it around my nipple."
Holly let her finger move around Bella's nipple.
"That's what you do when you want a baby to latch on. The baby can smell the milk and will go right after it."
"Did you every taste it?"
"Well, from a glass. Not from the source," said Bella with a smile.
"Ty used to like it. Guy, not so much."
Holly kept pumping and staring at Bella's breast.
"Do you want to sample it?"
I didn't believe my ears.
My fairly straight and conservative ex-wife was offering her lactating tit to a woman.
"Would that like be weird"?
"Depends, I guess. Both of my sisters have tried it. I don't put any sexual connotation on it. If you're curious, I'm ok with it."
Cassie and Amanda had stopped playing in the pool and were glued to the scene unfolding. I was standing behind a chair so my now throbbing erection was not visible to the ladies.
Holly smiled and said, "Well, if you can't do crazy shit when you're twenty-two, when can you do it?"
Bella turned her body and Holly knelt in front of her. Slowly, she moved her mouth to the breast still resting in her hand. She extended her tongue, licked the drop of milk and swirled her tongue around the erect flesh. She kissed Bella's breast and then moved her lips over the entire nipple and sucked. Bella eased Holly's hand from her breast and pumped with her own hand.
The look in Holly's eyes, told me that milk was filling her mouth.
She suckled aggressively and I could see her throat working as she swallowed. I also noticed that Bella was moaning slightly. I knew that when I used to suck her milk, Bella would get really turned on. A couple times she came just by doing it. I felt she was on her way.
Holly slipped her other hand onto Bella's free breast and massaged it. I saw Bella's hand drop between her legs and her arm started moving. Holly was sucking hard and fondling the other breast making more milk dribble over her fingers. Bella shot her head up and let out a yelp. I could see her shoulders shaking and knew she was cumming.
Her head dropped and her shoulders sank. She eased Holly off her tit.
Holly was also glassy-eyed. I wondered if she too orgasmed.
Holly got up and collapsed in a chair. Her nipples were dark and aroused.
"That was awesome," she said.
"Oh, yeah," said a breathless Bella.
"I guess I got a little carried away," said Holly.
"Ya think," retorted Bella.
"Did you, like, get off?" asked Holly.
"Did I look like I did?"
"Sorta."
"Honey, that was way past sorta'"
They both laughed. Cassie and Amanda applauded from where they were standing at the pool's edge.
I took this opportunity to quickly run to the pool and dive in.
I surfaced in the deep end and swam back to where Cassie and Amanda were standing in water that just stopped below Amanda's breasts and left most of Cassie's upper body exposed.
"Well, that was interesting," said Cassie.
"Fuckin' smoking hot, you mean," added Amanda. "Big sister gets her rocks off with all of us watching. Hot."
We all looked at each other and silently agreed we had witnessed a highly erotic scene.
"Did that happen when you two sampled the milk?"
"Hardly," said Amanda. "I just sorta' got a taste and then stopped. I'm not into lezzing my sister."
"Is it just your sister that's off limits?" I asked.
Amanda rolled her eyes. "Guys. All they think about is two girls getting it on. Honestly, Ty, do you think there is anything about another woman, like Holly, for example, that could possibly turn someone on?"
I looked at the blond sitting a few feet away. Her large breasts still heaved as Holly took deep breaths. Her nipples remained erect and dark. The crotch of her suit showed a dark spot.
Cassie was smiling as she watched me check out Holly.
"Nothing to say, Ty?"
"My mind is like mush right now. Any way, how about you Cassie? Did it turn you on to taste Bella's milk?"
"Nah, same with me," said Cassie. "I was always curious since I nursed the twins. Obviously with these jugs I could not suck my own nipples." Cassie tried pushing one tit toward her mouth and reached down with her tongue. There was a huge gap.
We laughed. Then Amanda said, "You mean like this?"
Amanda quickly pushed her tit up and her tongue curled around her extended nipple.
My hard-on was bordering on explosion.
"God, I hate you," said Cassie as she splashed her sister.
Amanda splashed back and we began a huge water fight. Cassie then grabbed the beach ball and cried out, "Keep away."
She tossed it over my head to her sister. I lunged toward Amanda and she threw it to Cassie. This went back and forth for a bit. One of Amanda's throws was off and both Cassie and I leaped for it. I won and Cassie crashed into my back. Her breasts and rock hard nipples rammed me. I turned and held the ball over my head. She then kept jumping up and rubbing her tits against my chest. Amanda came up from behind and tried to get the ball. Her large breasts smooshed into my back.



Giving up trying to get it, Cassie called out, "Sandwich."
The girls moved against me and grabbed each other's arms and pulled themselves tight against my body.
I could feel Amanda's crotch push against my butt. What was more alarming was Cassie pressed against my front. I knew she could feel my erection, straining against the front of my trunks. They held the sandwich for a few more seconds and then released each other.
As Amanda moved away, Cassie rubbed her crotch back and forth, slowly and deliberately, against my hard-on.
"Impressive," she said in a whisper.
She pushed hard again and then moved quickly to join her sister climbing out of the pool.
She adjusted her suit and I caught a glance of her smooth ass cheeks. She looked over her shoulder and with a nasty smile asked if I were getting out.
Not reacting to her smirk, I told her in a minute or so.
After drying her hair and upper body, she wrapped a towel around her waist. She slipped her hands under the towel and they emerged with the bottom of her bikini. She draped it over the back of a chair.
"Wanna' beer?"
"Sure."
As she walked toward the cooler, I silently prayed for the towel to fall. No such luck, as she returned with a bottle in each hand.
She pulled a chair next to the edge. After handing me my beer, she sat and stretched her legs out. Although I could see nothing above her calves, I was fixated that the only cover she had was her towel.
My reverie was interrupted by movement behind her. Amanda was standing next to Holly and Bella at the table. She too dried herself off. With a quick movement, she dropped her bottom. Her white ass was in clear view. Cassie noticed my stare and turned to see what was capturing my gaze.
She chuckled.
"If I had known you liked that sort of view, I would have skipped the towel."
I hardly heard her as I watched Amanda dry her butt and between her legs. I saw Bella say something and motion toward me with her head.
Amanda looked over her shoulder, smiled at me and wiggled her ass. She said something softly to Holly. Holly nodded and bent over and placed a loud smacking kiss on Amanda's bare bottom. She then slapped the white cheek.
Amanda then bent and picked up her bikini bottom and gave me a full view of her pussy lips. I saw no telltale hairs and wondered if she were smooth. She straightened and wrapped the towel around her waist. She and Holly headed inside.
Bella had finished nursing, pulled up her top and carrying the bottles with breast milk, went into the kitchen,
"Nice beaver shot, eh, Tyler," said Cassie.
I was speechless.
"Amanda's such a tease," said Cassie.
"I think it runs in the family," I said purposely looking at her bare breasts.
Cassie laughed and tweaked her tits.
"These can't possibly get to you when you have those two sets to look at. Hell, even Bella's put mine to shame. I bet even the babysitter has a better pair."
"Cassie, cut the crap. I admitted I like your tits. As a matter of fact, I think they are the best of anyone here. And, you seem to like torturing me with them."
"Oh, is that what I felt in the water. Torture?"
"Well, if I don't get relief soon, it will be torture."
I regretted the words the second they left my mouth.
"Relief? Don't tell me you plan to handle things later and all by yourself?"
"Whatever," I replied limply.
"Yeah, well maybe you should save it up for next week. You never know, you might get lucky."
Cassie was now definitely flirting with me. I had no clue where it was leading, but every thought of what may lie ahead only made my dick harder.
"You can get out now, Tyler. The others won't have to know about what you have going on in those shorts."
I pulled myself out of the pool and boldly stood in front of Cassie. The tent in my shorts pointed at her.
"Thanks, Ty."
"For..."
"For letting an old lady think she can still do that to a guy."
"Cassie, you are hardly old."
"Well, I'm ten years older than you."
"Age doesn't mean a thing when you look as good as you."
"Now, you're making me blush. But, I'll take the compliment."
We stared at each other, my eyes travelling to her breasts and hers to the tent.
I drank the last of my beer to try to open my throat.
"I think I'm going over to sit here until this guy goes away."
"Yeah, I think I'll go inside and get dressed. Of course, maybe I'll spend some time in the shower imagining what's hidden underneath those shorts."
Cassie grinned and stood. She grabbed her bikini bottom from the back of the chair and headed toward the house. Knowing I was watching, she loosened the towel. It slid down exposing her small, white, and tight ass. I almost came on the spot.
Cassie looked over her shoulder and blew me a kiss. She then pulled the towel back up and entered the house.
I grabbed another beer and pushed the cold bottle against my hard-on.
"God, what is next weekend going to be like?" I mused as I tried to quiet the beast between my legs.
Later after changing, I played with my kids for a while, read them their bedtime stories and put each of them to sleep.
Only Bella was still awake.
"Thanks for taking care of the kids," she said.
"I love doing it. Everyone else in bed?"
She nodded.
"A nightcap?" she offered.
I agreed and Bella poured us two tall tumblers of single malt Scotch. It was something we always enjoyed together.
We sat on the sofa looking out at the backyard glowing with just the lights from the pool.
"Foot massage?"
'Oh, my god," she groaned, "Really?"
I put my drink down and eased one leg into my lap. I worked her foot as she moaned and sighed.
As I was doing the other one, Bella slipped her other foot into my crotch and rubbed my dick.
"This guy was having a busy day."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean I happened to look out the kitchen window when you were standing in front of Cassie. Honestly, Ty, think carefully about this."
"We didn't do anything."
"I know, but you two were flirting big time. I've already given you my opinion. For both your sakes, Ty, be careful."
In spite of enjoying her toes tickling my dick, I knew she was trying to be helpful to me and her sister.
"I hear you, Bell."
"Thanks for the foot massage. No one does it any better than you. Now, I'm headed to bed. You don't mind sleeping on the couch?"
"No problem. Hell, that's where I spent the last six months of our marriage."
"Ouch."
"Sorry," I said, "cheap shot. I slept here because it was best for both of us."
"Yeah," Bella agreed, "still sucked, though. You know, Ty, the only regret is that we never had a final fuck. I mean one where we knew it was the last. I feel bad about that."
"You aren't suggesting..."
"No," she said with a sigh. "My pussy wants you, but I'm not going to do that to this marriage. I just regret the way it ended."
"Maybe Guy could give you one hall pass," I offered.
Bella laughed out loud. "Don't think so and I don't think I could ever ask him. Nice thought, though."
We smiled at each other, kissed gently while Bella let her hand slide up and down my erection. Breaking away, Bella made her way to her bedroom.
Once again my dick was hard as a rock and was going to be disappointed.
CONCERT TIME
Since school was now out for the summer, I spent my week sleeping late and waking with a massive hard-on after dreaming of the girls from the weekend. I wanted desperately to relieve myself, but Cassie's challenge to save it up for the concert kept my hand still.
Was she really hinting at the two of us having sex? Or, was she just teasing and flirting? What about Bella's warning? Did she think Cassie wanted to initiate sex with me? Even if she was willing, was I?
She's my sister-in-law, well, technically ex-sister-n-law. Even so, having sex with a sister-in-law was not incest. Maybe it was not socially acceptable, but it wasn't incest. But, she's married. I never committed adultery and wasn't sure how I felt about screwing a married woman. Then, again, Cassie is incredibly sexy. I could not get the image of her small and sexy tits out of my mind. Then, I flashed back on her ass as she mooned me. God, that was the best butt I might have ever seen. It was even better than Amanda's, and hers rated a ten.
Was Amanda also teasing me? Hey, she flashed her ass and was topless most of the afternoon. Maybe she wanted to move in a new direction. Hey, how about Holly. She had no problem busting out her boobs.
I was driving myself crazy. And probably doing so in vain. Nice to fantasize, but really would any of those hot women really want to do something with a thirty-year old divorced guy, and their sister's ex? Probably not!
I decided to put all that nonsense out of my mind.
Easier said than done.
I found a discount fabric store and scooped up a bunch of silk strands. I modified all the bras and hoped they would not only fit but also feel better. Of course, all I could imagine was how each of the women stood around topless last weekend.
I willed my mind to stop. My dick, however, was not subject to willpower and kept sprouting up at the most inconvenient times.
Saturday morning finally came. I had already cleaned out the minivan, gassed it up and pulled into Bella's driveway around 8 am. Bella, Guy and the kids had left the day before for their trip. Bella's house was the most central meeting point. They had all slept at Bella's since they were coming from different directions and then would be ready at a decent time this morning.
Inside the girls were running around trying to get last minute things done. Cassie pointed out the stack of food and other stuff that needed loading. I assumed that was my job. I lugged the coolers, tables, chairs and bags of supplies out and packed the back of the minivan. I figured if I took care of all the hard work, they would be able to move along and we could get on the road sooner. It was a little over a three-hour ride and we wanted to be there when the parking lots opened at 1 pm.
Satisfied that everything was securely packed, I went inside. I carried the bag with the coconut bras and set it on the kitchen counter.
"Let's see," said Cassie and called for Amanda and Holly to join us.
The other girls ran into the kitchen as Cassie dumped the finished bras on the counter. I chose different colors for each. Cassie's straps were a deep purple, Amanda's bright green and Holly's a blue that brought out her eye color.
"Let's try them on," said Cassie as she peeled off her thin t-shirt. Again, my eyes feasted on the petit tits and hard nipples. She was tying her straps as Amanda and Holly pulled their shirts off. I marveled at the difference each one presented. Silently, I thanked the Breast God for her work.
After the three had secured their bras, they walked around. Holly was bouncing and bouncing.
"Might need to tighten that up a bit, Holly," advised Cassie.
Holly agreed and adjusted her top. Her boobs now plumped out more, but the movement was not as obscene as before.
The ladies all agreed the silk felt a lot better and thanked me. I accepted their gratitude, especially since it was accompanied by hugs and kisses.
They dropped them and set about finishing getting ready. None of them bothered to put a shirt back on.
"Uh, you guys aren't going to travel like that, are you?"
Cassie beamed and said, "Why not? Don't you like them?"
"Liking them is not the question," I replied. "Getting arrested for public nudity as we drive down is my concern."
"You mean that you're concerned that you won't be able to concentrate?" asked Cassie as she lifted her breasts and played with them.
I just shook my head.
Giggling, Cassie walked back to the bedrooms.
They returned in a minute with Cassie carrying a bag from a men's clothing store at the mall.
I admit to being a dork, especially when it comes to fashion. Like the old joke, my favorite color really is plaid. Today I am wearing a pair of old plaid shorts and a well-worn striped shirt. I also have a floppy brimmed hat in the car to protect my nose and ears from the sun.
"Tyler, you are going to be with three hot women," says Cassie. "You cannot go looking like a reject from the 'Big Bang Theory'. So, with some guidance from Bella, we picked up a couple things."
Cassie pulled out a deep blue Polo shirt, a pair of yellow shorts and cotton boxers with yellow and white stripes.
"Really?" I said. "You want me to wear those?"
"Definitely," said Amanda.
"Put them on now," commanded Cassie.
"Ok, give them to me and I'll change in the bathroom."
"Uh, no, you can do it here," said Cassie.
"What?"
"Hey, we've been practically naked, so I think we are all past any false modesty."
"My modesty is not false," I said.
"Bullshit, Ty, just put the clothes on."
"Ok, but I don't think I need the boxers. I have some on and they are fine."
"Whatever," said Amanda.
I turned my back to them and pulled off my shirt. I dropped my shorts.
"Oh My God," cried Amanda.
"You cannot be serious, Ty," said Cassie.
"What?"
"Thomas the Train undies!"
I turned back to face the three ladies. I loved Thomas the Train and always read the stories to the kids. I found these boxers in a novelty store about five years ago. I never thought much about them. Now, I saw them for what they were: shabby and geeky.
The new boxers landed at my feet.
"Put these on," said Amanda.
"Why? No one will be seeing them," I replied.
"We will know that you're wearing them," said Cassie. "I am already afraid I'll be having nightmares."
"Well, ok, but I'll definitely go to the bathroom to..."
"Don't be such a wuss," said Amanda. "You can turn around and do it quickly."
I turned my back and dropped my shorts.
"Whoo, whoo," yelped Amanda. "Killer ass."
"Definitely a keeper," added Holly.
"Tight bun award winner," said Cassie and I felt her slap my naked butt.
I quickly pulled on the new underwear and the rest of my clothes. I turned and the three women applauded. They then jogged off to finish getting ready.
I repacked the bras and put them and a few other stray items in the van.
Ten minutes later we were on the road. The girls wore shorts and t-shirts. It was evident that none of them wore a bra.
I mentioned that fact and Amanda explained.
"We don't want strap marks. So, you'll just have to deal with it."
"Don't mind if I turn down the temp on the air-conditioning," I asked looking at her in the rear view mirror and grinning.
"Well, pokies are cool," she said and flashed me, showing her erect nipples.
I noticed Cassie looking over at my crotch, trying to see if I was reacting. For now, I was able to keep the beast at bay.
We settled down for the long ride. Soon, the women were chatting. Maybe it was because I was driving or it was the minivan, but soon they seemed to talk as if a man weren't present.
'How come a guy's dick is a different color from the rest of his skin?" asked Holly.
"Maybe because it doesn't get any sun," offered Amanda.
"No way," interjected Cassie. "Dicks are usually darker, not lighter."
"Yeah, that's strange," agreed Holly. "Even black guys are like that."
"You have experience?" prompted Cassie.
"Well, I dated this guy for a bit during junior year. His skin tone was more café au lait, but his dick was really black. One weekend we went camping and a bunch of his friends came along. We went skinny-dipping, and every one of the guys had dicks darker than their skin."
"Was he a good lover?" asked Cassie.
"Pretty good. He had a nice dick. It certainly was not huge. I think that's just bullshit about black guys having monster dicks. He knew how to use it, though. I liked screwing him, but he's not the best I ever had."
"Who would that be?" asked Cassie.
In the rear view I saw Amanda and Holly exchange a glance.
"He was a professor."
"No way," cooed Cassie, "you fucked a teacher!"
"Yeah. He was my Modern Poetry prof. He was older, maybe early thirties."
Cassie punched my arm, "Hear that, Ty, Holly had the hots for a thirty-year old."
I ignored her and pretended to focus on the traffic.
"He was separated from his wife, or so he told me. I went to him with some questions, but really just wanted to be near him. He was classic. Handsome, dark hair and moody. He suggested we meet at a local bar for a drink and talk poetry. I fell for this tortured soul who wanted to be a poet, but had to teach to make money. He said his wife didn't understand him and that's why they were apart. Of course, I bought the whole package. I still can't remember the sequence but we were back in my apartment and fucking our brains out in less than an hour. He knew how to use his dick. It had this big curve in it when he was hard. It just seemed to hit all the right spots. God, I never came so hard with a guy."
"So, how'd it end," said Cassie, "No, let me guess. You could only see him at odd times, always in your room and he asked you not to call him. How am I doing?"
Holly groaned and said, "Pretty much on target."
Cassie continued. "He really wasn't separated. He just liked some under grad pussy."
"Yeah," Holly said with a sigh.
After a short pause she added, "But the fucking was spectacular. That guy had my number."
"Was his dick a different color?" asked Amanda.
"I guess."
"You guess?" said Amanda. "Didn't you see it?"
"Well," Holly said laughing, "it was usually dark in my room and he stuck it in so fast I never got a good look."
The girls shared a good laugh.
"So, Ty," said Cassie, "is your dick darker than the rest of your skin?"
I shifted uncomfortably. Talking about my dick with three beautiful women was not a common occurrence.
"Uh, I never really thought about it"
"Well, why don't you take it out and we can judge?" Cassie said.
She put her hand on my thigh and made to move it up toward my crotch, slipping her fingers under the hem of my shorts.
"Jesus, Cassie, I'm driving."
"Ok, but you're not driving with your dick."
Amanda and Holly were laughing and enjoying the exchange.
Her fingers were now all the way under my shorts and also under my boxers. They were just about an inch from my package.
"Cassie!"
She slipped her fingers around the head of my dick and started to pull it toward the bottom of my shorts.
Cassie!" I shouted louder.
"Oh, all right," she said with a pout. "We'll wait until later to conduct our investigation."
She removed her hand and reached back to get fist bumps from Amanda and Holly.
The girls kept chatting and thankfully left me out of their discussions. When they started talking about monthly cycles, I started trying to recall the lyrics to every Coldplay song I could remember.
As we neared our destination, we began to see other vehicles obviously headed to the concert. There were sharks lashed to roofs, palm trees in the back of pick-ups and lot's of cars with "Margaritaville Bound" signs in windows.
"Maybe I should flash them," said Cassie as we pulled along side of a Jeep full of young guys.
"Maybe you should keep your shirt on," I said.
"Party-pooper," she said. Turning toward me she lifted her shirt and wiggled her breasts at me.
"This is going to be a strange day," I thought to myself.
We arrived, joined the long queue and slowly made our way to the parking lot. The lot was already half-full. The attendants directed us to park next to a pick-up and we were soon joined on the other side by the Jeep with the guys that Cassie wanted to flash.
Piling out, we started unpacking and setting up. After about a half-hour we had our grill in place, the cooler placed in the shade of the van, table and chairs arranged and dips and chips set out. We toasted our work with the first cold beer of the day.



We made friends with our neighbors. The pick-up people were a young couple from Rhode Island. They were regular Parrotheads and set out to meet up with friends.
They guys from the Jeep were college students from the Boston area. They came prepared with cases of beer and not much else. Soon, they had stripped off their shirts and Amanda and Holly were eyeing the tight bodies.
Buffett crowds are nothing if not friendly. Soon, the guys were enjoying our snacks and everyone was chilling.
After a couple of beers, the guys decided to go scoping and seeing what they could scrounge for food. They figured that people would be sharing dogs and burgers.
The girls said it was time to get in their outfits. The three of them piled into the van. I slid open the door on the pick-up side. They pulled off their tops and put on their coconut bras. Cassie pulled a sack from the wayback and handed out the grass skirts.
She also grabbed a beach blanket and handed it to me.
"Tyler, open the front door, please?" asked Cassie.
I did as she asked. She then had me stand toward the back of the van and hold up the blanket with my arms extended. This made for an improvised changing room.
With their tops in place, the girls exited the van and dropped their shorts. Holly and Amanda each wore tiny thongs. Their cheeks were on display with only a thin strip of fabric in between. The thongs were low cut in front. I could not detect any pubic hair on Amanda, while Holly's totally sheer panty showed she had some blonde bush behind it.
Cassie wore a small purple bikini panty. Most of her butt was covered, but still looked great. As she turned to face me, I drew in a breath. About an inch of dark pubic hair extended above the top of her panty. The purple fabric was pulled into her slit forming a sexy camletoe. I was happy the blanket covered my own little tent.
The girls pulled on their grass skirts. Cassie also had headpieces made from silk tropical flowers. With their outfits all in place, the three looked, well, they looked sexy. Hot. Nuclear. Pick your adjective, they were looking good.
Amanda and Holly shook their booties and you could clearly see their cheeks peek out from behind the strands of their skirts.
"Oh, man," I thought, "I hope they get through the day. The hounds will be out."
I put the blanket back in the van and locked it up.
"Let's cruise," said Cassie.
With beers in hand we set out.
Needless to say, we—well the ladies—gathered much attention. Holly opted to loosely tie her shells and her boobs were bouncing to their own rhythm.
I couldn't even begin to count the number of cell phone pictures that were taken,
Guys got a kick out of laying their hands on top of the coconuts. I at first told them to look but not touch, but the girls vetoed that. Since they couldn't really feel anything, the girls thought it was a hoot to have the guys' hands on their shells.
Since I was the only one with pockets, I was required to carry their cell phones and take shots of every encounter with each phone.
I was surprised that there were as many women as men who wanted to pose with "Coconut Girls" as they quickly become known. The girls even wanted to fondle the coconuts. Cassie, Amanda and Holly reciprocated by cupping the bikini tops of the young ladies. No one was offended and it was all in good fun. Well, good drunken fun, since most people we met must have started partying early and were going strong.
We approached a large gathering of guys and girls. They all started whooping and called us over.
We accepted beers from them and the girls agreed to pose.
First the five women from the group surrounded the girls.
The guys started taking pictures and one shouted, "Show us your tits."
My girls shook their heads, but the guys kept it up. Finally the other ladies pulled their bikini tops aside to expose five sets of boobs. I did my duty and took lots of pictures.
One guy kept yelling. "Coconut Girls, show us your tits."
Cassie shouted back, "Fuck you. Show us your dicks."
By now the other girls had pulled their tops closed. The guys were silenced for a second. Then the one guy said, "Hell yeah."
He walked up to stand between Cassie and Holly. Grinning from ear to ear, he shucked down his bathing suit bottoms. His dick sprung loose.
"Yo, Gary, you da man," screamed one of his friends. The girls in their group were squealing and laughing and taking lots of pictures. I imagined that YouTube was going to be hit hard later.
"Hey, come on you assholes, get over here."
His four friends trotted over. With a little hesitation, they all dropped their shorts and underwear.
I and their girlfriends were shooting picture after picture.
The girl to my right said, "I never thought Gary had such a big one."
Her friend next to her said, "Really, but I kinda like Tommy's. See how it curves to the right that's sexy."
The girl on my left said to both of them, "I like them all. I'd suck any one of them."
The girls laughed in agreement.
Cassie moved her hands in front of the groins of the guys on either side. Holly and Amanda did the same.
"Hey, don't get too personal," called out the girl who liked Gary's dick.
"You mean like this?" answered Cassie. She grabbed the boy's shaft and pulled it out.
He yelped and in a few seconds was erect.
Their girlfriends hooted even louder.
"Go, Gary."
"Nice boner, dude."
"Mr. Everyready."
Gary soon lost his embarrassment and waved his erection back and forth. The girls took a few last pictures, and so did I.
Someone from the next vehicle shouted out that security was coming. The guys quickly pulled up their pants. The tip of Gary's dick stuck out from the top. One of the girls slipped her hand over it and eased it back under the waistband. I imagined she would soon be reversing that action.
We worked our way down and back some more aisles of parked vehicles. We were offered and accepted some more beers, lots of guacamole, chips and other snacks. We came across some friends of Holly's. She said she was going to hang with them for a bit.
As we walked on, Amanda said, "I think it's pee time."
"I'm with you on that," said Cassie.
Cassie asked me to hit up some people for paper napkins and then we headed toward a line of port-a-potties. As we neared, we saw huge lines in front of every john.
"I can't wait for that," said Cassie. "Follow me."
She headed for the woods on the edge of the parking lot. I noticed a lot of people both going and coming and figured this was the alternative to the port-a-potties.
Cassie led us away from a well-worn path where most people were entering the woods. She walked about a hundred yards farther down the edge and turned onto a smaller path. There were some people here and there, but not as many as the other spot. I could see guys with their backs to us and girls squatting behind trees. Cassie went deeper into the woods. We approached a large oak and she motioned us around the trunk. We came upon a small path that led deeper into the woods.
Walking ahead of us, she called over her shoulder.
"A friend showed me this place a couple years ago. It's really private. Beats having to pee with a million people around."
We entered a small clearing. The sun cast dappled shadows around the green grass.
Cassie turned to face me and dropped her grass skirt. Holly did the same.
"Hold these for us," said Cassie. "We can never get all these strands out of the way and will pee on them for sure."
I gathered the two skirts. I looked at the patch of hair above Cassie's panty.
In a second I was staring at her bush. She pushed her underwear down and lifted them off.
"Hold these as well, please."
I held out my hand as I looked at Cassie, naked except for her coconut bra and sneakers. She was magnificent. Her tight stomach extended to her pubic area, with her prominent hip bones forming a valley leading to the three-inch wide strip of dark curls that ended above her sex lips. Those lips were pinkish and tight.
"Hold mine, too, Ty. Good thinking, Cass. I always either pee on them or get them soiled on the ground."
My gaze shifted to Amanda's clean-shaven pussy.
I had only seen smooth pussies in skin movies. The first thing I noticed was her prominent mons and the second was that the three sisters all shared similar pussies. Their outer lips were pink and closed, with no inner lips protruding. They looked beautiful.
Almost in unison, they squatted with their legs wide apart and their bottoms close to the earth. I watched in wonder as first Cassie and then Amanda let a pale yellow stream shoot out.
"God, I needed this," said Cassie.
"Me, too," echoed Amanda. "That last beer really pushed me over the edge."
Their pee puddled where it fell and each stream slowed to a trickle, then a few drops. They each pulled their lips apart as the last drops fell and I was rewarded with a vision of their deeper pinkness.
Cassie asked for the napkins and I gave a couple to her and Amanda. I had never seen a girl pee before and obviously had never seen one wipe herself. It was an amazing sight.
What was even more amazing was that I was not hard while watching two beautiful women expose their sexes. Maybe it was the burning pressure in my own bladder that kept the boy in check.
Cassie tossed the napkin and extended her hand to me. I grabbed it and helped her stand, then did the same for Amanda.
"Much better," said Amanda.
"Well, since we're here, you might as well go," offered Cassie.
Neither one of them made a move to retrieve their skirts and underwear from my hands.
"Uh, I can probably hold out a bit longer."
"Don't be a doufus, Ty," chided Cassie. "Did you see the lines? Go ahead, we promise to look."
She and Amanda laughed.
I really did need to pee, so I was not going to put up a fight. If they wanted to watch, that was their business. Honestly, I was excited about the idea.
"What the hell," I said. "Take your stuff and I'll do it."
"I kinda' want to let my puss air out a bit. You know it was all sweaty," said Cassie.
"Good idea, Sis."
"Well, I can't manage holding this stuff and pee."
"No problem, Ty," said Amanda as she knelt before me.
Before I could even react, her hand was on my zipper and pulled it down. She reached inside and extracted my dick.
"Oh, my," exclaimed Cassie. "That's a big boy."
My dick is not huge and I said as much.
"Maybe not super long, but it is so nice and thick," commented Cassie.
"I want the full Monty," said Amanda.
"You've got it," I said.
"Nope," she retorted and undid my belt and opened the button. She pushed my dick back inside and pulled my shorts and boxers down in one motion.
As she tapped my foot, I lifted a leg and she pulled my clothes off and then repeated the gesture on the other leg. I stood naked from the waist down, in the middle of a clearing, holding two pairs of panties and two grass skirts, while two beautiful women with nothing on below their waists looked on.
"Well, it's definitely darker than the rest of his skin. Ooh, I like his balls, too," said Amanda.
"And, I think it looks good with some shrubbery around it."
Amanda nodded and ran her fingers lightly through my dark brown patch.
"To think Bella gave this sausage up for Guy the Pencil," said Amanda as she encircled my dick with her fingers. "God, I can hardly get my hand around it and it's not even totally hard."
Although Guy and I had been friends since high school, I had never seen him nude.
"Huh?"
"Well, let's just say that Guy is what we would call seriously under-endowed," said Cassie.
"Yeah, and he like shaves it smooth. I guess some guys think it makes their dick look bigger, but on Guy it just looks pathetic. Even when it's hard, it's less than impressive. I bet this one is awesome when it's up and ready."
"Well, Bella always said Ty was a great lay."
"Wait, you guys talked about Bella me in bed?"
"Ty, what do you think we talk about when it's just us?" said Cassie. "We trade all sorts of stories. Now, I see why she had that wistful look when she talked about your lovemaking. You must have filled her up nicely."
I didn't know what to say, so I just asked one of them to take their clothes so I could pee and not get it on my shoes.
"No need for that, Ty," said Amanda. "Right, Sis?"
Cassie nodded and stepped next to me. She reached out and took my shaft. At this point I was slightly tumescent. When her hand joined her sister's, I became immediately erect.
"Now, that's what I'm talking about," said Amanda.
Cassie lightly stroked me and tried unsuccessfully to get her fingers around the thick part of my shaft. I didn't know what to do, but my bladder called the shots.
I relaxed my inner muscles and a stream erupted from my dick. Both women shrieked and then laughed. My pee arched high and landed several feet away. Cassie directed it left and right. The relief in my bladder was blessed. Finally, the stream tapered off.
Amanda was still kneeling and looked at the hard organ in their hands.
She moved her head forward and captured my tip in her mouth. She licked my head as Cassie squeezed.
Amanda pulled away. "I tasted his pee."
"Won't hurt you," said Cassie. "Really, pee is a lot cleaner than people think. You know some people drink their own as part of an extreme health practice. Then, you have people like trapped miners who survive because they save their pee to drink it. And, of course, you have some people who like Golden Showers and like to drink their partner's pee. So, a couple drops won't hurt you."
Amanda kissed my tip and pushed her tongue into the little slit.
"Actually, I kinda liked it. But, there is something I like even more."
She took half of my shaft in her mouth and started sucking. Moving her head up and down, while her free hand fondled my balls and Cassie stroked me.
My mind was swimming. I thought I should push her away, but my other brain was in ecstasy inside her warm and wet mouth.
Amanda moved in and deep-throated me. I knew I could not last long at this pace.
I looked at Cassie. She had removed her hand from my dick and had her hand was in her pussy, pistoning in and out.
"Amanda," I croaked, "I'm getting close."
She sucked harder and squeezed my balls.
"Aaah," I cried as I erupted in her mouth. She took the first shot.
Cassie called out, "Let me see him cum."
Amanda pulled away and pumped me as I shot two more ropes onto the ground. She slipped her mouth back on and took the rest of my orgasm.
I looked back at Cassie. She shivered violently and I wondered if she made herself cum.
She extracted her fingers from her pussy. She extended one to me and slipped it inside my mouth. I had another minor explosion into Amanda's mouth as I savored the sweet liquid coating Cassie's finger. She pulled it out and cleaned her other finger in her own mouth.
Amanda looked at her sister.
"Bitch, did you cum?"
Cassie smiled sweetly.
"God, I am soaking wet," admitted Amanda.
Amanda slipped a finger between her legs and showed us her wetness.
"Let him taste it, Mandy."
Amanda stood and offered me her finger. I sucked it clean. The taste was tangier than Cassie's. Actually, it was closer in taste to Bella. In all three cases, I thought they were delectable and something I could easily feast on.
"I'm going to get myself off," said Amanda.
She started to move her hand back to her crotch when we heard voices approaching.
We scrambled back into our clothes, with the girls just putting on their skirts and not bothering with their undies, just as three young girls, looking no older than high school, entered the clearing.
"Oops, sorry, we didn't know anyone was here," said a tall redhead.
"No problem, we're leaving," replied Cassie.
"Nice spot to pee," said the short blond.
"Oh, yeah," agreed Amanda.
We started back down the path. I couldn't help myself and glanced over my shoulder. I saw three pretty, young and pale butts squatting.
Exiting the woods, we made our way back to the parking lot.
I felt the need to talk about what just happened.
"Guys, what went on back there..."
"Chill, Tyler," said Cassie.
"Yeah, no problem, T," said Amanda.
"But, we sorta had sex," I said.
"No, you got a blow job. And, a pretty quick one, might I add. It's not like that's the first BJ I ever gave. But, I really like your cock. Sweet."
"Its taste?" asked Cassie.
Laughing, Amanda added, "Actually, yeah. His stuff is sorta sweet. But, it was also nice."
"Do you always cum that fast?" asked Amanda.
"Not usually," I said. "I think it was just so unexpected and the fact that you're my sister-in-law, or ex-sister-in-law."
"Plus, you were watching Cassie get off. She's a hottie."
"Well..."
"Shit, Tyler, everyone knows you have lust in your heart for Cassie. It's only natural, she's beautiful."
I had nothing to say that would have not sounded ridiculous, so I said nothing.
"So, be cool," said Amanda. "It's most likely a one-time thing. Let's just say we all enjoyed ourselves."
"One-time?" cooed Cassie.
"Well, let's not rule anything out," said Amanda with a wicked grin as she grabbed my dick through my pants.
We made our way back to the van and found Holly and a couple friends waiting. They had started the grill and soon the shrimp were popping and we were drooling with hunger.
We spent the rest of the afternoon eating, drinking and walking around. I was treated to my fair share of tits as the girls in the crowd got more wasted and more daring.
Finally, the girls changed back into regular clothes and after packing the van, we headed into the concert. We snagged a great spot and spread out our blanket. I had sobered up quite a bit and knew that by the end of the night I would be in fine shape to drive.
The girls still seemed to be fairly high, but they were having fun. Like the rest of the crowd we were on our feet from Jimmy's first song. When he began his cover of "Brown Eyed Girl", both Amanda and Cassie started dancing with me. They were just letting loose and having a ball. I enjoyed seeing the look of pure pleasure as they sang along. At the end, Amanda gave me a big hug, pushing her chest into mine.
Cassie next stepped up, hugged me and kissed me hard on the lips. At first I was shocked, but then found myself responding. Her lips were hot and her body ground against mine. She slipped her tongue past her lips and I let her have entrance. I grew hard and enjoyed the feel of her breasts pushing against my chest, her nipples hard bullets.
Finally, she broke off and smiled.
"That was nice, Ty," she said. "Thanks."
She let her hand brush against my erection trapped inside my shorts.
"Glad you liked it," she whispered into my ear. "I can be your brown-eyed girl." She rubbed me and cupped my balls.
The performance ended with a great rendition of "Lovely Cruise" and the entire audience was swaying in rhythm. I was between Holly and Amanda and they each cupped my butt as we moved with the music. I returned the gesture and enjoyed the feel of two firm rears.
We trudged along with everyone else and slowly made our way to the van. After about forty-five minutes we were able to exit the parking area and headed to the highway.
I knew the motel in Providence where Cassie had made reservations and told the girls they could relax. Soon, all three were napping.
We arrived close to eleven. Cassie and Amanda woke and went in to register. In a few minutes they came back to the van and directed me to pull around back. Amanda and Holly were on the first floor and we dropped them by their door.
Cassie said we were at the far end on the second floor.
"Are our rooms close to each other?" I asked.



"Rooms?"
"Yeah, are they near each other?" I said.
"Uh, guess I forgot to mention, Ty, we're sharing."
"Sharing?"
"Well, originally it was going to be Aisha and me. When you said you could come, I never thought to change the reservations. Look at it this way, it'll be my treat. It's only one night; we can manage."
I had mixed feelings about being alone in a motel room with Cassie. Bella's words of caution kept echoing in my mind. Too late to worry about it now, since Cassie was pulling her gear out of the van and heading to the stairs. I got my stuff and locked the van.
She was at the door when I caught up with her. Slipping the card in the slot, she waited for the green light and then pushed open the door. She fumbled in the darkness for the light.
My heart dropped to my stomach when I saw the single king-sized bed.
"Cassie, there's only one bed."
She smiled and said, "Oops. At least it's a big one. I'll let you choose your side."
"I can sleep on the floor," I said without much enthusiasm.
"Don't be silly, Ty. We'll be fine."
We dropped our stuff and collapsed on the bed without even pulling the covers.
"God, this feels great, but I need a shower before I crash. I feel like I'm covered with a ton of dust and dirt from today."
"Yeah, I'll take one when you're through. I feel kinda' gross too."
"We can share," she said as we both looked up at the ceiling.
The thought of my soapy hands moving over her taut naked body send a shiver through me. Bella's warning echoed in my head.
"Why don't you go first," I answered.
"Chicken," she said with a laugh and bounced out of bed. She gathered her bag and went into the bathroom.
I lay there thinking of her standing under the shower and wondering if I were crazy not to be there with her or crazy to think that we would ever have sex.
I heard the water stop. In a few minutes the door opened and Cassie stepped out naked. She was drying her back.
"Next."
"Uh, I can wait til you're dressed."
"Ty, I'm as dressed as I'm going to be. This is how I sleep. Besides you've already seen all the pieces."
"Yeah, but not all at once."
"And..."
"It's overwhelming."
Cassie laughed out loud. "Well, I've been called a lot of things, but never overwhelming. Anyway, take your shower and then I have a surprise for you."
"What surprise?"
"Duh, if I told you it wouldn't be a..."
"Surprise. Yeah, I get it."
Cassie was now blow-drying her hair with the dryer attached to the wall in the bathroom. My only options were to strip in the bedroom and walk into the bathroom or to take my clothes off in there. The bathroom was small, so I opted to strip in the bedroom.
As I walked toward the shower, Cassie turned and looked me up and down.
"You really are a hunk, Ty. God, you always dress like a nerd. But, underneath you have a great bod."
I mumbled thanks and stepped into the shower, drawing the curtain closed.
"Don't be too long in there," she called out, "if you get what I mean."
I immediately stopped stroking my erection. "Shit," I thought, 'is she peeking or just clairvoyant."
Almost as an answer to my thoughts she said, "Tyler, I just know guys. So, don't think I'm spying on you."
I washed and rinsed and pushed back the curtain. Cassie was not in the room, but the door remained open. I grabbed a towel and dried off. Wrapping the towel around my middle, I used the dryer to quickly dry my hair.
I walked in the bedroom to see Cassie's back as she bent over her travel bag. I stared at her rear, admiring the perfection of the two globes and the rear view of her tight pussy lips.
Cassie straightened up and turned holding something wrapped in a small towel.
"Lose the towel, Tyler, really I've already seen it all."
I pulled the towel off and tossed it back into the bathroom.
"Much better," she said as she moved toward the desk. "Why don't you pull down the covers so we can lie on the sheets?"
I yanked them down and sat on one edge of the bed.
Cassie turned, carrying two plastic cups, and sat on the opposite side.
"Crawl in," she said. We each fixed our pillows so we could rest against the headboard.
Cassie handed me the cups.
"This suggestion comes from Bella," she said as she unwrapped the towel around the object in her hands. "I thought we could just relax a bit before we go to sleep."
Cassie unveiled a bottle of 12 year old single malt Scotch.
"Bella said you don't use ice with a single malt. I'm willing to try."
She poured us two generous amounts.
"Pardon the plastic cup and cheers,' she said lifting the small plastic glass.
I returned the gesture and we touched rims.
I sipped the amber liquid and felt it warm my throat on the way down. It was good.
"Hmm, not bad," said Cassie. "I usually don't like hard liquor, but this is smooth."
We sipped in silence for a bit.
"Thanks, for being a sport, Ty. Today was fun."
"My pleasure," I said as I let my gaze travel up and down her naked front.
Cassie watched me and then we both burst out laughing.
"Hey, I like being naked," she said.
"Well, I like you being naked."
"Not too shocking for you?" she asked.
"Well, getting a BJ from your sister was certainly not expected."
"That was a surprise to me, as well. She is quite the little adventurer. She told me later that it was a combination of being buzzed and turned on by seeing your dick. She just went for it. I don't blame her, you do have a nice dick."
As she said this last part, Cassie ran her hand over my dick.
"Cassie, what's going on here?"
"What makes you think anything is going on?" she said as she circled my shaft with her fingers and lifted it up from my thigh.
"Cut the shit. Really, are you..." I stopped to realize I was just going to sound like the guy in that old movie, The Graduate.
"Am I what?"
"Are you trying to seduce me?"
Her laugh was full and throaty.
"Jesus, Ty, am I that pitiful that you are not sure?"
She continued to fondle me.
"But, Cassie, you're married. You're my wife's sister."
"Ex-wife, Ty, so that makes me no relation to you whatsoever. As far as the married part, how about I tell you a little story?"
She paused and then added, "After we have some more of this Scotch."
She refilled our cups and took about half in one swallow.
"Yes, I am married. And, I love Geoffrey. I believe he loves me. But, we have come to an understanding."
"Understanding?"
"Yes, after the twins were born there was a period when I was in a bit of a post-partum depression. Not too serious, but it knocked me off balance. I was nursing the twins, working a couple shifts in the ER, trying to keep the household together. I was perpetually exhausted and quite bitchy."
She took a small sip and slipped her hand into mine.
"Geoffrey tried to be understanding, but he had his share of pressures. One way he always was able to unload was to have sex. He is a good lover and liked to have sex four or five times a week and multiple sessions each time. I was not in the mood for anything and the best I could do was throw him a half-hearted fuck about once every two weeks. I knew he was frustrated, but I couldn't bring myself to accommodate him. I even stopped giving him blow jobs. Actually, I found them more trouble than letting him fuck me."
Cassie squeezed my fingers. She lowered her head and rested it on my shoulder.
"Do you mind listening to me, Ty? I sound so pathetic."
"It's fine, Cassie. I'm happy to listen."
"Always said you were a nice guy," she said and kissed my shoulder.
"I was sorry when you and Bella split," she said. "I get it that sometimes it's best to admit that staying together is more harmful than splitting. At least you two have remained friendly."
"Bella's been my friend for over half my life. I don't want to let that disappear. I think she feels the same."
"She does," Cassie assured me.
"Are you thinking about divorcing Geoffrey?"
Cassie let out a long sigh.
"I don't think so. Let me finish my story and then maybe you can give me your opinion."
Cassie finished her Scotch. She poured some more into my cup.
"Scootch down a bit," she said.
I moved my body down so only my head was elevated. Cassie then curled up on the bed, resting her head on my stomach. I could feel her breath on my dick. I willed myself to not get a hard-on.
I stroked her hair as she spoke.
"So our understanding is that we can have a lover, if we want. Not a mistress, not a permanent thing on the side, just a lover or a good fuck-buddy. We set four rules. One, you can only have one at a time. You can't multiple date. Two, you cannot bring the person to our house. Go to his or her place or get a hotel, but no screwing in our house. Three, there is no emotional attachment. If you are falling in love, you must stop seeing the person. And, four, a condom must be worn at all times."
Cassie rolled on to her back and looked up at me. "Bizarre or what?"
I smiled and said, "Unusual. So, how's it working out?"
"Geoffrey is getting fucked and I'm still fucked-up."
"So, you've not taken a lover?"
She sighed again and turned back onto her side. Her face a couple inches from my dick.
"I had one guy. He was a salesman who used to come around the hospital. He flirted a lot, but usually I just laughed it off. One day I was coming off a 12-hour shift and he was having coffee in the café. I grabbed a cup and sat with him. He asked if I had a rough night. I told him so-so. I don't know what came over me next, but I just looked at him and asked if he'd like to go somewhere and fuck.
"After he stopped coughing on the coffee he inhaled, he grinned and said we could go in his car. We went to a local motel and went about three rounds. It was strange. The sex was pretty good, but not very fulfilling. I never went with him again. He asked a few times and I told him it was a one-off and it was not happening again."
I looked down admiring her long body stretching across the bed. Her small breasts hardly sagged and her nipples stood out. I let my hand move up and down her side and over the swell of her hips, ending with a soft caress of her ass. She wiggled it and kissed my stomach just below my naval.
"And that was the end of it?" I asked.
"The end of me and another guy, but then something even more strange happened."
"Want to tell me?"
"Sure, but I have to pee first."
She went to the bathroom and sat down without closing the door. I watched her pee, wipe herself and wash her hands. She returned and poured some more Scotch for herself.
"I like laying in your lap, do you mind?"
"Not really. It's just that I'm trying to concentrate on your story and not get a boner at the same time."
Cassie giggled and put her head back down.
"You can get hard, it won't bother me. And, Ty, I liked when you were rubbing me. That felt really nice."
I slid my hands over her smooth skin as she took up her story.
"So, I never wanted to know who Geoffrey was banging. But, a hospital is a closed community and secrets are just about impossible to keep. One of my fellow ER docs told me he heard that Geoffrey was seen with a new OB/GYN doc. My colleague was a good friend and I told him it might be true, but that I was not bothered by it. For some reason I asked him who it was. He told me her name was Aisha Gomes.
"I recognized her and actually had seen her a bunch of times at the health club where I work out. We said hi a couple times. I decided I wanted to check her out some more. I tried to arrange my workouts when she was going to be there. Her usual schedule was to go after office hours. On the days when I was not working, I would hit the club at six. I began to see her and learn her pattern.
"She looked great in her workout clothes. I had discovered that her father was Indian and a physician, while her mother was white and a lawyer. She had black hair, dark brown eyes, perfect brown skin and what appeared to be a great figure.
"One night we found ourselves working on ellipticals next to each other. She said hi. She knew I worked at the hospital and we began chatting. I soon realized she had no idea who I was. Since I use my maiden name, I don't think she made the connection. To my surprise I liked her. She was intelligent and had a great sense of humor. We hit it off. Soon, we were hanging around together at the club and doing the same routines. I noticed that some nights she would finish with a sauna. I never cared for them, so just headed home.
"One night I decided to see exactly what Geoffrey was enjoying. She and I finished our workouts and she said she was going to take a sauna. I headed to the shower. I waited a few minutes and then with a towel wrapped around me, made my way to the sauna.
"I went in. She was alone, sitting naked on her towel. My heart caught in my throat. She is gorgeous. Not an ounce of fat on her. Perfect breasts that stood up proudly. She had a thick dark patch between her legs. Sitting there covered with sweat she looked like a goddess.
"She seemed surprised to see me and went to cover up. I told her not to bother since it was just us girls. I dropped my towel and sat opposite her. Her legs were slightly parted and I could not help taking a peek at what was hidden."
My dick was now somewhere between soft and erect, and definitely on its way to an erection. Cassie ran a finger down my shaft and said it was ok. That did the trick and my dick now stood straight up.
"So, what did you see?"
Cassie again ran a finger up my now hard shaft. "Mind you I had never been with a woman; never had any desire to do so. But, I thought her sex was the most exotic thing I had ever seen."
"Did she notice you looking?" I asked.
"Not sure, but she did move her thighs together. Looking at her I decided to go for it. I told her she was beautiful. She blushed and started to say something. I cut her off and said I could understand what Geoffrey found so attractive. Her mouth dropped open.
"Before she could say anything, I said, 'Geoffrey is my husband.' I thought she was going to throw up. She bent over and let out a soft moan. She kept saying no and that it was not possible.
"Finally, she calmed down and pulled her towel around her. She assured me that she had no idea. I told her I didn't think she did. I asked if she knew he was married. She avoided my eyes and nodded."
I felt something wet against my thigh and looked down to see tears in Cassie's eyes. I wiped one away and stroked her cheek.
"I told her I was not upset. In truth I was relieved that Geoffrey had chosen someone so beautiful. She tried to explain, but I reassured her that we had an understanding."
"'I must stop this now,' Aisha told me."
"I asked her, 'Why?'"
"'Because it is not right. I now know you. I like you. You are like a friend. I cannot do this,' she said."
"'It's ok,' I said."
"Then I said something that came out of no where. I told her I found her extraordinarily beautiful and attractive."
"She looked at me and asked, 'Attractive in what way?'"
"'Attractive in a way that usually involves sex,' I told her."
"'I am not like that,' she said softly."
"'Me neither,' I added with a chuckle."
"We sat in silence for a while. Aisha was sweating and opened her towel to cool off. I asked if I could ask her something."
"'I suppose,' she said, 'But I may not answer.'"
"Nodding, I asked her if Geoffrey went down on her."
My dick throbbed just thinking about it. Cassie pulled it to her lips and gently kissed the tip.
"What did she say?" I asked.
"Well, she sat there for a long time. At last, she looked at me and said 'No'."
I sipped the last of my Scotch.
"Why'd you ask her that?"
"Because Geoffrey will never go down on me. I don't know how to put this delicately, so I won't even try. After looking at pussies all day long and knowing all the things that can go wrong with them, he just has no appetite to go down on me. God, I miss that so much. I love oral sex. Not that I mind a good screwing and he can be good. But, there is just something about a tongue in my pussy and lips on my clit that make me purr.
"So, if he went down on Aisha, I was going to be pissed and worried that maybe he was falling in love with her.
"I asked if she missed that. She told me she did miss it—a lot."
My hand was resting on her hip. Cassie took it and placed it on her right breast. My hand cupped her breast and I felt the hard bud push against my palm. Her entire breast fit perfectly in my hand. I gently squeezed and she moaned in support. I let my fingers play with her nipple. I pinched it and then let her breast rest in my palm.
"That feels so good, Ty."
"It sure does. So, is that the end of the story?"
"Almost, but the best part is coming up. I said maybe there was a way we could help each other out. I again said I was never with a woman, but I did have some curiosity about being in a three-way.
"Aisha's eyes widened and I suggested that maybe she and I could go to bed with Geoffrey. He would, of course, love it. Maybe in the context of being with a man, we could experiment with each other."
I must have squeezed a little hard, because Cassie let out a yelp.
"Oops, sorry. That thought pushed a button."
Cassie rubbed my hard-on and said, "Pushed my buttons, too. Come to find out it also pushed Aisha's button."
"She agreed?"
"Yeah. So, that night I laid it out for Geoffrey. At first I thought he was going to have a heart attach when I told him I met Aisha and that we had a long talk. But, he made a miraculous recovery when I told him we were up for a three-way.
"The next weekend Aisha arrived with an overnight bag. She has one child, who was going to stay with her parents. She had been divorced about a year.
"I'll spare you all the details..."
"Don't have to spare on my part," I said as I fondled her breast.
"Well, I don't want this to become a kiss and tell, or in this case, kiss, kiss and tell. Aisha and I took turns screwing Geoffrey. As one of us was riding him, the other would play with each other's tits or maybe kiss each other. We double-teamed him on a blow job with us sharing our tongues quite a bit. When he was well satisfied, we made out and made a couple attempts at oral sex with each other. I really liked the sensation of her lips and tongue on me and, truth be told, my pussy was parched for oral. I was surprised that I liked going down on her. It was not as gross as I had feared. I even liked the taste. We did each other for a little bit, but did not bring each other off. Geoffrey was watching and got another boner. So, we took turns riding it until he was done. We then fell in a pile and slept."
Cassie said everything so matter-of-factly that even my hormone-driven imagination was not over stimulated.
"Ever do it again?"
"No, that was a one-time experience."
Cassie shifted around so that she was facing me. She looked up and said, "Kiss me."
I bent over and pressed my lips to hers. Heat exploded along my mouth. Her tongue slid inside and I sucked it deeper. I pushed mine into her mouth. We made out for several minutes.
"Ty, you know that you were filling in for someone this weekend, right?"
I nodded.
"And, I think I told you that it was Aisha."
I thought back and realized that she did say so after she hung up on the call she took at the pool.
"And, I made the reservations for the rooms?"
Again, I nodded and not understanding where this was going.
"Aisha and I were going to share a room."
"I figured as much," I said.
"Ty, there's just one bed."
It hit me square between the eyes.
"You mean you two were going to..."
"Yes, we were going to see if we could be together without a guy being involved."
"Wow."



Cassie ran her hand over my chest and played with my nipple.
"Aisha got cold feet. When she called, she told me she had to take her son on a field trip. We both knew the real reason. I accepted it. In a way, I was relieved. I'm not sure I want to have sex with a woman. I'm not like a lot of younger girls who just seem to be able to go with a man or a woman."
I caught something in her tone. "Like Amanda and Holly?"
"I think so. Yeah, I'm pretty sure."
"Well, at least the concert was fun," I said trying to lighten the mood.
"Yeah, it was. So, was the tailgating. And, I got to see your nice dick." She reached behind her and touched my tip.
"True. And, I got to see you naked."
"Hey, you also got to maul my tiny, little titty."
"Cassie, your tits turn me on. Make that turn me on big time. You have to know that your body is beyond sexy."
"Thanks, Ty. But, do you think I'm sexy enough to go down on me?"
I know we've all heard the term, "I can't believe my ears". But, I really was not sure I just heard correctly.
"Uh, well..."
"Shit, Tyler, I'm not asking you to jump out of a freakin' plane. I just want you to eat my pussy."
By my own admission I am a dork. At this point I should just be making a beeline to the hidden treasure between Cassie's legs. But no, I had to ask a question.
"Cassie, before you said you were still fucked-up. Why do you want to have sex with me?"
Cassie laughed and catching her breath finally said, "God, here I am lying naked, begging you to go down on me and you're still trying to be considerate. That's why I want you, Tyler."
"I don't get it."
Still laughing, Cassie said, "Keep asking those questions and you may not get it."
I shook my head still not understanding.
"I told you my sex life with Geoffrey was just about dead. Well, part of the problem was my post-partum depression. I think I'm over that. The other part was I really was not that interested in screwing Geoffrey. I'm not sure I even like him that much now. So, last weekend I had a lot of fun with you. We laughed, had a lot of fun just hanging out and I remembered how much I like you. So, if I'm going to get back on the sex wagon, I thought why not do it with someone I like. And, let me add, someone who has always attracted me. Even when you were married to Bella, I had a bit of a crush on you. So, there we have it. The question remains, will you do this old lady a favor and travel south. I think you liked the little taste I gave you earlier."
"It was awesome," I admitted.
"So, why settle for a taste when you can have the whole buffet?"
Cassie was grinning from ear-to-ear.
"Can't come up with any reason."
"That's my boy."
Cassie sat up and we hugged, then kissed. I let my hands roam her naked body, feeling both breasts and her butt. I slowly moved one hand between her legs. I found a hot and moist welcome.
I led her onto her back. I kissed my way down her body, spending a delightful amount of time on each breast. She responded by grinding her crotch against my stomach.
I spent some time on her navel and then felt Cassie pushing against my shoulders, urging me lower.
I was staring at her pussy, open and wet. I moved my tongue to her slit and slowly licked from bottom to top.
"Oh, Jesus, that feels s-o-o-o good."
I licked, nibbled, kissed, pulled and bit every inch of her pussy. She was running with sweet liquid. I slipped two fingers inside and pumped while I ate her.
Cassie became more vocal and made breathy grunts to indicate her pleasure. I licked down to her anus and rimmed it a couple times.
"Oh, fuck, yes."
I did it a few more times then returned to insert my tongue deep inside her pussy. I felt her vagina contract around my fingers and more cum seeped out as Cassie came.
I did not want to let her off with just one orgasm. I licked back to her clit and attacked it. With tongue, lips and, eventually, teeth, I tortured her hard bud until she screamed and bucked under my mouth. Her legs clamped my head and she pulled my hair to get me off her.
I gave her a couple last licks and made my way back up.
She pulled my face to hers and we kissed. She licked her own moisture from my face and thrust her tongue deep in my mouth.
"Fuck me, Tyler. Fuck me, now."
"But the rules. I don't have a condom."
"Fuck the fucking rules. Just fuck me."
I really don't totally understand women. But I figure that it's probably not a smart thing to argue with them when they are screaming to fuck them.
I placed my tip at her opening. She reached down and spread her lips wide and guided me inside.
I moved slowly, allowing her hot sheath to accommodate to my girth.
She grunted a few times and then I was all the way in. My balls rested on her ass. I lifted her legs and put them on my shoulders.
"Oh, you fill me up so much, Tyler. It's so big inside me. Let me just enjoy it for a second."
I remained still as her vaginal muscles contracted along my shaft. Slowly, I extracted my rod until just my tip remained inside her.
"Now," she said exhaling deeply.
I pushed back in. Her body adjusted to mine and after a minute of slow pumping, we were gliding. I picked up the pace and then moved to pounding. Cassie pushed her hips off the bed to receive my thrusts and take me as deeply as possible.
I moved faster and faster until the familiar tingling in my balls signaled the end was near.
"I'm about to come," I said. "Are you ok?"
"Ok? I came three times already."
"Should I pull out?"
"No, fuck me all the way."
Needing no more encouragement, I gave Cassie three hard thrusts and felt her climax. I let loose and shot inside. My mind went dark and I felt as if all my insides were shooting through my dick.
Cassie was panting heavily and grunting. I was now easing her legs down and lowering my body. I rolled on to my side, keeping Cassie close to me. My dick was slowly softening, but still buried in her.
"Can you leave it in a little longer?" she asked.
I kissed her and pulled her ass tight to make her crotch mash against mine.
She kissed back and pulled my ass. We remained joined for several minutes.
My dick was totally soft and was slipping out. I pulled back and we both heard the pop. Cassie cupped her pussy and went to the bathroom. I saw her wipe herself with toilet paper and then rinse with a wet washcloth. She came back with a clean, damp cloth and cleaned my penis.
When she finished, she bent and took the soft flesh into her mouth. She ran her tongue up and down. Releasing it she then kissed each nut, cradling my balls in her hand.
Cassie crawled into my arms. I pulled the sheet over us.
"Thank you, Ty. That was more than I dreamed."
"Dreamed? You mean you thought of this before tonight?"
"For a long time," she said speaking into my chest. "Bella said you were a great lover and super at oral. I can now say she was not exaggerating. Now, let's sleep."
Although my mind was racing, I was also exhausted. In seconds we both were sleeping.
I awoke early the next morning, wondering if the night before had really happened or was just a dream. I turned and looked at Cassie sleeping on her stomach. I pulled the sheet down and admired her body. I bent and kissed each perfect cheek.
"Mmm, nice," she mumbled.
I covered her and went to the bathroom. Now, there are certain bodily functions that are not meant to be shared, so I closed the door and did my business. I took a long hot shower. I allowed my mind to replay the night before. Those images along with my right hand produced a predictable reaction.
I toweled dry and with my erection in full bloom opened the bathroom door to step into the bedroom.
My thoughts of having an exotic breakfast in bed were shattered when I saw Cassie, Amanda and Holly seated on the bed drinking Dunkin' Donuts coffee and eating donut holes.
They turned as one to look at me.
"And, you had that all to yourself last night, bitch," said Amanda. "God, I hate when sisters don't share."
Holly just stared at my erection.
"I told you it was darker," said Amanda.
"But you didn't say it was as thick as a freakin' Coke can," the blonde responded.
They all laughed.
"I'm not sure about the size comparison, Holly," said Cassie, "but I can say it's very, very, very filling."
The girls exchanged high fives.
"Coffee?" offered Amanda.
I took a cup and sipped the hot drink, letting the caffeine flow into my system.
At this point I didn't bother to cover up. I sat on the bed with the ladies and munched on the donut treats.
We chatted about the fun we had the day before. My erection eventually subsided, even though both Amanda and Holly enjoyed feeling it.
Amanda and Holly said they were going to go to their room to get ready. We agreed to meet at the van in an hour.
"You're a stud, Ty," said Amanda as she let her hand cup my dick and balls.
"Just what every girl wants," said Holly as she moved in. Taking my dick in her hand, she kissed me and said, "A nice guy with a thick dick."
"Can't argue with that," said Cassie as she stretched on the bed.
The two girls left. Cassie ran her hands all over her body and said to me, "Wanna' show me how much of a stud you are?"
My erection quickly returned and we spent most of our hour making each other very happy.
This time we did shower together and, with wet hair rushed, down to meet up with the girls at the van.
We decided to spend some time in Providence and had lunch at a great Italian restaurant.
The girls slept for a good part of the ride home. They woke as we neared Bella's house. They all helped unload the van.
Cassie had to get home to the twins and then to the hospital for her night shift while Amanda and Holly said they were going to veg out watching TV at Bella's house.
I hugged the girls good-bye and walked Cassie out to her car.
"So, where do we go from here?" I asked.
"You go home and I do, too."
"You know what I mean."
"Of course I do," she said. "But, let's give it a little time, Ty. I would rate last night and this morning as beyond all expectations. I could get used to sex like that. There are rules, remember? One of them is no emotional attachments. I already like you. No, make that I love you—as a really great person. I don't know if I could continue to sleep with you and not fall in love with you."
"But..."
"I'm not saying it will never happen again, Ty. I am saying I need to give it some thought and some distance. Ok?"
All I could do was agree.
We kissed and held each other tight. I wondered if I would ever make love to her again. If not, I thought, our time together would remain as a sensual highlight to my life.
I arrived home and pulled a cold beer from the fridge. I was sitting at my kitchen counter when my phone chimed. I saw I had a text.
I didn't recognize the sender and clicked it open. It just said, "Call Us, Maybe." There was an attachment. I opened it to find a selfie of Amanda and Holly standing naked in front of a full length mirror. They had written their cell phone numbers on their tummies in lipstick. I had to read the numbers backwards, but made them out.
"Sisters," I thought as I finished my beer. "Nothing like sisters."
A big thank you to YDB95 for editing this story.
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Hot.
Make that hot and bored.
For a fifth straight day the temperature hovered in the mid-90s. My room retained heat and gave no quarter even during the night.
My parents, the two greenest people on earth, refused to have air conditioning in the house. They even frowned upon fans because of the extra electricity they used.
"Dress coolly and let your mind overcome your discomfort," offered Mom.
As if yoga or meditation could defeat tropical conditions. My summer job with a landscaper meant I was outside all day. I would drag my butt home and stay in a cool shower until I lowered my body temperature. Of course, my parents would get on me about wasting water. At least, I countered, I was not using hot water, which used energy to heat.
This weekend's forecast was the worst yet. The temps were predicted to hit 100. My parents opted to go hiking and camping in the mountains, where it would be cooler. They offered to take me, but I had to work on Saturday morning. Also, the thought of the three hour ride in a car with no AC was not appealing.
By one o'clock on Saturday I was home, showered and naked.
Without anyone around, I decided to just not bother with clothes. It was much cooler, well, it was at least much less hot. I was still baking.
My phone buzzed. I opened a text from Myra. She was at home and wondered what I was up to.
Myra is my best friend from grade school up to now. Although we attend different colleges, we still texted, talked and got together a lot.
I texted her that I was just hanging around waiting until my blood boiled and finally put an end to my misery.
My phone rang and I answered.
"Hey, I hear it's hot."
"Myra, I wish I had your ability to identify even the most obscure fact."
"A natural talent," she retorted.
We chatted for a bit.
"Hey, why don't you come over here? I'm sitting by the pool and it's not too bad. When I get too fried, I jump in."
"Sounds tempting," I said. "But it may be too much effort."
"What? Just ride your bike over. What else do you have to do?"
"Get dressed for one thing."
"Ooh, am I talking to a naked guy? This is getting kinky."
I laughed. Myra and I had always kidded around about sex, but never took any of it seriously. We each had dated others through high school and the first two years of college, but never drifted into a sexual relationship with each other.
"Well, if you could see me dripping sweat from every bit, you probably wouldn't call it sexy."
"Every bit?" she said teasing me, "Even Mr. Dingleberry?"
When we were kids her mother used to call her brother's penis a dingleberry. Since then, Myra liked to make jokes using that term.
"Well, it's not dripping off him," I said. "He's resting on the floor and the sweat is just puddling there."
Myra laughed and said, "In your dreams."
"Hey, asshole, put on whatever and get over here. Besides, I'm bored. My brother and his girlfriend are gone to the mall and the parental units are visiting Granny. Have the place to myself. We could probably even sneak a couple beers."
Myra and I both were under twenty-one, but not unaccustomed to malt refreshments.
I pulled on a swim suit, t-shirt and sneakers and got my bike from the garage. I made it to Myra's house in a half hour.
I pushed my bike around back and entered from the gate. I didn't see anyone and called out.
"Be right out," came a voice from inside. "Want a beer?"
"At least one," I shouted back.
I put my helmet on a table and peeled off my soaked shirt. Kicking off my shoes, I went to the pool and dove in. The water was not freezing cold, but refreshing enough to cool me. I was treading in the deep end, when Myra appeared.
"Make yourself at home," she said.
"You did invite me," I replied.
"Just kidding."
She was holding a tray with two beers and a bowl of chips.
I pulled myself out of the pool.
Myra set the tray on the table under the shade umbrella. She turned and looked me up and down.
"Zach, don't take this the wrong way, but you're looking hot—and not just because of the weather."
I did a mock body builder pose that made her crack up.
"Well, I've been working my ass off," I said reaching for the beer.
"Really?" she said. "Turn around."
I turned my back to her. Next I felt my bathing suit being jerked down. In a second my entire ass was exposed.
"No way, dude," Myra said laughing, "it's still there."
I put down my beer and pulled up my suit. I started chasing her. She ran, but I caught her in a couple strides. I hoisted her over my shoulder and trotted back to the pool. I pulled her down into my arms and then tossed her into the water.
She bobbed to the surface and I did a cannonball next to her, sending water cascading into her face.
We began a splashing war that lasted until we wore ourselves out. With the exception of her pantsing me, which she had never done before, it was like we were twelve again.
Climbing up on the apron, we looked at each other. She made a feint toward grabbing my suit. I reacted by pushing her away. My hands landed on her boobs. I felt the soft and firm mass under my palms. I pushed harder and she went flying back into the water screaming.
I walked over and got my beer.
"Wow," I thought. "I just touched her boobs."
Myra was now standing dripping next to me.
"That was a cheap shot," she said.
"I thought you were going to pants me again."
"So that gives you permission to grope the goodies?"
I was worried I had offended her.
I started to apologize when she cracked up.
"I hope you enjoyed it at least."
"What there was to enjoy," I shot back.
"Prick," she said
"Cunt," I replied.
"Asshole," she continued.
"Twat," I said.
We kept this up until one of us could not think of a gross or sexual body part to offer as a retort. We'd been doing this routine since we were teens.
Still laughing at how silly we could be together, we plopped down in recliners next to the pool.
"God, I miss you so much when I'm at school," she said. "There is absolutely no one who gets my humor. They look at me like I've got two heads. Zach, you make me laugh and that's why I love you."
"Not my awesome ass?"
"Well, I never saw it before today, but I guess I could add it to the list."
We tipped beer bottles and relaxed.
One of the great things about our relationship is we don't need to fill every second with talking. Sometimes we can just hang out and be comfortable with silence.
I looked over at Myra. She had on a blue two-piece. I guess it was accidently touching her boobs that made me consider her more as a woman than just a girl who's a friend. We were close to the same height, which makes her a tad tall for a girl and me a tad short for a guy. She inherited her mother's Italian looks of dark hair, almost black eyes and olive complexion. Myra is a runner and her legs are always toned and tight. She acquired a bellybutton piercing last year at college and it sets of her smooth stomach. Her chest is not large, but there is plenty to admire. Best of all is her face. She has a natural smile that showcases white teeth that benefitted from her father, an orthodontist. She's been my friend for so long that I sometimes forget she is a beautiful young woman. Today, however, was not one of those days.
She turned and caught me looking at her.
"What?" she asked. "Do I have spinach in my teeth or something?"
"Nah," I said. "You still look as geeky as ever."
"Fart head."
"Douche bag."
I offered to get us more beers. Returning I found Myra had put the recliner all the way flat and was lying face down. He top was undone.
I put the beers on the table.
"Getting some sun, I see."
"And you accuse me of overstating the obvious?" she said.
She reached under her chair and grabbed a bottle of sunscreen.
"Do my back, please"
I knelt next to her and squeezed some lotion onto her shoulders. I rubbed it in and let my hands glide up and down her back.
"Have you been working out?" I ask feeling her muscles.
"Been doing a lot of cardio and some weights," she said, sighing as I massaged her.
"Legs?" I asked.
"Please."
With my hands covered in lotion, I slid up and down her thighs and calves. She moved her legs slightly apart and I covered the insides of her thighs, but did not stray close to her sex parts.
"Mmm, feels good," she said.
I returned to her back and rubbed a few more times, my hands just touching the sides of her boobs.
I looked down at her butt covered with the bikini bottom. Maybe it was the heat or the two beers, but I lifted the waistband and looked inside. I gazed at the two white mounds. They looked perfect to me.
"Hey," she called out.
"Fair is fair," I said. "You saw mine."
"Yeah, but yours is a guy's."
"That makes a difference?" I said as I continued to hold up the bottom and admire her rump as she clinched her cheeks.
"Of course it does, dufus."
Although she made a point of sounding angry, she did not tell me to cover her back up.
"Maybe you might need some sunscreen there," I said half-kidding.
"Duh, I think the suit protects me enough," she said, but still not telling me to stop looking.
"Well, what if you didn't have the suit on...?"
Silence, but not like the comfortable silence of before.
Finally, Myra spoke softly.
"I guess I could stand to get rid of some more tan lines."
She lifted her butt off the recliner. I was frozen for a second, but then eased her bikini bottom gently off her butt and slid it down her legs. I tossed it on the ground.
I was staring at her naked back.
"Well, are you going to let my ass burn or what?"
I squirted two dollops on each cheek and began working it in. Her smooth ass was a wonder. It was both soft and muscular. All the years together, I had never seen any major part of her naked. Now, I was massaging a super nice ass.
"Don't take this the wrong way, Myra," I said as my hands ran over her cheeks, "you have a really nice ass. I mean for a complete fuckwad."
"That's so sweet coming from a dork breath," she said. "Zach, I think my ass is totally sun protected by now."
I let my hands linger on the white flesh. I then smacked her and sat back on my recliner.
"Jerk-off," she yelled.
"Ass-flasher," I said.
We broke up. She asked for her beer and I handed it to her. She rose up on her elbows to drink it and I could see the side of her boob hanging down, but could not make out the nipple.
She lay back down and we talked about school and just caught up on things.
"I'm getting toasted enough on this side," she said.
"Oh," was the best I could manage.
"Would it totally freak you out if I flipped over?"
"You mean with all your cootie parts showing?"
She laughed and said, "Yeah, all of them."
"I guess I could stand it. If I run in the house to puke, don't get mad at me."
She flipped me the bird and flipped herself over.
I know it's impolite to stare, but I could not help myself. Myra is fabulous naked.
She sat up and looked over at me. Her breasts were larger than I had imagined. They were white, round and rested proudly on her chest. Her dark nipples stood out from her tan colored areolas. Between her legs was a trim strip of dark curly hair.
"God, Zach, say something."
"You've got tits," I exclaimed in mock horror. "And, you don't have a dingleberry between your legs. Oh my god, you're a girl."
Myra cracked up and threw the plastic bottle of sunscreen at me, bouncing it off my head.
I picked up the bottle and gave her my best impression of a lecherous leer.
"I can do the front as well as the back, my dear" I said.
"Toss it back, slimeball. I can handle it myself."
I threw her the lotion. She spread it over her breasts, making them bounce. She tweaked her nipples, I'm sure just to tease me. She covered her stomach and legs with lotion. She then glanced at me and slowly rubbed lotion into her pubic hair and all around her pussy.
"Mmm, this feels so good. God, if only I had a real man to take care of me."
I pumped my chest and said in a deep voice, "At your service, my dear."
Myra looked me up and down and shook her head.
"Come back when you grow up, little boy."
"Hey, who are you calling a little boy," I whined.
"The kid who's sitting there in a swim suit while a beautiful naked women is sprawled before him."
"You're not sprawled," I mock protested, "you're sitting up."
Myra laid back in her recliner, opened her legs slightly and ran her hands up and down her naked body.
"Uh, no fair. Now you're sprawling and making lewd gestures."
"Little boy," was all Myra said.
"Hey, Myra, you really want me to, you know, drop trou?"
"Why not?" she said. "It's not like we're going to jump each other's bones. Be a little daring."
I finished my beer and stood. Untying my suit I eased it down past my now erect penis and let it fall to the ground.
"Wow," said Myra, "I'll never call you a little boy again."
We both looked at my hard-on.
"Honestly, Zach, all these years we've been friends and you never let me know what you had. That's just not fair."
I stood still as she watched. I never thought she would be interested in what was under my pants. But, I was also happy that she liked what she saw.
"Well, we never played 'show-me-yours' before," I said.
"Not officially," Myra said.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean I know you almost broke your neck trying to look down my blouse a bunch of times and when I wear a skirt I can feel your creepy eyes trying to x-ray me."
"I'm offended that you think I would stoop to such behavior," I said. "I was just trying to see if you were inadvertently exposing some part. I could then caution you that there may be perverts who would take advantage of the view. Besides, you always wore a damn bra and I couldn't see a freaking thing."
"Right," she said. "Anyway, we've got all that behind us, or, in this case, in front of us."
"So, what now?" I asked.
"Let's swim."
We jumped in the pool and splashed around for a bit. I began to relax and my hard-on released its death grip on me.
After climbing back out, Myra looked at my now limp member.
"I like Mr. Dingleberry when he's not all in my face," she said.
"Technically, he was not in your face," I kidded. "But, if you want..."
"No thanks, Hairy Balls."
"Ouch, that hurts," I said. "I think it's rather masculine to demonstrate my high testosterone level by the fuzzy-ness of my heuvos. And, might I add that your grooming needs some attention, StubbleCrotch."
Myra laughed out loud, "Good one."
Running her hands over her shaved pubes, she said, "Guess I should have let Lady Gillette out for a walk in the garden today."
"Well, if you ever need a hand..."
Raising her arms, Myra said, "See, I already have two. Thank you very much."
"Just trying to be a friend."
We smiled at each other. It struck me we were talking and kidding each other just as we always did, only now we sat across from each other naked.
"After that plunge in the pool," I said, "I bet a lot of that sunscreen washed off. I think I should help you protect yourself."
"I think I need protection from you," she said.
Then, grinning widely, Myra tossed me the bottle and laid back.
"Serious?" I asked her.
"What? You need a written invitation?"
I knelt beside her once more. Squirting a pool of lotion onto her stomach, I smoothed some over her breasts. Feeling them for a fleeting moment before, while they were contained behind her bra, in no way compared to the sensation I was now experiencing. Her breasts were pliable pillows under my touch. I cupped each one, forcing her nipples to stand up. After releasing them, I let my fingers explore her areolas and nipples. Myra kept her eyes closed, but smiled as I rubbed her breasts. I knew I should stop, but I could not control my hands. I longed to take her nipple in my mouth. I started to bend toward her breast.
Myra opened her eyes. "Hey, there's more to me than a nice set of tits," she said.
I pulled back and spread more lotion on her stomach and the fronts of her thighs and shins. I was now at the crux, so to speak, of a dilemma. Do I touch her sex or not.
"Contrary to popular myth," Myra said, "it doesn't have teeth and won't bite you."
I dabbed some lotion on my hands and started rubbing around her strip. I let my fingers play through her tight curls and play along the rough stubble. I touched the insides of her thighs next to her lips. She spread her legs. I slid one finger along her slit.
"Ouch," I yelled.
"What?" she said.
"I know you said there weren't any teeth here, but you should have warned me I could get burned. That thing is on fire."
"Keep doing it, Gonad Groper, and you'll find some liquid to help sooth your pain."
True to her prediction, I soon found my finger covered with a strong-smelling wetness. I used some of it to cover her now partially exposed clit. Myra thrust up her hips. I made small circles around the hard bud and she groaned. I placed my other hand at her opening and slowly pushed a finger inside, while I increased the pressure on her clit.
Myra started pulling her nipples and urging me on through her thrusts. Adding a second finger, I slowly pumped in and out while keeping steady pressure on her clit.
Soon, her breathing shortened and she let out a small cry. I could feel her vagina spasm around my fingers and more liquid flowed over my hand. Myra placed her hand on mine and eased me out of her intimate canal.
I looked at her as I brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked them clean. It was a sweet taste, made more so because it belonged to Myra.
"Probably didn't cool you off much," I said.
"Like I give a shit," she said and sat up to kiss me on the mouth. "Thanks, Zach, that was very nice. Also, very needed since I was seriously horny."
"My pleasure, and I mean that in every way possible."
We kissed again. Myra looked down at my hard-on.
"Lay back. Mr. Dingleberry needs some attention."
"Do you think we should?" I asked.
"Christ, you're thick sometimes, Zach."
Myra put a small amount of lotion on her palms and reached for me. She ran her hand up and down my shaft sending sensations flying through my body.
She cradled my balls in one hand and increased the tempo of pumping with the other. The fact that it was Myra jerking me off and the pure sensation of it made me rush quickly to the inevitable.
"I'm about there."
"Let it rip."
Myra pumped a couple more times and I exploded. I covered my chest and stomach through a series of five spurts. Myra kept working me until I was soft and the last drops nestled in my pubic hair.
She raised her hand to her mouth and licked the residue from her fingers.
"Not bad, Penis Breath. You must have a healthy diet."
I pulled her down on top of me and we kissed.
"Wow, what a show!"
We startled at the sound of a woman's voice.
We looked up to see a tall blond standing a few feet away.
"Sandra!"
"Hi, Myra. Your brother dropped me off because he had to swing by the office for a couple hours. Didn't know you were entertaining friends. I take it this is Zach."
"How long have you been watching," asked Myra as she stood and searched for a towel to cover herself. Of course, now I was openly exposed to this woman.
"Long enough to appreciate that you have one well-hung friend."
"Well, it's not what it looks like," said Myra as she wrapped a towel around her.
"It never is, sweetie," said Sandra kindly.
Sandra was dressed in yellow shorts with a white tube top. She was taller than Myra and appeared to have a full figure.
"Zach and I are just friends," Myra continued trying to explain.
"Myra, I think what you and your friend do is none of my business. I admire that you can feel free to enjoy each other. I won't tell your brother. He's kinda up-tight about some things. Like, he never wants to get naked around my apartment. I, on the other hand, could live without clothes. Actually, I like that this pool now seems to be clothing optional. I've been wanting to skinny-dip since I got here."



Sandra pulled her top off revealing large, natural breasts. She dropped her shorts and panties in one motion, and stepped out of them. She had a closely cropped thin strip of blond that allowed her prominent sex lips to show.
She walked to the edge and dove in.
Myra looked at me and shrugged.
"Guess she must be suffering heat stroke or something and needed an emergency cooling off" I offered.
"Probably."
"What do we do now?" I asked.
"Go for a swim."
"Brilliant idea, Semen Sucker."
Myra laughed and punched my arm.
"Don't get any ideas that this will become a regular thing," she said
"Define regular."
"Well, definitely not more than three or four times a day."
"I can live with that," I said.
"Hey, are you guys coming in? The water's fine."
"Actually," I thought, "everything is fine."
With Myra's hand in mine, we took the plunge.
####
MR. FIX-IT
The heat wave was making everyone crazy.
My girlfriend took the call from her sister and kept looking at me as she spoke.
"I'm sure Brad would be happy to help," she said with a smile in my direction.
Sheila clicked off and said, "Caty is going out of her mind. You have to help her."
Sheila's sister was two years older and a relatively sane person. I was at a loss as to what was driving her crazy.
"What's up?"
"Her air conditioner died. Jerome is gone until the end of the month and she is not supposed to leave the house. She's wondering if you could go over and take a look. She tried calling a repair person but they're all tied up on service calls. She does not want to pay double for a weekend service visit."
Caty lived about 20 miles away. Her husband was a salesman who covered much of the mid-west. It was not unusual for him to be gone for weeks at a time. What really made matters worse is that Caty is six months pregnant. Her doctor has ordered her to bed rest for the remainder of her pregnancy.
I'm Sheila's family's semi-official fix-it guy. I run a small electronics repair business and have always worked with my hands. In spite of my degree in electrical engineering, I prefer being on my own rather than in a large company.
"I can go take a look," I said. "Wanna come along?"
"I'm supposed to go over to Mom's tonight to decorate for Caty's baby shower. Actually, I was thinking of staying over there and we can finish up tomorrow. Would you mind going by yourself?"
I agreed. I grabbed my toolkit and threw it in the back of my truck. I thought I'd better bring some fans, just in case I couldn't get the AC working.
Sheila called Caty and told her I was on my way.
I pulled into the driveway about 40 minutes later. The traffic was heavy at this time on a Friday afternoon. I took my toolkit and knocked on the door.
Caty opened it and welcomed me in. The house felt like a sauna. Caty was red-faced and looked as uncomfortable as a person could.
"Brad, thank you so much. I hope you can do something, because I cannot stand this for another minute. To tell the truth, before you arrived I was sitting here naked. I can't stand even the feel of these clothes. Please tell me you can fix it."
Caty was wearing a long maternity-style sun dress. I momentarily flashed on what her body would look like without it. Caty is pretty, blond and petite. She is still pretty and blond, but now her small frame is overshadowed by her protruding belly. Her face is slightly puffy, but I think most of that is from the heat.
I had my fantasies regarding Caty. Before she became pregnant, she had the tightest little body. Her smallish breasts always looked so tempting in the tight shirts she liked to wear. Like her sister, she displayed a full rump and shapely legs. She and I got along fine and we did a bit of innocent flirting. Sheila was always around and thought it was cute. The three of us shared a mutual attraction, but it was never more than a lot of double entendres and a slap on the butt now and then. It also didn't include Jerome, who was a bit of a jerk and often not around.
"Well, let me take a look. It may take a while."
I went out back to check the central unit. Their backyard was small, in keeping with the modest ranch-style house. It did have a pool. Jerome said they weren't looking for one when they bought, but they liked everything else about the place, so they accepted the hassle of maintaining the pool.
I pulled the cover and killed the power. I checked all the connections and looked for obvious problems. Finding none, I powered it back on. I soon discovered that the pump was not working. It was old and had probably just worn out.
I turned it back off and went in to report to Caty.
I slid open the kitchen door and heard a shriek.
I glanced at the naked back of my sister-in-law ducking around the corner.
"Oops," I called out, "sorry."
"Shit, I thought you'd be out there longer. I couldn't stand my clothes. Can you hand me my dress, it's on the floor by the island."
I picked up the light cotton garment and reached around the corner. A hand reached around and took it from me. In a moment she reappeared, now dressed.
"God, that's embarrassing," she said.
"It's ok, Caty," I reassured her.
"But you saw me naked."
"Just a quick glimpse of your back," I told her.
"Well, with the size of my ass these days, I'm sure it was more than enough."
"Don't be so hard on yourself. You're pregnant. You should put on some weight. And, don't go thinking that I'm saying you're fat. Actually, you looked beautiful."
Caty laughed. "Right. You're sweet, Brad. But, a jumbo butt is not beautiful."
"I guess you haven't looked in a mirror lately," I said grinning. "What I saw is not a jumbo butt. It was a great butt."
I realized I might have crossed the line with that last comment. I started to apologize but Caty cut me off.
"It's ok, Brad. Thanks for the compliment. They're in short supply these days."
I didn't press her on that last comment.
"So, what's the verdict?"
"Classic good and bad news."
She arched an eyebrow.
"Good news is that I discovered you have a blown pump. It's relatively easy to fix and not all that expensive. Bad news is I doubt I can get a part tonight. I may be able to find one in the morning, depending if the plumbing suppliers are open on a Saturday."
"Shit."
I thought she was going to cry.
"Hey, I wish I could do something else, but..."
"Oh, Brad, I'm not upset with you. I appreciate you coming out here. I know you're doing everything you can. It's just that I should be in bed and resting. But, it is so freaking hot in that bedroom, I can hardly stand it. Now, I may have to put up with this for another couple days if you can't find a part. I'm just feeling sorry for myself. That's all."
Her eyes teared up. I was tempted to give her a hug to comfort her. I think she sensed my awkwardness and walked toward me.
"Brad, I won't bite."
I smiled and opened my arms. She rested her head on my chest and I gently squeezed her. She began sobbing openly.
I rubbed her back and could feel the heat emanating from her body.
I had no words, so remained silent and hugged her. I had never been this close to a pregnant body. I was amazed at how hard her stomach felt pushing against me. I was also a bit shocked to feel how big her breasts felt against my chest and the hardness of her nipples since they were only shielded by the thin cotton dress.
In a few minutes, she got herself under control.
She broke free and I kissed the top of her head.
"It'll work out, Caty. I promise you."
"Thanks. And, thanks for putting up with a hormonally challenged crazy lady."
She ran her fingers through her short blond hair, damp with sweat.
"God, I must look a mess. I think I'll rinse off. Then I'll make you something to eat before you go back."
"Take your shower, but then right into bed. I'll fix us some supper. You need to be off your feet. And, I brought some fans. I'm going to set them up in your bedroom. It may help cool it a bit."
She squeezed my arm and headed off toward her master bedroom.
I brought two window fans and one floor fan with me. I carried them into the bedroom. I could hear the water running in the master bath shower.
Their bedroom was in an ell at the back of the house and had two windows on opposite walls. I put one fan in a window and set it to blow in and the other across from it, set to pull air out. In this way, I created a strong breeze to pull out the hot air trapped in the room. I set the floor fan in a corner and pointed it at the bed. I adjusted it so it would oscillate and blow across the bed. I turned it on low. I thought the temperature in the room already felt lower.
The water in the shower stopped. I called out to Caty that I was in her bedroom. She opened the door with a towel held in front of her. Her hair was plastered to her head and she was dripping onto the bathroom floor.
"Hey, it feels better in here."
She walked into the room and crossed to stand in front of her bed. The artificial breeze from the window fans blew across her, while the floor fan raked back and forth, hitting her front.
She turned and let the breezes hit her back. Her entire rear was uncovered.
"Oh," I said.
"Sorry, Brad, but I need to cool off. You've already seen my ass, so I figure no harm done."
"Yeah, sure, no problem, Caty."
I was uncomfortable, but yet enjoyed seeing her undraped back. Her ass really did look good.
"Hey, would you mind grabbing a towel from the bathroom," she said.
I went in and pulled a dry towel from a stack on a shelf by the sink.
"Could you wipe my back off," she asked. "I can do the front."
"Sure, I get the least fun job," I kidded.
"Well, you said you liked my ass," she kidded back.
We both laughed. I began patting her dry. She took her towel off and was wiping her front at the same time. The fact that my girl friend's sister was now essentially nude in front of me caused a shift of my blood flow. I hoped my thickening dick would not show under my shorts.
I moved from her shoulders downward. I did each leg and then, after a few seconds' hesitation, dried her butt. Caty bent forward to dry the tops of her thighs. Her legs spread slightly and I caught a peek of her sex between her legs.
"Can you reach around and get my shins and feet? They're so hard for me to reach them." Kneeling behind her, I dried each of her lower legs.
I knelt straight up and was looking directly at her pink rump. On a crazy impulse, that I should have resisted, I leaned forward and kissed her right cheek.
"Whoa," she said.
"God, sorry, Caty. I don't know why I did that."
"It's ok, Brad, I think."
"No, really, I'm sorry. It just looked so cute."
She laughed.
"Well, ok, I'll forgive you. I think this heat must be affecting all of us."
She looked over her shoulder at me.
"Cute?"
I nodded.
"You need to have your eyes checked."
With that she wiggled her butt and giggled.
I figured what the hell, and kissed the other cheek.
She laughed out loud.
"Make that having your head and your eyes checked."
She wrapped the towel around her and turned to face me.
She looked up at me with a strange look in her eyes. It was almost she was seeing something for the first time.
"How about I fix something to eat?" I offered.
"Sure," she answered. "I'm going to lie down. Think we can eat in here?"
"No problem," I said. "Want something to drink in the meantime?"
"Ice water would be super."
I went to the kitchen and fixed a tall glass of ice water. I returned to find Caty sitting in bed, with the just the sheet covering her. It was pulled up over her breasts and tucked under her arms to keep it in place.
She took the glass and sipped.
"Mmm, just what I need."
I left to see what I could make for a meal. I found some cold chicken and a plate of cold ziti. I decided on chicken salad and a cold pasta salad. I chopped some celery and mixed it with the chicken and mayo. I dressed the ziti with Italian dressing and chopped cherry tomatoes and olives.
I found some pita bread in the pantry and cut a couple pieces into quarters. Piling everything on a tray I headed back to the bedroom.
Caty was still sitting up. She looked hot, even with the fans blowing on her.
"How the hell hot is it outside?"
I told her probably mid-90s, even though it was after six in the evening.
I set the tray on the foot of the bed.
"Brad, I hope you don't think I'm being a tease, but I cannot stand to have anything on me now. Would you mind if I took the sheet off?
"Caty, I should leave. Then you can be comfortable."
"Brad, I can be comfortable with you here. I just don't want you to get the wrong idea."
"But, you will be naked," I said.
"You know, it's kinda funny. Ever since I started getting huge, I have become less and less concerned about modesty. So, to put it bluntly, I don't give a shit if you see me naked. I can't stand any covering right now."
"But, do you think Jerome or Sheila would look at it the same way?"
Caty thought for a second and then picked up her cell phone.
"Hey, sis, how's it going?" she said.
After listening, she said, "Well, Brad found the problem, a blown pump, but he won't be able to do anything about it until tomorrow. He's rigged up some fans in my bedroom, and that's helping."
She listened to Sheila and laughed out loud.
"Yeah, that's why I'm calling. I'm sitting in bed with the sheet and I just want to have nothing on me. Brad said he should leave. He's concerned what you would think."
She listened and nodded.
"Well, he's going to try to fix it tomorrow. I was thinking he should stay here. It's silly to drive all the way back and forth."
"Sheila wants to talk with you."
I took the phone, "Hi, babe."
"So you're afraid of my sister's pregnant body?" she said in a teasing way.
"It's not her body, it's that it would be naked," I said looking at Caty.
"Brad, Caty has told me that she can't stand clothes in this heat. I never gave it a thought when you went over, but I don't have a problem with it. If it makes her feel better, then don't let it bother you."
"Ok, I guess."
"And, why don't you stay the night?" she continued. "You can get an early start tomorrow. It's really important that you get the AC working. You know this pregnancy is driving her blood pressure up. She needs to be cool and keep her feet elevated, if possible. You should offer to do all the chores. Ok, sweetie?"
"Sure. No problem."
After saying goodbye I handed the phone back to Caty. They chatted and then Caty put the pone down.
"So, did mommy say it was ok for you to sleep over and look at a naked fat girl?"
I laughed.
"Yes," I said. "Seriously, Caty, I can just leave the supper here and go into the living room."
"Brad, I'm not trying to be provocative. But, I do not give a shit if you see me naked. I just want to be cooler. Besides that living room is an oven."
I nodded and lifted the tray from the bed. Caty pulled the sheet down exposing her breasts and round tummy. She kicked with her feet and the sheet bunched around her ankles. She asked me to pull it the rest of the way and I complied while balancing the tray in one hand.
"Welcome to Shamu of Kansas City," she said. She splayed her legs and let as much air reach all her parts as possible.
Her breasts appeared to be about twice the size that I imagined they were before. The nipples were huge and really dark. I had no idea the size or shape of her areolas before, but now they were large and also deep pink, almost rose-colored. Her breasts rested heavily on her chest.
Her stomach was large and just dominated her small frame. Her naval was pushing out. I knew she had an innie from the times when she wore a two-piece bathing suit. He blond bush was thick and wide. I don't know if she never trimmed it or just abandoned the habit when she became pregnant.
"Pretty fuckin' gross," she said while making a disgusted face.
"Caty, you are beautiful. Simply beautiful. I wish you could see yourself as I do."
Caty looked away and began to cry.
"Shit," I thought, "I did not mean to cause this."
"Uh, Caty..."
She held up a hand and I stopped talking. She reached for a paper towel from the tray and wiped her eyes. Taking a deep breath, Caty looked back at me.
"God, Brad, I am really crazy these days. I know it's my hormones, but I can't control my emotions from one moment to the next."
I sat on the bed and took her hand.
She squeezed hard and I smiled at her.
"Thanks," Caty says softly.
"For what?"
"For lying so well."
"Not lying, Caty. You are beautiful. I don't think I've ever seen a woman look so, well, womanly."
Caty laughed and squeezed my hand.
"Well, you should have seen me naked before I was pregnant."
My dick jumped at that image. My face must have shown what I was thinking.
"Oh, I didn't mean it to come out that way, Brad. But, I am grateful for your kind comments."
"Hey, don't go overboard. After all, I'm the one getting to see you naked."
We both laughed. Then she got a strange smile.
"Go to the closet and on the top shelf there's a blue plastic box. Bring it to me, please."
I found it and brought it to her. She opened it and rummaged around and pulled out a large manila envelope.
She handed it to me. Grinning, Caty watched me open the envelope and withdraw a stack of color photographs. My heart skipped a beat when I saw the one on top. Caty sat on a dark couch, her head thrown back and her legs apart. She was totally naked.
I looked up at Caty.
"Now, you can appreciate the before."
"You look fabulous," I said as I examined each photograph. There were full frontals, rear shots and some artistic partial nudes.
"Who took these?"
"Sheila."
I knew my girlfriend was into photography, but never knew she did nudes. I slipped the pictures back into the envelope and replaced it and the box.
Caty was sweating heavily. She asked if I could get her a couple more paper towels. After returning from the kitchen, I handed them to her. She folded them and lifting each boob, placed one underneath each.
"They just feel yucky and sweaty lying on bare skin."
She cupped each one and inspected them.
"Can you believe them?" she asked. "God, as you could see, I had nice little titties and now I have humongous boobs."
She offered so I looked closely.
"Well your, uh, your nipples look a lot different."
"Hell, yes," she said. "These things look like rubber daggers. The other thing is they've become super-sensitive."
I continued to look.
"Wanna feel them?"
I must have paled.
"It's ok," she said
I did not move.
"I know it's weird," she said. "A couple months ago, I would not dare sit here nude or offer to have you feel my boobs. Since I've gotten big, I sort have a different relationship with my body. Obviously, it's still mine, but when your belly is just right out there, everyone is looking at your body. I guess I disassociate my inner self from my big body. I can't tell you how many times total strangers have placed their hands on my stomach and ask me how I'm doing. That freaked me out at first, but then I became less and less concerned. So, now I'm sitting here offering you my tit and it's no big deal."
I look at her large breast and say, "Well, I would never say it's not big."
She laughed and took my hand to her left breast.
I touched her nipple. It was hard and stiff. A soft moan escaped her lips as my fingers touched the dark nub. I lifted her breast and felt its heft.
"I guess they're getting ready for milk," said Caty
"Awesome," I said.
I hugged her and we sat side by side on her bed and ate our dinner.
After cleaning up and doing the dishes, I rejoined Caty in the bedroom. She said she was getting tired. It was around nine o'clock and still must be in the high 80s. I was drenched.



"Brad, you look done in," Caty said.
"Yeah, I am even more determined to get the AC working. You cannot live like this."
"Why don't you take a dip in the pool to cool off?"
"Well, I wasn't planning to stay over," I said, "so I didn't bring a change of clothes, let alone a swim suit."
"I'm sitting here bare-assed. Go skinny-dipping. The neighbors can't see you. I go all the time."
"Really?"
"Absolutely," she said. "I'll make a deal. If you go right away, I'll join you. It will cool me off and I can sleep better."
"Would that be ok with your doctor? Aren't you supposed to stay in bed?"
"She told me I could go in the pool for a bit. It's not like I'm going to be doing laps. I just kinda move around like a whale."
I helped Caty off the bed and we went out back.
She eased herself down the ladder. "Ooh, this feels so good. Hurry."
With only mild apprehension, I pulled off my shirt and dropped my shorts.
"Maybe I should leave my boxers on," I said.
"Nope. I want you naked, just like me," Caty called from the pool.
I wondered if Sheila would agree with what I was about to do.
I dropped my underwear.
Caty looked at me unashamedly.
"Nice, Brad," she said. "Very nice. Sheila is a lucky woman—in so many ways."
I jumped in and immediately felt the relief from the heat. We moved around enjoying the feel of the water over our naked bodies. Caty asked if I could help her float. She lay on her back and I place one hand under her shoulders and another on her butt.
I gently moved her back and forth in the water. She grinned and relaxed.
"This feels so good," she says. "For the first time in months I feel light. It's great."
I looked at her breasts nestled on her chest, the dark nipples pointing straight up. The blond tangle between her legs is matted against her pubic area. I can make out her sex lips in the bright moonlight and the light from the pool. In spite of the innocent nature of our swim, I became aroused. I keep moving Caty through the water. After a few minutes, she asks to let her down.
I ease my hand on her butt down into the pool and she gains a foothold.
Her hand brushes against my erection.
"Oh, my," she says.
"Yeah, that happens when I'm looking at a beautiful naked woman."
Her hand travels the length of my shaft. "Well, I'll consider this a very "big" compliment."
I nod. Next, I did a surface dive and swam underwater to the deep end. Coming up for breath I turned on my back and did the backstroke. I headed toward Caty with my boner sticking up like a mast on a sailboat.
Caty laughed as she saw me approach.
Then, I heard a familiar voice.
"I leave you alone for one night, and this is what I get?"
Sheila is standing at the edge of the pool.
"My boyfriend is naked with my sister," she said staring daggers at me. "And, he's flashing a boner."
"Sheila..." I begin.
"Not another fucking word," she said.
"And, you," she said looking at her sister who is standing in the shallow end. Her tummy and breasts reflecting the moonlight on their wet surfaces.
"Are you proud of yourself," Sheila said to her sister. "Flaunting your body to my boyfriend, getting him all excited—are you satisfied?"
Caty let her mouth form a small smile. "Well, I wouldn't say completely satisfied, and it doesn't look like Brad is."
I was standing in the shallow end and my erection was clearly visible.
"Well, I can only think of one way to resolve this situation," Sheila said.
She peeled off her t-shirt exposing her bare breasts. She quickly shed her shorts and bikini undies. She stood naked at the edge of the pool. I marveled at her toned body and the dark strip between her legs.
She dove in and surfaced between Caty and me.
She hugged her sister and they kissed cheeks.
Sheila turned to me and grinned broadly.
"You two planned this?"
"Caty called me when you were cleaning the kitchen. She told me I should come over. I knew she was going to try to convince you to go skinny-dipping."
Sheila pulled me to her and kissed me hard on the lips. My boner pushed against her stomach.
Slowly she kissed down my body until she was kneeling in the shallow water. She took my dick in her mouth.
"Sheila," I gasped, "Caty's watching."
Caty said, "Don't stop. I want to watch."
Sheila loves giving head and she is fantastic at it.
She was pumping me in and out of her mouth as Caty moved closer to us. Pulling on her nipples, she stared at her sister sucking me. She took my hand and placed it on her breast. I looked down at my girlfriend. She broke away from my cock and said, "It's ok, Brad."
I played with Caty's breast, teasing her nipple. Caty sighed and used her own hand to play with her other breast.
I told Sheila I was close.
"Help him cum, Caty," she said.
Caty slipped her hand on my shaft and stroked me. Sheila pulled off and my first shot hit her forehead. She then took my head back into her mouth and swallowed as Caty kept pumping. Sheila drained me.
She pulled off, allowing my shrinking dick to relax. Caty licked the remaining cum from her sister's brow.
I didn't know what to say. My mind was trying to adjust to the erotic nature of what just occurred. I went from not knowing what to say to totally speechless with Sheila's next statement.
"Brad, it's time you helped Caty get some release."
"Release?"
"Yes," said Sheila. "It seems that Jerome has been a first-class shit. He's been absent more then he's around. He never touches her. Calls her a fat cow. And, now we've learned he has a girlfriend in Omaha. Caty's already engaged a lawyer. Jerome the Jerk will soon be history."
I was trying to absorb all this information as Sheila was helping her sister out of the pool. She led her to a padded deck chair. Sheila grabbed a cushion from a nearby chair and placed it at Caty's feet.
She beckoned me and I emerged from the pool. She told me to kneel.
"Brad, I've told Caty how good you are at oral. Now's the time to show her I'm not lying."
"You want me to..."
"Yep, Brad, make my sister cum. Because she's not supposed to have full sex, you can't fuck her now."
I heard Sheila emphasize the word "now".
I turned my gaze toward the spread pussy in front of me. Her blond hair was still wet and her lips were slightly open. Looking up at Caty, I blew her a kiss. She smiled and spread her legs wider. I bent and licked her thigh from knee to her lips. She moaned and I repeated the action on the other side.
I worked my magic as Sheila had taught me. Caty responded and kept encouraging me. Finally, with two fingers just inside her pussy, her clit between my teeth, and my tongue flicking it, Caty let out a long, low sound and came.
I sat back on my knees and licked the remains of her orgasm from my lips. Sheila rubbed my head. Caty beamed at me as she peered over her enormous belly.
"Honey, you are the best fix-it man I know," Sheila said.
"Amen," added Caty. "I think we may have a lot of work for him in the coming days."
"You know, sis, I think you're right. I can't wait for you to experience the full special service package."
I was thinking that I was going to enjoy this heat wave.
###
THE QUARRY
Working for my uncle seemed like a good idea—at first.
I was in desperate need of spending money for the summer and funds to help pay my sophomore tuition and living expenses. The job market sucked so when my uncle offered to take me on, I jumped at the opportunity.
He owned a roofing company and was always looking for help. After the first hour on the job I understood why he needed workers. Being unskilled, it was my duty to help strip off old layers of shingles and then haul up the bundles of new shingles. Of course a perfect day for us was hot and cloudless. This summer that constituted all our weather. In fact, it was turning out to be one of the hottest on record. After the first day I wanted to quit, but my mom said her brother was counting on me. I dragged my sorry butt back the next day, and then every day after that.
I soon adopted the customary outfit of my fellow roofers—cut-off shorts and work boots. No shirt was required. I did layer on sunblock, but still after eight hours in the sun I was soon a deep brown. I also dropped twelve pounds and developed pronounced pecs and arms from lugging 80 pounds of shingles up a ladder.
At night I would crawl home, shower, eat and crash. So much for a social life.
Soon, it was the Fourth of July weekend with the holiday falling on a Thursday. Much to the shock of all the employees, my uncle decided to close for the long weekend. Naturally we would not be paid for the time off, but we would also not have to work. The thought of four days off was enough compensation for me.
My dreams of sleeping all weekend were shattered when my parents announced we were going to our grandparents' lake house. I tried to weasel out of it, but no such luck. This was my father's side of the family, so at least I would not have to deal with my uncle the roofer.
We left around five on Wednesday afternoon. I managed to doze for the hour's ride to the lake. We arrived to find other cars there. My dad's brother and sister and their families had already arrived. The lake house was huge and we were planning to bunk down in our usual large bedroom in the back of the second floor. My grandmother told us my cousin Ed and his wife, Heidi, their young son and the new baby were taking that room. My parents were shifted to a small single-bed room.
Grandma said I would be bunking with my cousin, Mel, and two of her friends. We would have the dorm-like room above the garage. Neither Grandma nor my parents thought it might be a little uncomfortable to have co-ed quarters. I think they probably still envisioned us as little kids.
Anyway, Mel and I got along fine. Mel is a year older than I am and I imagined her friends were her age. I just hoped they would not want to stay up all night yakking. I was thinking that sleep would be my main priority. I would soon find out how wrong a guy can be.
I carried my backpack to the loft. There were two bunk beds. The only open one was a bottom bunk against the wall. I made up my bed with the sheets piled there and left to go back to the main house.
I didn't see Mel and her friends. My grandma said they took a hike up toward the quarry. I told my parents I'd go looking for them.
It was only about a quarter-mile walk up the hill to the quarry. The old pit was long past its usual life and had filled in with water making a small spring-fed pond. Sometimes we'd swim here instead of the big lake.
I heard girls' voices and soon I came upon the tiny beach area. Mel and two other girls were each dressed in bikinis and sitting by the water's edge and talking. I called out and Mel jumped up to greet me. She gave me a hug and introduced me to Jess and Carrie.
"Great to see you, Cal," Mel said. "How was freshman year?"
"Pretty good," I replied. "I managed to get decent grades and not become a complete drunk."
We all shared a laugh knowing how social life was on campuses.
"We were just going for a swim," said Mel, "Join us?"
'Uh, I didn't bring a suit."
"You can go in your undies," she said. "They'll cover as much as a suit."
After a pause she added, "Or, you could skinny-dip."
"Are you guys going to do that?"
"Nope," she said.
"Well," I said, "I'll just wear my boxers."
I was eager to swim. Although it was now almost dusk, the temperature was still in the 80's.
I stripped off my shirt and dropped my shorts.
"Jeez, Cal" said Mel, "have you been like working out? You're looking buff."
"Forced labor is more like it," I said and explained about my summer job.
"Well, it may be rotten work, but you're looking fine. And, that's some tan you've got."
Jess and Carrie agreed.
We decided to just take the plunge and ran in. The cold water made the girls scream and my balls shrivel. We swam out a bit and treaded water.
"It's freakin' freezing," said Jess.
"Oh, after a while you get used to it," said Mel.
"No, after a while you just get numb," Jess replied. "I'm getting out."
She swam toward shore and the rest of us followed.
The shoreline was steep and rocky. You had to feel your way along and then carefully step through the rocks. The water remained deep due to a sharp drop-off until the last couple feet.
The girls climbed out first. Admiring three cute butts in front of me, I was enjoying being a bit of a voyeur. I was climbing up the slight slope and my boxers were down a few inches.
"Hey, Cal, better be careful or you might be putting on a show for us girls," called out Mel.
I tried tugging my boxers up and lost my balance. I fell back into the water and slid into the deeper part.
As I was making my way back onto the short shelf, I stubbed my toe and jumped up. My boxers, decided to stay in the water. I quickly covered my privates with my hands and turned my back to the girls.
"Nice Casper butt, Cal,' cried Mel.
"Yeah, that is about the whitest thing I've ever seen," added Carrie.
I dropped back in the pond and managed to reposition my underwear. This time I kept one hand on my waistband as I climbed out.
"Sorry about that," I mumbled.
"No need to apologize," said Mel. "Unfortunately, we didn't get to see much in front, but you have a sweet butt."
"Really," said Carrie. "I mean you look tan, but seeing how white your butt is makes it really stand out. I'd give it an eight."
"Hell, I'm giving it a nine," said Mel.
"Well, I guess I've not seen as many as you two, since I'm rating it a prime ten," said Jess. The girls laughed and exchanged fist bumps.
I was standing and just grinning like an idiot.
Mel looked at me and her expression changed.
"What?" I asked.
"Cal, those boxers are sorta' clingy."
I looked down and discovered my tan underpants had turned slightly transparent and clearly outlined what was underneath. You could make out my dark pubic hair and the outline of my shaft.
The girls stared and I blushed. Trying to make light of the situation, I said, "Remember cold makes things shrink."
"If that's a shrunken one, I'd hate to see it in full bloom," commented Jess.
"Not me," said Carrie.
The other girls looked at her in wonder.
"I'd L-O-V-E to see it in its full and non-shrunken state," she said with a wide grin.
The girls agreed and we all laughed.
I sat down and we talked for a bit, exchanging some background info and sharing stories about college.
The girls kept chatting. I said I might just take a nap. We lay on the large flat rock and enjoyed the late sun. Soon I drifted off.
I felt a hand on my leg. I was afraid to open my eyes and pretended to be asleep. Soon, another hand was on my other leg. Slowly the hands moved toward my waistband. Slipping fingers inside, the hands peeled down my boxers. They paused slightly as my pubes came into view and then continued to remove my underwear. Someone lifted my dick and I felt a set of warm lips engulf it. There were hands on my balls gently massaging them.
I snuck a peek through half-closed eyes to see Carrie sucking my erection and Jess reaching between my legs. Mel knelt at my feet watching, smiling and rubbing her breasts through her bikini top.
I heard giggling.
I opened my eyes to see the three girls still sitting a few feet away. They were looking in my direction and kept giggling.
"Phew," I thought, "that was only a dream."
"What's so funny," I asked.
"Were you having a hot dream?" asked Mel.
"No!" I said. "Why are you asking me such a stupid question?"
She pointed to my bottom.
I looked down to see my still damp shorts completely tented. My erection was pushing against the cotton and you could easily make out the contours of my dickhead.
"Shit!" I cried. I grabbed my shirt from under my head where I was using it for a pillow and dropped it on my crotch.
"God, I'm embarrassed."
"Don't worry," said Mel. "Those things happen. It's not like we all haven't seen a boner before."
"Speak for yourself, slut," chimed in Carrie.
"Yeah," said Jess, "we are innocent little lambs. We have no idea what you're talking about."
Mel flipped them a double bird and they all laughed. All, except me. I was still hugely ashamed of my condition.
Mel then turned to me.
"Cal, it's cool. None of us are shocked or offended. So, don't flip out."
I nodded, but kept the shirt in my lap. My erection was slowly subsiding.
Mel said it was probably time to head back. They got up and pulled on their shorts and t-shirts over their bikinis. They kept their backs to me and I was able to stuff myself back in my shorts and pull on my shirt.
We walked back to the cabin in time for snacks. Since no one was driving anywhere, we were allowed to have beer. We enjoyed a cook-out with lots of burgers and hot dogs. After we cleaned up, everyone piled into the assortment of motor boats, canoes and paddle boats that my grandparents kept tied at their dock.
We joined a flotilla of other lake people in the middle of Deer Path Lake and waited for the fireworks. On the night before the 4th, the town set them off from the public beach at the south end of the lake. In a minute the first streak lifted and exploded above our head. We oohed and aahed throughout the half-hour display.
It was about 10 when we reentered the main house. I was tired and said my good-nights. Mel and her friends were going to stay up for a while and play Scrabble. I used the bathroom attached to the dorm and collapsed on my bunk. The room had a large overhead fan, but no air conditioning. It was still pretty warm. I opted to sleep in just my boxers. I hoped I wouldn't be giving another show of morning wood, but I was too exhausted to worry about it. I never heard the girls come up and slept soundly through the night.
Thursday, July 4
I awoke around eight the next morning. True to form I had an erection. I glanced around to see that Mel was sound asleep in the bottom bunk across from me. I could see Jess with her back turned toward me above Mel. I assumed Carrie was above me. I breathed easier knowing I was not once again caught with a woody. Lying there I knew part of the reason was I hadn't had sex since I broke up with my girlfriend about three months ago. Working so much and so hard, meant I rarely had the energy to rub one off. So, I was seriously horny.
I quietly got up and went to the bathroom. My erection had subsided enough so I could pee. I thought I'd better get my shower in before the three girls monopolized the bathroom. I started running the water when I heard a knock on the door.
"Uh, I'm just getting in the shower," I called out. "Be out in a sec."
"Hey, Cal, can you leave the door unlocked," said a voice that I was fairly sure was Carrie. "Let me know when you're in the shower. I need to pee really bad. Ok?'
"Sure," I said. I unlocked the door and stepped into the shower stall and pulled the curtain closed. "All set."
I heard the door open. "Thanks. I don't think I could wait. You know all the beers from last night."
I thought this is a strange conversation. I'm naked and talking to a girl who's peeing just two feet away.
"Yeah, I know what you mean."
"Hey, is that you in there?" came Mel's voice.
"Who?"
"You, Cal, you dork."
"Stay in for another minute, Jess and I also have to pee."
I could only imagine the three of them on the other side of the curtain. I got a little excited thinking that they were watching each other pee.
I heard the toilet flush and Mel called out.
"Thanks, Cal. We can't wait to see you."
"Ok," I said thinking that was a strange comment.
I considered letting my hand work its wonders and relieve some of my pent-up sexual tension, but I felt awkward doing it with the girls just outside. Still, I managed a few strokes that made me thicken and feel a little tingly.



I shut the water and peeked outside just to be sure the girls weren't waiting to surprise me.
The bathroom was clear, and that was the problem. The bathroom was completely clear; no towels, no rug on the floor, not even my underwear that I wore in. I was trapped naked in the bathroom.
I got out, dripping on the floor, and went to the door. I opened it slightly and stuck my head out.
The girls were sitting on Mel's bunk looking at me.
"Very funny," I said. "Now, you can give me a towel and my boxers."
"Nah," said Mel.
"What do you mean, 'Nah'?"
"Don't think you need them," she said.
"If I don't have them, what am I going to wear?"
"Just what you have on."
"Mel, I don't have anything on."
"Bingo."
The three girls stared at me behind the door and smiled.
"Really, you expect me to just walk out there naked? And, then what?"
"And, then we'll talk about it."
I was trapped. I was torn between being totally embarrassed and weirdly excited about being nude with them.
I figured maybe I could compromise. I covered my dick and balls with my hands and nudged the door open with my foot. I took a step into the bedroom.
My plan was to get to my bed and wrap something around me. I figured I could do that with minimal exposure. I think Mel sensed my plan and scooted over to sit on my bed while her two friends remained on hers.
"Not good enough," she said. "Drop your hands."
I was a mixture of fifty percent fear and fifty percent turned-on. Mel's last command pushed me over to the turned-on side. My dick began to swell. I figured what the hell and dropped my hands.
The three girls looked directly at my sex.
"Wow, very nice, Cal," said Mel. "You sure have grown up."
"I like the contrast between his tan top and legs and the white of his middle. It makes his dick really stand out," said Carrie.
"I like it all," added Jess.
"Ok, you've seen everything," I said. "Can I have some clothes now?"
"How about turning around?" asked Mel.
"Then, will you give me something to wear?"
"Just turn around," was her answer.
I spun and gave them a view of my back.
"Those are the nicest buns I've ever seen," commented Carrie. "They look like white marble."
"Yeah, I want to feel them," said Jess.
"Cal, back up to us," said Mel.
I had lost my will to fight. Or, maybe I was just giving into my excitement of being the object of their interest.
I took a couple steps backward until I was positioned between the two bunk beds.
Jess ran her hand up and down my thigh and cupped my buns.
I flexed for her. Climbing up and down a ladder several hours a day turned them into "Buns of Steel".
"Holy shit," she cried. "These are like freakin' rocks."
Both Carrie and Mel tested that assessment.
"Wow, that is so hard," said Mel.
"I like the little dimples," added Jess as she let her fingers trace the small indents on my cheek.
Their touches were affecting me in an obvious way. I was now officially semi-hard.
Carrie noticed and pointed it out.
"Hey, Cal," she said, "don't do things half-way. Let it rip."
I turned back around and faced the three girls.
Carrie reached out and ran her fingers up my shaft. The result was immediate.
"Nice," she said.
"Very," said Jess.
Mel looked at me and shrugged. "Sorry, Cal, but after yesterday we were all so curious. You have a really nice bod. Hope you're not too pissed at us."
I looked down at my erection, probably the hardest I've ever had.
"Well, at least you know that shrinkage doesn't last forever."
That broke the ice and we laughed.
"Hey, is everyone decent?"
It was Mel's mom. The door to our room started to open.
I knew I could not make it back to the bathroom since I would have to cut across her line of sight. Mel pointed to the spot behind where the door would open. I dashed in that direction as Mel went to the bathroom and pulled the door shut.
"Morning, ladies," my Aunt Agnes said. "Have a good sleep?"
The door partially hid me. If she walked farther into the room and turned her head, I would be busted.
"Where's Cal?"
"In the bathroom," said Mel. "He's taking a shower."
"Didn't I just see you close the door?" her mother asked.
"Yeah, I had to pee and when Cal was in the shower I ran in. I was just closing it so he could get out."
"I don't know if that's a good idea to be in the bathroom when Cal is in the shower," her mother said. "Maybe you could work out a better schedule."
"You're probably right, Mom. We'll figure it out."
"Good. I wouldn't want to cause anyone any embarrassment."
The girls nodded and smiled. I stood there with an erection looking at them and wondering if anything could be more embarrassing.
"Well, when Cal comes out and you all get dressed, come down for breakfast. Your dad is making his famous Breakfast Fry. I ask you to be polite and put up with it."
"No problem, Mom. I think we all could do with some nice sausage right now."
I thought her friends would lose it. They each snuck a glance in my direction. I waggled my "sausage" for their benefit.
"Uh, sure," said Aunt Agnes. "See you in a few minutes."
She closed the door and Mel held her hand up indicating silence. After about ten seconds they could no longer contain themselves and burst out laughing.
"God, yes, give me some sausage," cried Carrie, holding her sides.
"Yeah, I like mine straight up," said Jess.
I walked over and joined in the laughter.
"God, I was so afraid your mom would turn around."
Mel looked at my hard dick and said, "Well either that would have killed her appetite or made her run downstairs for the biggest sausage she could find."
"Or, she could've grabbed this one," said Carrie as she took hold of my erection. "Ooh, I think she would like this one."
"Share, bitch," said Jess as she pushed Carrie's hand away and replaced it with hers. "God, this is as solid as his ass. Wanna' feel, Mel."
Mel looked at me.
"Not now, thanks. After all, it belongs to my cousin. But, I sure don't mind looking at it."
Jess stroked me for a few seconds and dropped her hand.
"We better get ready," said Mel.
The girls were wearing t-shirts and panties. They pulled on shorts, brushed their teeth, pulled their hair into ponytails and pronounced themselves ready.
"Uh, ladies, I think I should wear something for breakfast," I announced.
"Spoilsport," said Carrie.
Mel reached behind her and handed me my boxers. I pulled them on leaving a tent in the front. I found my baggiest pair of shorts and added an extra-long t-shirt that helped disguise my arousal.
We went down to enjoy the promised Breakfast Fry. Mel, Carrie and Jess made numerous and vaguely obscene gestures with sausages that I hoped no one else saw.
After breakfast my grandparents, parents and aunts and uncles decided to go to town for an antiques fair on the common.
Heidi, my cousin Ed's wife, said they were just going to hang around the house and maybe take a swim. Mel said we would probably go back to the quarry after lunch. For now, she said we would hang out.
After the adults left, we all gathered on the big front porch for another cup of coffee. Heidi joined us and said she had to nurse her baby. She casually popped a boob out and the baby latched on. She kept up a conversation as if showing her naked tit to a guy was no big deal. After the baby fed, she held him over her shoulder and burped him. She left her boob exposed. She asked if we minded since she wanted it to dry.
Ed didn't seem to mind. Again, I was thankful for the baggy shorts and big shirt.
Mel said we should go upstairs.
Once in our room, she turned to me and said, "How'd you like that tit?"
I shrugged, not wanting to admit how much it turned me on.
"I think he should show us how much he liked it," said Carrie.
"Great idea," agreed Jess.
"Guess I'll make it unanimous," said Mel.
"Hey, don't I get a vote?" I whined.
"Not really," my cousin answered.
"So, you just want me to whip it out."
Of course not," she said.
I was relieved.
"We want you to totally strip."
Short relief.
"I don't think so," I said. "Why should I?"
"Well, we like having a naked guy around," said Mel.
"Right," picked up Carrie. "We were reading on-line about this thing called Clothed Female/Naked Male. It sounded hot. Actually, it was hot earlier this morning when you were nude."
"Ok," I said, "I get what's in it for you. But, what do I get out of it?"
"It seemed like you were enjoying yourself this morning," said Jess.
"Or, was that huge boner just a mistake?" asked Carrie.
My "huge boner" was back in place. I thought about how I felt standing naked in front of them and having three attractive girls focus their attention on my nude body. It was one of the most exciting sexual things I'd ever done.
Still, I wondered if I wanted to repeat it and if it would still be so exciting.
"Maybe it was a little hot this morning," I admitted. "Why would I want to do it again?"
"I think you have a bit of an exhibitionist streak in you," said Mel. "So, you can give in to it. We'll be your audience."
"Still not good enough," I said.
"Ok, how about this?" she said.
I looked at her and waited for her to continue. She looked at her friends and then spoke.
"Today is Thursday. The girls and I have to leave tomorrow. We have waitressing jobs and are on this weekend. If you agree to go nude the rest of the day, you can choose one of us to give you a hand job before we go home."
Jess immediately said, "Mel, we didn't agree to that."
"What's the big deal? Cal is just one guy and I know you've jerked off guys before. Besides, think of all the fun we can have with a naked guy at our disposal."
"Come on, Jess," said Carrie. "This will be a blast."
"So, what do you say, Cal? Are you game?" Mel stared.
"Well, I can't be naked all the time. I mean I can't walk around in front of the adults nude."
"That's fair. How about this? When the families are together, like meals and just hanging around, you keep your clothes on. Whenever we're in the room or if the adults aren't around, you must be bare-assed."
"And," interrupted Carrie, "he has to strip any other time we tell him, as long as your parents or grandparents aren't around."
"Good point," said Mel.
"And, do whatever we say or let us do whatever we want," added Jess.
"Yeah, that sounds like it could really add some fun to this," exclaimed Carrie.
"And, I get to pick one of you to give me the hand job?" I said.
All three nodded.
"And, that one has to get totally nude?"
"We never agreed to that," said Jess.
"Well, that's the deal. I want to at least some naked flesh. And, I get to do whatever I want to that person?"
"No fucking way," said Jess.
Carrie and Mel nodded in agreement with Jess.
"Sorry, Cal, it doesn't work that way," said Mel.
"Doesn't sound fair to me," I complained.
"Well, that's the way it's going to be," added Mel. "But, think of the fun you can have by having one of us strip and jerk you off."
"Well, I might agree," I said, "if I can strip the person myself. And, if you take one picture on my cell phone of me and the naked person standing together."
"What if you decide to post it somewhere?" asked Jess.
"I promise I won't. It's just for me. Anyway, I'd have to post myself naked, too. I don't want that all over the internet."
"Cal, go in the bathroom," said Mel. "We have to talk."
I went in and closed the door. A few minutes later, my cousin called for me to come out.
I stood next to them.
"Deal,' said Mel.
She stuck her hand out and we shook. I also shook hands with Carrie and Jess.
"Ok, strip," said Carrie.
I removed my shirt and shorts. I hesitated and then dropped my boxers. I was no longer erect, but I was a little pumped.
The girls looked me up and down.
"I think I'm going to like this," said Carrie.
"What shall we do now?" asked Jess.
"Let's go for a swim at the quarry," said Mel.
The girls agreed.
"Carrie, do you bring that satin belt?" asked Mel.
"Yes."
Carrie dug in her bag and pulled out a pink strip of satin.
"We're going to get changed, Cal, and you can't peek," said Mel.
She tied the strip around my eyes.
I stood and listened to the sound of clothes being pulled off.
"Jess, you really have the nicest boobs," said Carrie.
"Thanks, I like yours, too. I always feel mine are too big."
"Well, they are really full," said Mel.
"But, Mel, yours are perfect little peaches," Jess said.
"I love my nipples," said Mel. "I like pulling on them like this"
"That looks so sexy," said Carrie. "Look my nipples are all hard."
"Ooh, they do feel hard, Carrie, Look mine are too. Here, feel them." added Jess.
I knew they were doing this little show for my benefit. I admit it was working. I was imagining the boobs of each of the girls and their hands fondling each other.
Someone untied my blindfold and I viewed three young women dressed in bikinis.
"Let's go," said Jess.
"Just let me get in my suit," I said.
"Uh, no," said Carrie.
"No?"
"Remember our deal," she said. "You remain naked, unless we are with the adults."
"But Ed, Heidi and their kids are still here," I protested.
"I saw Ed taking the kids for a walk a few minutes ago," said Mel.
"What about Heidi?"
"She's probably taking a nap," answered Mel. "She said she is sleep deprived."
"Where are we going?"
"Back to the quarry," said Jess. "It's more private."
"You have to bring something for me to wear in case the adults come home before we get back."
Mel told me to get my bathing suit and give it to her.
The four of us headed down from our dorm and started across the lawn toward the path leading to the quarry.
We were crossing in front of the porch when the door opened and Heidi came out dressed in a two-piece and carrying a towel. We all froze in our tracks.
She looked at us, then pulled down her sunglasses and looked me up and down.
"I hate to break the news, Cal," she said with a broad smile, "but you are nude."
"Yeah, it's cool," said Mel.
"What gives?" asked Heidi.
Mel gave her a quick recap and Heidi kept nodding.
"God, I miss being so free," she said. "I never get to do fun shit like that any more. I'm like a settled down married woman."
"Come with us," offered Carrie.
"Tempting," she said, "but it would be a bit difficult to explain to Ed. He's getting more uptight the older he gets. So, I'll just stay here, get some sun and read a book. God, I sound like my mother."
"Too bad," said Mel. "If you change your mind, just go up the path and you'll come to the quarry."
"Hey, did you say that Cal has to do what you tell him?" asked Heidi.
"Yeah," said Mel.
"Well, I could use some help putting on sunscreen. Think Cal could lend a hand?"
"Absolutely," said Carrie.
Heidi asked me to get a lounge chair from the garage and set it in the sun. She spread her towel on top and sat on the edge.
"I think I'd like to get rid of some of these tan lines," Heidi said looking at me.
I felt a lump in my throat.
Heidi tossed me the bottle of sunscreen and turned her back to me.
"Can you undo me, Cal?"
I stepped behind her and placed the sunscreen on the lounge. My hands were trembling as I reached for the strings that kept her top on. Pulling the back ones loose I reached under her blond hair and freed the tie around her neck.
The bra slid down and Heidi tossed it on the grass. I stared at her naked back.
"Cal, I don't want to fry," she said. "How about some lotion?"
I squirted some sunscreen on her shoulders. She reached up and pulled her hair from her neck. I rubbed the liquid into her smooth skin and using some more sunscreen covered her back.
"Hmm," she sighed, "feels good. You have a nice touch, Cal."
I rubbed her shoulders some more. Heidi covered her boobs with her hands so I couldn't see anything.
"My back is fine, now let's get the rest."
She shifted around, her legs straddling the lounger and let her breasts fall free. Her large breasts swayed with the effort. She eased herself back, put her sunglasses on and smiled at me.
"Uh, you want me to..."
"If you wouldn't mind," she purred.
I think my hands were shaking. I squirted a dab in my palm, rubbed my hands together and moved them toward her breasts.
They were warm and lush. I had only met Heidi a few times before she had her children. I always thought she had a great bod, but childbearing filled out her chest. My hands could not contain the white and soft flesh. Her nipples immediately stiffened under my touch, which was only fair since my dick was now totally stiff.
I worked the sunscreen into her breasts and reluctantly left them to administer to her stomach. As I neared the top of her bikini bottom, Heidi rolled it down, picking it up as she did so. I caught a glance of a trimmed blond bush. My dick was bouncing and enjoying itself immensely.
I covered her legs, but resisted the urge to let my fingers wander onto the juncture of her thighs hidden behind the thin bathing suit.
"Thanks, Cal, that was great."
"My pleasure," I said accompanied by the groans of Mel and her friends.
"I can see it sure was," said Carrie.
Heidi again pulled her shades down her nose and looked directly at my boner.
"That really is lovely, Cal. And, you have a hot body. I like how fit you are." She let her hand graze my erection and her finger lingered on my tip.
Turning her gaze to the girls, she said, "Have fun. Mel, maybe later you can fill me in on the details of this weekend. I think I will enjoy imagining everything."
"Sure, Heidi," said Mel. "Hey, you can always stop by our room later tonight and see what's up."
They all got the pun and laughed.
"God, I'd love that," she said with a smile. "But, I don't think I could pull it off with Ed. I might try, but don't count on it. So, I'll wait for the full story from you. But, make it soon. Ok?"
"Promise," replied Mel.
We set off for the quarry.
"God, I don't know if we can top that," said Jess. "You got bare tit from Heidi. She is freakin' gorgeous."
"Right," said Mel. "Don't you get it in your head you can feel us up that way. Remember, we're in control."
I just smiled and let my boner lead the way.
After our climb, we were all hot and decided to go in and cool off. We swam for a while. We climbed out and the girls noticed the cold water had once again worked its magic. I was not only soft, but also shrunken.
"Aw, he looks sad," Carrie said. She slipped her hand around my entire package. I enjoyed her touch and its warmth.
Jess and Mel spread out their towels. They lay on their fronts and reached behind to undo their tops.
"Carrie, if you can let go of Cal, maybe he can do our backs," said Mel.
Carrie removed her hand and kissed me lightly on the lips.
She joined the other two on the flat rocks. As she untied her top, she rose up a bit and gave me a quick glance at her small breasts hanging down.
I knelt beside Jess and spread lotion over her back. I rubbed it in, giving her a light massage while doing so. She let me know it felt good. I did her legs. As I was finishing her thighs, I slipped my hand under her bottom and touched the outside of her small cheek.
"Cal, I think I don't need any sunscreen there," she said. I slowly slid my hand back out, but thought about how smooth her butt is.
Next I did Mel. I didn't take the same liberty with her.
Finally, I moved to Carrie. I probably picked up the strongest sexual vibe from her. Her little flash before only served to strengthen my intuition that she was ready to play.
As I rubbed the lotion onto her back, I let my hands slide down and touch the sides of her boobs. She did not react negatively, so I continued to move my hands up and down her sides, letting my fingers slip lower until with the last stroke I felt one hard nipple brush against my fingertip.



Carrie had the smallest chest of the three girls. I'm a guy so I like all tits. Although Jess' were awesome, I really was attracted to Carrie's. She had a sexy way about her. With her tight tummy and long legs, she looked like a beach volleyball player. So, having small boobs was in no way a turn off.
I trapped her nipple between two fingers and squeezed it. Carrie responded by pushing her thighs together. I was sporting major wood again.
"Hey, what the hell are you two doing over there?" asked Mel.
I pulled my hand away and said "Nothing."
"Well, all that nothing has you with a pole sticking up from your lap."
I quickly covered Carrie's legs and then stretched out on my own towel.
As I lay on my back, I said out loud.
"So, is anyone going to help me with sunscreen?"
Jess said, "I think it might be more interesting to watch you put it on yourself."
"Yeah," chimed in Carrie, "especially in some places."
"I absolutely agree," added Mel.
Carrie tossed the bottle of sunscreen onto my stomach. She ran the back of her hand along my boner and said, "Be sure not to miss a spot. You might want to add several layers."
I used some lotion and began stroking. It felt so good, I couldn't stop. I was rapidly rushing to a climax when Mel spoke up. "Don't come, Cal. Save it for later."
"No fair,' said Carrie, "I want to see him cum now."
"Yeah, me too," said Jess. "I never saw a guy jerk off before. Let's have him finish. I'm sure there will be more left for later."
Mel agreed.
I kept pumping and was seconds away from exploding.
"Where shall I come?"
Carrie knelt up, leaving her top on the ground.
I looked at her pert titties and eraser bud nipples.
"Come on my boobs," she said as she lay on her back.
Jess and Mel gasped.
I moved close to Carrie and stroked hard. My balls clinched and I shot a stream of white that landed slightly below her boobs. I redirected my dick and covered both boobs with my next two shots. I felt a hand slip between my legs and cup my balls. Jess was milking my sack. I let out two more spurts, one landing on Carrie's cheek and the other on her chin.
"That was hot," said Jess as she gently fondled my balls. She was kneeling behind me and I became aware of her bare nipples pressing into my back. She ran her hand up my shaft and captured some of my cum that was running down. She pulled her hand away and I heard her say, "Mmm, tasty."
"If you really want to taste it," said Carrie, "come clean my tits off."
As she spoke she wiped the liquid from her chin and cheek and sucked her fingers clean.
Jess and Mel moved over her and bent to lick her breasts clean. They each finished by pulling her small nipples with their teeth.
Both girls kept their own boobs covered with their hands as they bent over Carrie.
I was sitting on my haunches overwhelmed with the experience of jerking off in front of them and watching them kiss their friend's boobs.
Mel said we all should swim. She and Jess put their tops back on and went in.
I helped Carrie stand. She looked at me and then moved in to kiss me.
I slipped my hands around her and cupped her small ass, pulling her tight and feeling her boobs press into my chest.
"That was awesome," she said.
"Yep," I replied.
We broke apart. Emboldened by her behavior, I pulled the front of her suit out to look inside. She had the narrowest strip of dark hair that led my gaze to her full labia. My dick sprung back up.
"Like what you see?" she asked.
"Very much."
"Why don't you give me a call when you're back in town?"
"Definitely." I released her suit and she ran toward the water as I followed.
The water felt warmer today and we swam for a bit. Horsing around I was sure all three girls, including my cousin, helped themselves to generous gropes.
We got back out. As Carrie and Mel were drying off, Jess lifted her top and flashed me. Her boobs were big and white. I longed to grab them, but she pulled her top back down and blew me a kiss.
We stayed at the quarry for a few hours. I had to remain nude on the path going back down. About half-way down, we saw someone jogging up toward us. I asked for my suit, but no one made a move. As the jogger neared, we saw it was Karen whose family had the next camp. She was a year younger than me. She recognized Mel and started to wave when she noticed I was nude. She stopped in her tracks.
"Hi, Karen," said Mel. "This is Carrie and Jess. I think you know Cal."
"I don't know what's going on," she said, "but this has now officially become my favorite jogging path. And, Cal, that is a wicked awesome boner." We laughed and she resumed her run.
As we neared the house, Mel ran ahead. She returned to tell us that the adults were home. I slipped on my suit.
We spent the rest of the day lounging around, eating and visiting with the family. Heidi caught my eye and winked a couple times. Dinner was ribs on the grill. After we cleaned up, we played Monopoly for a while. I said I was going to bed. Jess said she was going up too. The others promised to be there soon.
I wondered if after our adventure at the quarry if the deal was still in place.
Once inside our room, Jess told me to strip. I complied. She fondled my soft dick and kissed me on the lips.
"You're being a good sport," she said.
"Well, now that my embarrassment is over, what's not to enjoy."
We agreed I could use the bathroom first. After taking care of all nightly chores, I opened the door to our bedroom. Jess had her back to me and was standing in just a tiny pair of bikini bottoms. Her ass was mostly in view as well as her crack.
I whistled admiringly.
Jess glanced over her shoulder and smiled. She reached for her t-shirt resting on the top bunk.
"How about a quick peek," I asked.
"I already gave you one."
"Come on," I said. "I've been naked and let you guys play around. One little flash couldn't hurt."
"If I do, you can't tell Carrie and Mel."
"Promise."
Slowly Jess turned to face me. Her breasts swayed with the effort. I loved their look. Big, round and white. Her nipples hardened as I stared at them. She cupped her boobs and held them up for a few seconds. She then grabbed her t-shirt and ran into the bathroom. The sight of her bouncing boobs will stay with me for a long time.
Carrie and Mel arrived in a few minutes.
After Jess rejoined them, we sat around and talking about our day.
"So, I guess it's my turn," I said.
The girls looked a little nervous. "You don't have to do anything more, Cal," said Mel.
"Oh, a deal is a deal."
"Ok, which one?" asked Carrie.
In my mind I reviewed my options. I had seen Carrie topless and snuck a peek under her bottom. Twice I got to see Jess' amazing tits.
I smiled broadly and pointed to Mel.
She turned white. I think she always imagined that I would pick one of her friends.
"Cal, are you sure?"
"Definitely. And, remember this was your idea."
"Sounded good at the time," she said weakly.
"Ok, I'll play along. But, Cal I cannot jerk you off. We're cousins and that to me would be crossing the line."
I knew she was right. I still wanted to see her naked.
"Ok, here's the new deal. You will be naked, but don't have to touch me."
She sighed in relief.
"On two conditions," I added.
"What?"
"Carrie and Jess strip you."
She looked at them and they all smiled.
"And?" she asked.
"One of them has to volunteer to give me head instead of a hand job."
Silence.
"Hell, I'll do it," said Carrie.
"Really," said Jess.
"Yeah, it'll be fun."
"And, we get to watch?" asked Mel.
"Only if you want," she said smiling and knowing they do.
I asked Mel to walk to the middle of the room. Carrie and Jess stood on either side of her.
Carrie unbuttoned her blouse and Jess pulled it off. Jess knelt and undid the snap on her shorts and lowered the zipper. From behind, Carrie eased them past Mel's hips and to the floor.
Now I could see no more than what a swim suit would reveal. Carrie stood behind her and unfastened Mel's bra.
Jess slipped the straps over her arms and it slid away. Carrie reached around and cupped Mel's tits, preventing me from seeing them.
"Want to see your cousin's boobs, Cal?"
I nodded. She was now massaging Mel's boobs. Mel had her eyes closed and licked her lips.
She pulled her hands away. I stared at Mel's pretty breasts. Her rose-colored nipples were standing out from her darker areolas. Carrie reached around and pulled on her nipples making them stand out even more. Mel's breasts were a good size and the white skin was smooth with pale blue veins visible.
Jess tugged Mel's panties and pushed them down. She had soft brown curls that were shaped into a neat strip. Jess ran her fingers through the curls and kissed Mel's hip. She then ran her hand up and down Mel's slit. Mel closed her eyes and groaned.
With guidance from Carrie, Mel turned around. I loved her butt. Jess moved her hands between Mel's legs and pushed them apart. Carrie then gently pulled Mel down, bending her from the waist. I could see her sex lips from behind and thought they looked wet. Jess spread Mel's cheeks showing me the pink star. She then spread Mel's lips showing me a moist and pink set of perfect lips.
Mel stood and turned to face me. She was flushed and her breasts heaved with her breathing. She smiled.
"You're beautiful," I said.
"Thanks."
Carrie moved to me and dropped to her knees. She extended her tongue and swirled it around my tip. I groaned out loud. Mel and Jess stood next to Carrie and watched as she slowly took all of me inside. She began moving her head up and down, while using her tongue and teeth to excite all my nerve endings.
I looked at Jess. She had one hand jammed in her panties. I was sure she was inserting at least one finger in and out of her sex. Her other hand was pinching her breast through her t-shirt.
Mel was now slowly caressing her slit and clit.
I started pumping Cassie's face and could feel my dick hit the back of her mouth.
I knew I could not last long and told Carrie I was close. She winked and sucked harder.
I was just about to explode when the door to our room opened. We all turned to see Heidi.
She quickly stepped in and closed the door behind her. She looked at Carrie with my dick in her mouth; Mel naked and covered with a slight sheen of sweat; Jess with her own hand buried in her panties.
"Well," she said with a smile, "they say that the Fourth of July is all about the fireworks. I have a feeling some are just about to go off." She pulled her top off revealing her full breasts.
As she started walking toward us with her hand on the drawstring of her sweatpants, I knew Heidi was quite right.
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Sexy.
Sexy is sometimes hard to describe, but oh so easy to identify.
The '65 Jaguar XK-E rolling to a stop outside the garage door is the sexiest car ever made. Its British Racing Green paint glows in the early October sun.
A sexy woman also defies definition, but she's crystal clear to the beholder.
A tall woman unfolds herself from the Jag and doffs her tweed cap. As she tosses it into the open cockpit, her blond hair cascades around her shoulders. She's wearing tailored tan slacks, a white blouse under a black fleece vest with a burgundy scarf looped around her long neck. Ray-Bans conceal her eyes as she looks around at my building while peeling off her driving gloves and tossing them and the scarf inside the Jag. Turning toward my door, she gracefully moves in my direction.
Sexy.
No doubt about it.
She enters my waiting area.
"Hell-o."
"Morning."
"Are you Mac?"
"Sure am."
"I'm told that you know your way around Jags."
I detect a polished accent--not quite English, maybe Scottish. Not the comical portrayals of a Scottish brogue you often hear. This is more Kate Middleton with a Scottish twist.
"I specialize in British cars. I also have one fellow who takes care of German ones and another who works on the rest, mostly Volvos and Saabs. How can I help you?"
The woman removes her sunglasses, fixes them in the crook of her shirt and looks around the room. I take great pride in my shop. Clean floors, with comfortable chairs, up-to-date magazines and fresh coffee make it unlike most car places.
"Would you mind terribly showing me the work area?"
This is a first. What woman wants to see the bays of the garage?
I nod and lead her through the door into the four-bay garage. The bays reflect the tone set in the waiting area. I and my mechanics all wear white coveralls. The floors are concrete with a high gloss finish. Each mechanic keeps his tools clean and in order. There's no rap music pounding, but rather a steady stream of classical. Today it's Debussy's La mer.
The first bay is mine and is currently empty. Charlie is working on a classic Mercedes 600 in the next bay. He has half the engine laid out on his workbench and is leaning over the soft cloth drape he spread on the fender to reach deep into the motor well.
George is finishing a tune-up on a Volvo in the third bay. In the last one, the only one with a lift, is my latest project. I'm rebuilding the drive train on my Austin-Healey 3000.
"Impressive," the woman says as she walks around the work area. "If your workmanship equals your attention to order, you can help me."
"I like to think we do things right and treat every car as if it were our own. Plus, we know what we're doing. So, what can I do for you?"
"My right front wheel bearing is just about to give up the ghost. I'd like you to tend to that and you probably should turn the rotors on the front brakes while you're at it. And, just give it a general look-around."
I take this in while trying not to show surprise. I never met a woman who knew a wheel bearing from a dog turd, let alone be able to diagnose a problem with it.
"I can do that, but how do you know that's the problem?"
With a cold smile she says, "I drive the bloody thing and have excellent hearing."
"Hey, no offense, Miss. It's just that..."
"That a woman couldn't possibly know anything about cars?"
I nod and smile with more than a tint of guilt.
"Apologies, Miss. Again, no offense. Let's go to the office and see what we can schedule."
I motion her ahead of me. As she walks back to the office, I take in the sensuous motion of her rear in the tailored slacks. Her but--bouncing slightly as she takes long strides--is the stuff of dreams.
It's Saturday morning. We close at noon and don't open until Monday. I bring up the appointment calendar. "How's Tuesday? You'd have to leave it for the day. I can order the bearing then."
"You could order the parts now, unless you're going to confirm my diagnosis." she says with a smile that's a few degrees warmer than her last one.
I sense bullshit is not welcome.
"Actually, I will do my own diagnosis. Not that I doubt you, but I have my own professional standards. And, the supplier is closed on weekends."
"Fair enough. Tuesday it is."
I pull up the order form on the screen.
"Need some info. Name?"
"J. Miriam Collins."
I enter it and ask for address. She gives me one I recognize.
"You're at Barton Hills Academy?"
"Aye. A teacher."
I fill in the address.
"What do you teach? If you don't mind my asking?"
"Not at all. Biology, health and, in my spare time, I'm the volleyball coach. I also proctor one of the residence halls. Keeps me busy and affords me a delightfully cramped suite in one of the dorms."
Nodding, I silently wonder how a teacher could afford a classic Jag. After securing a cell phone number, I enter an estimate for the work, excluding the parts that I would have to price and print a copy.
"If you would just sign to authorize going ahead, Miss Collins, we'll be all set."
"Mim, please," she says as she signs
Bending over to affix her signature, her blond hair falls in two silken waterfalls. Her movement releases a scent of something subtle, but classic. Chanel, perhaps, but not overdone.
Her fingers are long and elegant and bear no rings. She straightens up, catching me staring.
"Something amiss, Mac?"
"No."
"You're staring."
"You're beautiful. I enjoy looking at beauty."
Her cheeks blush.
"Thank you for the compliment."
She is not offended or even put off. Emboldened I stared longer. Her eyes are some sort of green I can't adequately describe. The best I can do is a cross between emerald and aqua. They are deep with dark pupils. Flawless skin shows subtle colorations of pink. She has a widows' peak and simply brushes her thick, blond hair back, tucking it behind her ears.
"Well, I'll see you on Tuesday, then."
"Fine, I can give you a ride back to the Academy if you need it. '
Her eyes lock onto mine. "Yes, I'd like that."
Mim crosses to the Jag, retrieves her Ray-Bans from the crook of her blouse. Her breasts do not appear large, but certainly create an attractive shape in her blouse and vest. Shooting me a quick smile, she smoothly bends herself into the sports car, fixes her cap and scarf and starts the engine. She is the most graceful creature I have ever seen.
I want this woman.
I enjoy the growl of the Jag as she accelerates away.
In two minutes I have my cousin, Samantha, on the phone.
"Hey, Mac, what's shakin'?"
"Just finishing up and hoping to close on time today. Is dinner still on for tomorrow?"
"Yep. Mom is out shopping now. Prime rib, Yorkshire pudding, green beans and some other stuff I am totally freakin' ignorant about. You know me and cooking. Good thing Mom's in charge. I'm just finishing cleaning my place and then I'll head over and lend her a hand."
"Sounds perfect. I'll bring some wine."
"Cool, I'll tell Mom. I like these family things. It'll be good to catch up with you."
"Agreed. Hey, Sam, do you know a Miriam Collins?"
"HRH?"
"What?"
Laughing, she says, "Her Royal Highness."
Sam is the librarian at Barton Hills Academy for Girls. She's 31 and definitely does not fit any stereotype of a school librarian. Her tattoos are discretely hidden under her clothes, except for a tiny Chinese symbol at the nape of her neck, usually covered by her dark hair. She tends to the Goth side, but keeps it in check during her hours in the library, wearing simple but not outrageous black clothes.
But, like me, she loves order. She also enjoys working with the students to help them learn how to do research, both in the library with real books and on-line.
"She's a princess?" I ask.
"No. She just has that bearing. You know how you imagine royalty talk, walk and behave. Very proper and refined. Actually, she's nice, once you get to know her. Very down to earth and extremely funny. You don't see that humor at first and then it just knocks you over. Why are you asking?"
"Oh, she was just in here and wanted me to work on her XK-E. She sure knew about cars."
"Duh!"
"What?"
"Of course she knows about cars. You know who her great uncle is, right?"
"Not a clue, Sam."
"Well, she is Scottish royalty of a sort. Her full name is Jacqueline Miriam Collins. Get it?"
"No, I..."
Then it hits me, Jacqueline or Jacky. Like in Jacky Collins the race car driver and one of my all-time heroes.
"No shit!"
"Yep. I think that's why she goes by her middle name, avoids all the questions. Her grandfather is dead, that's Jacky's brother. Her parents still lives in Scotland, though, and the Collins clan is fairly close. Mim goes back during the summer. She has a lot of racing in her blood. Maybe she'll take you for a ride. She took me. I literally peed my pants I was so scared. Mim never even breathed hard."
"So, how old is she?"
"Whoa, Cuz, are you like on the trail?"
"Just asking her age, Sam."
"Sounds like you might be interested. Don't blame you. If I were a guy, I could see the attraction. Come to think of it, I'm not a guy and I do see the attraction."
That's Sam's little joke about her being gay.
"Is she..."
"Nah, not that I know of. She just seems to keep to herself and her private life stays private. But, I pick up no gay vibes. Although I had my receptors on high alert and I'm sure I was sending out some. No response, sad to say. Anyway, she's just about to turn 29 on Halloween. So, you may be robbing the cradle if you go after her."
"Come on, Sam. I'm only a few years older."
"Almost 7, Mac. That can be a lot."
"Well, I'm just curious. I have no plans to ask her out."
"Bullshit. But she'll probably say no. I know that at least a dozen guys have tried and all left in flames. And, you can thank me for the referral to your grease pit."
"Thanks, Sam, and it's not a..."
"...grease pit. Yeah, I know. Just yanking your chain, Cuz. See you tomorrow."
I hang up and let the images of Mim play in my mind as I finish up work for the weekend. Beautiful and a challenge. It just keeps getting more interesting.
My dinner with my aunt and cousin is enjoyable, although I can't drag much out of Sam about Mim.
The only tidbit I get was that maybe the blond wanted me to assist her in class in addition to dealing with her car.
I push Sam, but she just smiles and says no more.
As Tuesday nears I anticipate seeing Mim. Promptly at 8:00 am, the green Jag rolls in. The top is still down. Mim, with cap and Ray-Bans in place, waves toward me. I trot out.
"Morning, Mac," she calls out.
"Morning to you. All set?"
"Right, hop in."
Climbing in the left side, I fix my seat belt and Mim slips the Jag into first gear. It takes me a few moments to adjust to sitting on the left without a steering wheel. Smoothly she accelerates out of my parking lot. Immediately I know she's a driver. All her movements are effortless as she travels the road toward the Academy. The numerous curves are subdued under her sure hand. Her shifts are clean and quick. I also appreciate the view of her thighs, exposed as her short skirt rides up.
Even as she slides the rear end out on a sharp bend, she never loses one inch of control. I enjoy the ride and watching her concentration behind the wheel. By now her skirt is bunched at the top of her thighs, which are toned and smooth.
I hear the telltale sound of a wheel bearing going bad and silently agree with her diagnosis.
Mim pulls up in front of the former mansion that serves as the administration building. She leaves the engine running and climbs out.
"Call me," she says. With a wave she turns and disappears into the stone entrance.
Getting out to move behind the right side, I stare at her rear as it moves seductively under the soft material of her skirt. The subtle shifts underneath the fabric serve to strengthen my resolve to ask her out.
Back at the shop, I pull the wheel and confirm what both of us suspected. I order the parts, hearing that it would take two days, maybe longer, for them to arrive. I work on the brakes and do a general inspection of the Jag, finding a couple worn belts and a few odds and ends.
I call Mim that afternoon and give her the update.
"Well, that presents a bit of a snuffle."
I'm not sure what that is but figure the delay is a problem.
"Sorry, the parts are coming from Kansas City via Phoenix or even England and I can't get them sooner. Is there anything I can do to help?"
"Oh, it's just I have to give a little talk in Fairfield tomorrow afternoon. My Rover is garaged at a friend's house on the coast. I'll see if I can borrow a car here or call and reschedule."
"I could give you a lift," I offer.
"I couldn't ask you to do that."
"You aren't," I volunteer. "I feel badly that your car is tied up."
"Well, all right. But, only if you let me buy you supper afterwards."
"Deal," I agree. "What time is your appointment?"
"Four pm."
"I should pick you up no later than three. I figure we can cover the distance in no more than 45 minutes."
"Sounds great. Pick me up where you dropped me off?"
"Fine."
I opt to use my 1973 BMW 2002ti. As I pull into the grounds of Barton Hills, my pulse increases thinking of spending time with Mim.
That pulse doubles as I see her walking down the steps of the admin building. She's wearing tight skinny jeans tucked into calf-high brown boots. Her long legs are only overshadowed by the tight shape of her butt. On top she has a cream colored turtle neck, tucked into the jeans, revealing a long upper torso with a flat tummy and pleasantly round breasts. Her hair is fixed on top of her head with two amber colored sticks. She carries a large leather bag over her shoulder. The term casual elegance seems to be coined just for her.
Putting the bag in the back seat she climbs in next to me.
"Love the car, Mac. BMW has the best white. How long have you had it?"
I start off, "Five years. It's one of my first restorations. I've sold most of them, but I am emotionally attached to this baby."
"Can see why. It's classic."
We drive in silence for a while. I ask Mim about her talk. She says it's for other volleyball coaches and entails discussing some rule changes and league realignment. Mim is the current president of the volleyball coaches association.
We chat some more and then Mim says, "So, I hear you've been checking up on me."
I try to hold the wheel steady, "What do you mean?"
"I mean, laddie, that your sweet cousin, Sam, likes to chat."
"Shit," I think. So, with nothing to lose, I say, "I admit to asking about you. Not often I meet a woman who knows so much about cars."
"Ah, that was your only interest?"
Is she flirting?
"Let's say, I find all of you interesting."
She lets that hang for a moment. "Good, I rather be found interesting than boring."
I smile and she grins.
"I did a spot of fishing myself," she says looking straight ahead.
"Catch anything?" I chance a glance at her. She still looks ahead, but I delight in her profile and the sweet outline of her breasts under the soft turtleneck. There are slight marks where her nipples push against the material.
"Well, you probably know Sam would not make a successful captive. She spills info like an over-flowing loch."
I smile at how accurate she is. Sam's a talker.
"Well, your full name is Angus Bruce MacDougal and you are one month shy of 36. My sources also tell me," she says glancing in my direction and smiling, "that you opened the garage about five years ago. Doing quite smartly, too. Before that, I understand you were a bit of an adventurer. Did a spot of driving on the vintage circuit and appeared to do it quite successfully. And, this part I part I find a bit hard to swallow, you were a Wall Street Tycoon."
I laugh at the description and figure Sam had embellished my past.
"Hardly a tycoon. I worked five years on the Street after I finished my MBA. I seemed to have a knack for M&A, I mean mergers and acquisitions. Was in on a couple really big deals, made some decent coin and woke up one day without a fucking clue about life. Excuse my language."
I ease the Bimmer around a slight hairpin, downshift, hit the gas, slap the tail in line and head straight down the narrow country road.
"No, problem. Heard the word before, might even have used it on occasion. So, what does a fucking clueless wunderkind do?"
Laughing, I continued. "Cashes out and looks for adventure. You know a trek for the meaning of life."
"Often a journey without a conclusion," she says.
"Yeah, but the trip can be a real kick."
"So is that when you got into racing?"
"More or less. I always liked cars. Now I had time and money. I did a couple driving schools, bought a car and had at it. I did Ok. Won a few at the Glen. But, right now I just dabble a bit."
"Still have the Lotus?"
"Impressed, you really did your homework."
"Don't be, between Sam and the internet, all is known."
I laugh, "Hell, I hope not all."
She lays a hand on my arm, "Enough to be interesting, Mac."
"Like..."
"Like the part of the year you spent with that tribe in the Amazon. I read on-line the piece you did for Nat Geo. Well done, I must say. And, you went totally native?"
"The only way I could really get them to relate to me. Of course the language and my white skin were barriers at first. I had a translator, but worked hard to pick up enough of the tongue to get by. As for the skin, I tanned up pretty good, especially since all you wear is a piece of cord around your waist and a sheath on your penis."
Mim laughs. "So, that was you in the picture? Hard to tell with that beard and long hair. Plus you looked quite skinny."
I chuckle, "Afraid so. In all my glory. Thankfully, the sheath covered most of me and a judicious placement of the spear helped to hide the rest. As far as skinny, you eat what the tribe eats, which most times is roots and bugs."
"Good show, anyway," Mim says. Then, she adds with a hint of humor, "Pity about the spear's placement, though.
"What I take away, Mac, is that you had a strong sense of adventure. I wonder if you still do?"
I sense she's steering the conversation. "To a certain degree," I reply. "I mean I do have a business, a house and don't walk around naked."
"Well, things can change," she says smiling. "Perhaps over dinner, we can do some exploring."
I'm about to ask her what she means when she points out the turnout for our destination. I downshift and pull onto the side road. We soon approach the gate to Cameron School for Boys. She directs me to the field house.
"You can come in, but I fear you would die of boredom. I will only be an hour or so. Feel free to wander the grounds."
I nod to the back seat and say, "I brought some reading. I'll just wait here. Don't worry about time."
"Brilliant," she says flashing her wide smile. "I promise an excellent meal and, well, let's leave the rest 'til then."
She climbs out taking her bag with her. I study her rear in the jeans as it bounces toward the entrance to the field house. Brilliant, indeed, I think.
In a little over an hour, Mim and a half-dozen others exit. They're talking and then with a mix of handshakes and hugs disperse. Mim climbs in.
"Good meeting?"
"Practically an oxymoron," she says smirking. "'Good' and 'meeting' do not naturally belong together. But, it's is over and we are all properly educated on the fine points of the new guidelines to interscholastic volleyball. Now, I need a large single malt."
"Sounds good, where to?"
"Back to the main road and go about two more miles past where we turned in. There's a small inn that caters to the parents of the darling boys of Cameron. They surprisingly have an excellent kitchen and a decent choice of Scotch."



In fifteen minutes we are seated in the darkly paneled dining room, practically alone at this early hour. Mim had made a reservation and the hostess greeted her warmly. I detect a Scottish accent and ask Mim.
"From Glasgow," she says. "She and her husband have run this inn for ten years. Lovely folk and put out a splendid meal. The soups are special and so are the salmon and lamb. I'm up for something hardy, so will have the lamb."
I tell her I'll try the salmon. The hostess comes and we place our orders along with a request for a double of Glenmorangie for Mim and a lite beer for me.
She raises a brow at my drink order.
"Driving," I lament.
"Of course," she agrees. "Next time, we'll eat closer to home and you can have a wee bit."
My heart actually flutters when I ponder a "next time."
After a pause, she adds, "You do drink whiskey, don't you?"
"My current favorite is Laphroaig."
"Excellent pronunciation," she says, "and a decent choice."
Our drinks arrive and we toast.
"Mac, thanks for being the sport and carting me around," she says sipping the dark amber liquid.
"Happy to do it. I wish I could have had your Jag ready, but I'll have wrapped up soon."
We enjoy our drinks and I was comfortable with the silence that enveloped us.
"Mim, can I ask about your accent?"
"Accent?" she said with a smile. "It seems to me that you are the one with an accent."
I raise my glass to acknowledge her comment.
"I guess it is a matter of perspective. What I should have said that I know you're from Scotland, but you sound like you could be from England."
"Good ear, Mac. I was born in Scotland, but attended what you would call high school and college in England. So, I do have a bit of a mish-mash when it comes to how I speak."
"Well, I find it charming."
Mim smiled. "Charming?"
"Well, yeah, I mean it's cool."
"Thank you," she said ending my fumbling. "And, thanks for today. It's kind of you."
I nod.
"Actually, your kindness gives me the opportunity to see if I can interest you in a new adventure." Mim fixes her green eyes on mine.
Taking another sip, she places the tumbler on the table and is about to speak when our waitress arrives with our soups.
We each taste the rich leek and potato offering, savoring the combination of root vegetables and herbs.
"Mac, I would like you to consider a proposal, but first have to ask a bit of a personal question."
I spoon another delicious mouthful, trying not to appear ready to pick up the bowl and drink it down. So, I nod for her to continue.
A sly smile turns up the corners of her full lips.
"Are you circumcised?"
My spoon hovers halfway between my bowl and mouth, while my brain revs out of control. Finally, I engage my mental clutch.
"Huh?" Not too eloquent a reply, I admit.
"A simple question. Just requires a yes or no."
"But, why..."
"Mac, please answer the question?" she says softly.
I figure what the hell and say, "Nope, call it a factory original, still in the original packaging."
Mim nods and raises her glass in a toast, "Brilliant."
I want to pursue the reason but our meals arrive.
Mim digs into her lamb chops with vigor. She had finished her whiskey and orders a single portion this time. The waitress delivers it and making sure we lacked for nothing, disappears.
"Mim..."
"Mac, enjoy the salmon. It really is first class. We'll talk after we eat."
She offers me a taste of her lamb. It is rich and herb-flavored. I do my best to enjoy my fish, but most of my senses are, like my mind, senseless.
Finally our waitress clears the plates. Mim suggests we have coffee by the fire crackling in the nearby lounge. We sit opposite each other with a low table in between.
"Mac, I was not trying to be rude or provocative," she begins crossing her long legs, her jean-clad thighs rubbing. "Let me explain and then I have another even more daring question."
I am hard pressed to come up with a question more daring than the previous one.
"As I think I mentioned, I teach biology. One component of the class is sex education. You may find it hard to believe in this day that many of our senior girls are disturbingly ignorant about sex and even basic anatomy. They like to think they know everything, but through the years I've come to understand that the girls have lots of talk but a pathetic lack of accurate information or experience."
Sipping her coffee she looks into the flames and then back at me. Her cheeks glow from the heat and the flames reflect deeply in her eyes. I am struck by her beauty as she inhales and the fabric around her breasts tightens. I detect the slight bump of her nipples. .
"Barton Hills caters to the rich, obviously, and the rich in this area are mostly conservative. I'm happy to say there are fewer divorced families than you might expect and that leads to a lot of parental involvement. Combine that with a program that requires every girl to be involved in at least one sport and you have a group of girls who, quite frankly, have been too closely watched and too busy to drift into casual sex.
"Of course, that's not a bad thing. But, I believe that girls who are so unknowing about the basics of sex can often go crazy when they enter college in a much more open environment. Curiosity is a powerful driver of behavior. So, three years ago, I devised a program on sexual understanding. I had a bit of a struggle convincing the administration and spent even more effort working with parents. As I said they are conservative. But, in the end they are mostly concerned about their daughters and I convinced them of the wisdom of my methods."
Mim signals for coffee refills. We wait quietly while our mugs are topped off and we each fix them to our tastes.
"I know you have questions, and I'll answer them. First, let me describe my program. It has three components. There is a classroom aspect. We review the basic biology of sex and learn a lot about pregnancy, contraception, protection from disease and those sorts of things. Obviously, the texts have illustrations, but I find them sorely lacking. That's why I introduced something new.
"I have two sessions on sexual anatomy. Session A with male models and B with females. Mac, you may imagine that these girls really don't know what a man looks like naked. And, that's true, especially since we're an all-girl school. No boys streaking around the campus, no co-ed dorms, no common baths—just a bunch of young girls. But, Mac, they are just as ignorant about their own bodies."
"So, you supply living examples?" I ask.
"Yes."
"And, the parents agree to this?"
"Absolutely. Each girl needs to have written permission to attend these classes after the parents have the opportunity to read an explicit description of what occurs."
"So, what does occur?"
Grinning, Mim says, "The girls get a good gander at some naked blokes."
"And, you want me to be a bloke?"
"Catch on fast, Mac. I like that."
I drink my coffee and try to assess what she just told me. I can't believe such a thing is possible. It sounds like some sophomoric fantasy you would read on an internet erotica site.
"Come on, Mim. You seriously are going to have nude men standing in front of a room full of high school girls, even if they are seniors? I have a hard time believing that."
"Ok, tonight when you get home, go to YouTube. Search for 'Sex Education UK'. Usually that will bring up a couple videos of a similar program in some British schools. Actually, in those videos it appears that an entire high school, boys and girls, are present for the demonstration."
"And, there are nude men present. I mean with everything showing."
"Aye, and it's handled quite smartly. The instructor has a sense of humor but keeps everything in good taste. The kids ask questions like kids do. There are lots of nervous laughs, but I believe real learning occurs."
I shake my head, still not fully believing her.
"Ok, let's say I accept what you're saying."
"'Tis true, Mac."
"Fine. Then I assume you're serious in wanting me for this program."
"Of course I am. I want you to be one of our demo men."
The thought of standing naked in front of a room of young woman make my balls shrink and my dick twitch at the same time. Thinking of standing nude in front of Mim tilts the scale to the twitching dick side.
"Explain what you want."
Mim leans over and slaps my knee while lighting up the room with her smile.
"Brilliant, Mac, I thought you'd do it."
"Hey, I haven't agreed to anything. But, I'm willing to listen."
"Bollocks, you know you're going to do it. Anyway, I have four fellows lined up, including you. You get undressed and put on a robe. Come out on stage and drop the robes. Simple, right."
"Horrifying was the word I have in mind."
"Ah, piece of pie, as you say. Anyway, we have a video camera set up and it projects onto a large screen next to where you're standing. The camera can zoom in on..., well, you can imagine. I can then point out the various parts of the male anatomy using the images on the screen, and can do so without the rather awkward touching that would be necessary. For example, I ask the gents to lift their penis to expose their scrotum."
Mim continues. "Honestly, I do call them balls most of the time. I mean that's how we all think of them. By pointing out things on the video projection, I don't have to be close to the real thing. We want to help the girls understand the male sex organ, but erections are not part of the course. Both the administration and parents made that clear. I have to use the illustrations in the classroom session to show erections. And, ejaculations are totally forbidden. I fear the program would cease if that ever occurred."
I let the vision of her description sink in. It does not calm me.
"So why me?"
Mim looks into the fire for a while and then back at me.
"Mac, I try to present a variety of men, in terms of body style, ethnicity and age."
I laugh out loud. "Oh, I get it. I'm the old guy."
"Mac, you are not old. Older than the others, but certainly not old. But, I already have three other guys. Josh is a senior at Cameron and 18. He's Caucasian. Jaime is 22 and Hispanic. D'Ante is 26 and African-American. I have not seen them undressed, but I did ask the same question I did of you. All three are circumcised. So, you are in your 30s and uncircumcised. You fit a couple categories."
"I never considered myself and my penis to be minorities," I muse.
"It's getting harder to find uncircumcised gents in the U.S. So, maybe you are in the minority."
"Ok, you have four naked guys standing in the room. There's no touching. Is that it?"
Mim averts her eyes toward the fire.
"What?" I ask.
"Well, there are a couple other things. One, we have you wear sunglasses that are painted black inside. This way you can't see the girls. We want the girls to feel free to ask any question. They are more apt to do so if they know you can't see who is asking the question.
"Second, sometimes we get a question about size. Please understand, Mac, I don't care about size and don't think it means anything regarding a man's masculinity. It's purely a genetic crap shoot. In our classroom work, we learn that the average penis size is between 3.5 and 4.5 inches flaccid. We want our girls to have realistic expectations. Very few men are endowed like some of the ones you see in adult movies. But, a girl may ask how our models measure up, so to speak. So, I ask everyone before we go out if it would be all right to measure. I have the boys hold their penises and I put a tape against then. I try not to be obvious, but I may have some contact. We rarely have a problem with anyone getting, well, getting excited."
"You're a dirty little girl, Miriam."
She laughs. "That may be true, but not in this instance."
My dick twitches again thinking that this gorgeous creature across from me has a naughty side.
"So, that's it?"
"Mostly," Mim says. "We have the guys turn around so we can see their naked backs. I point out musculature and basic body shapes. You should do fine, Mac, you appear to be in fine condition."
"I still find this a bit unbelievable. But, I'll agree on the condition you have dinner with me again."
Mim looks at her coffee and then at me. "Mac, I think it would be best if there were not even a hint of some sort of relationship between me and the men in our class. So, let's leave it that after the session, you can ask me again."
My breath catches in my chest. I think she might have just agreed to a date—after she sees me naked and measures my dick. Well, at least she'll know what she's getting into. I wonder if she will still be interested.
"Ok, Mim, deal. When does this happen?"
"A week from this Saturday. We'll use the small auditorium. I'll email you directions. You may have to ditch garage work for the morning."
"I can manage that."
We finish and I drive Mim back to Barton Hills. She thanks me again for the ride and for agreeing to be a model. I drive back to my house wondering if I had lost my mind.
The Jag parts have not arrived by Saturday. I leave a voice mail for Mim telling her it would probably be at least Monday before her car is ready.
We are slow on this Saturday, so I close early. I decide to stop by and see Sam. I feel she probably knows about this sex ed class.
I let myself into her apartment. Sam is playing a video game.
"So, did you hear the news?"
She doesn't answer for a while as she blasts zombies.
"Fuck!" she screams as a zombie attacks her avatar from behind and ends the game.
"What news, Cuz?"
"Don't be coy, Sam, it is not your style."
"Ok, Ok, so I heard that you are going to be exposing yourself to a bunch of 18 year old girls. Don't they put people in jail for that?"
"Shit, Sam, I never even thought of that. You don't think something could happen?"
"Chill, Mac, it's all cool. The girls are all of legal age, sign a release and the school has written permission from the parents. I've never seen a problem with it."
"Seen? You mean you're going to be there?"
"Mim didn't tell you? Yeah, I put together the info for the classroom session and I operate the camera for the live demos. So, get ready, Cuz, you are going to flash your cousin."
I sink down next to her on the couch. This is sounding more and more like a bad idea. And, bad goes to worse with Sam's next question.
"So, Mac, how's the shrubbery down there?"
"What?"
"I mean what do you do to keep the crotch thatch in check?"
"Nothing. I just let it be natural."
"Not good, Mac. You don't want to look like some wild beast, especially with the old nut sack."
"What do you know about nut sacks?"
"I told you I've been involved in all these sessions, so I've seen more balls than I ever care to see. I can tell you that it looks a lot better on the big screen if they're smooth. Plus having all kinds of wild pubes is sorta' gross."
"Shit, Sam, maybe I should cancel."
"Don't be a dweeb. We can take care of this."
"We?"
"Hey, that's what cousins are for?" she says laughing. "Seriously, I'll call my friend who does intimate grooming, get it? If we're lucky she can get us in today and you'll be smooth sailing. Ha, get it, smooth sailing?"
I'm failing to see the humor in all this.
Sam calls her friend and we are scheduled for two.
Driving to the shop in a small strip mall, I tell Sam she does not need to accompany me.
She insists on coming with me. "Mac, you have no clue about this stuff. I'll manage everything."
"Sam, don't you think it's kinda' weird since we're cousins."
"Hey, how about that summer when we went skinny dipping? As I recall, I saw the whole enchilada then."
"We were teens."
'What, did you grow another dick since then? I've already seen your precious bod. And, Mac, in one week I am going to be zooming in on your entire package. Seeing you naked a week early isn't going to be a big deal."
I just groan and a little later am pulling into the parking lot next to the tanning and beauty salon.
Inside, Sam introduces me to Marlene. She's an attractive woman in her early 40s who shows us into a small room. There's a table in the middle and a couple side tables with equipment.
"It's ok for Sam to be here, no?" she asks.
I glower at Sam, but can't sustain it. Grinning, I finally say, "Yeah, no problem."
"Is good," says Marlene. "Now, please remove your pants and underwear."
I kick off my shoes, pull off my socks and drop my jeans. Taking a deep breath, I peel my boxers down.
Sam's eyes widen in mock wonder as she appraises my naked lower half.
"So, what is the plan?" asks Marlene.
"Well, it's a freakin' jungle," chips in Sam, "so let's begin by thinning out the patch. Shape it into a small triangle and take it down to maybe a quarter inch. Obviously, get rid of all those stragglers on his thighs. I think we should clean up his balls and probably his butt."
Marlene nods as Sam speaks. I feel like a slab of beef.
Refusing the modesty towel Marlene offers as too little too late, I sit on the table and Marlene has me lie back. She dons a pair of gloves and begins using electric clippers to trim my pubic patch. She moves my penis aside and trims the area along my upper thigh and repeats the treatment on my other thigh.
"Look good?"
Sam inspects the area and nods. She asks Marlene to straighten out the top of my pubes, running her finger alone the line she wants her to follow. I shiver slightly at her touch. Marlene squirts shaving cream into her palm and spreads it along my groin. She efficiently trims away until the patch is a neat inverted triangle.
Sam gives me a thumbs up.
Marlene turns her back and begins stirring something in what looks like a crock pot.
"What's that?" I ask.
"Mac, it really doesn't work too well to shave your balls and the rest of the hair on your thigh. So, she'll wax it."
"No way," I say. "You are not going to wax my balls. Shit, that will hurt."
"Don't be a wus. Think it feels good to have my pussy waxed? Well, you probably never thought about my pussy, but I think you get the point. Man up, dude."
Marlene asks me to hold my penis up and away. She spreads hot wax on my balls with a wooden spatula. She presses a piece of tape on them. Without saying a word, she yanks the tape off.
"Fuck me," I scream.
Sam roars and Marlene presses tape on me again and yanks.
"Oh, fuck."
Sam is holding her sides, as Marlene lifts my balls, applies more wax, fabric and pulls.
Tears form in the corners of my eyes and I yell. Two more applications have me reeling in pain, with a small consolation of smooth balls.
Marlene instructs me to get up on my knees with my butt in the air. She waxes my cheeks, performs her torture and then does the same to my crack. In addition to indignity, I squirm with the pain of hair being ripped out by the roots. Next, I feel the warm wax being applied to the area between my ass and balls. I knew this is going to hurt and I am right.
She has me lie on my back and quickly cleans up the area between my groin and thighs.
Marlene then rubs some lotion on all the areas she waxed and assures me it would be fine by tomorrow.
I look at Sam smirking at my discomfort and have an inspiration.
"Marlene, do you have a couple more minutes?"
"Si, no problem."
"Well, I think Sam is due for a touch up. So, why don't you take care of her now?"
Sam's smirk melts into a look of hatred.
"Ok, Sam, drop your pants and hop up."
Of course, Sam could just refuse. But, since we were kids, we pushed each other through dares and challenges. Neither of us ever wanted to be the one to call it quits.
"Asshole," she snarls at me as she undoes her jeans. She slides them down, exposing a red bikini bottom. Sighing, she drops them.



Sam has a cute figure, small and compact. I never really regarded her sexually. Seeing her nearly smooth pussy is surprisingly erotic, even though it was off-limits for men and especially her cousin. Next to the thin black line of pubic hair above her sex lips, she sports a black widow spider tattoo. There is a small rose on her left hip and a full color angel on the inside of her left thigh.
She hops up on the table and Marlene spreads wax all over her crotch, including her outer sex lips, only sparing the thin line. She presses the cloth and quickly removes the slight, dark growth. Sam winces but would not give me the satisfaction to cry out. Marlene has Sam get up on her knees. I'm now staring at her pussy from behind as Marlene tends to her butt with matching strips on her cheeks and other areas. I can see her pussy clinch as Marlene yanks the tape off the area between her pussy and anus.
Back in the car, I say, "God, how can you do that all the time? I feel like someone held a blow torch to my nuts."
"Ok, I admit it hurts, especially the first time. But, don't worry tomorrow will be worse."
She laughs and I drive off.
"You really are enjoying yourself," I say.
"Gotta' admit it does have its humorous side. Really, Mac, it will look a lot better next Saturday. And, most of the swelling will be gone." She giggles at that statement.
I 'm hungry and offer to treat her to a late lunch. She suggests Chinese take-out and calls ahead. As we head to the restaurant, Sam says, "You know, Mac, I almost forgot how big your dick is. I think the students will enjoy it. As a matter of fact, it might be the longest one we ever had. I bet Mim will appreciate it, too."
"Sam, right now I can't believe we are riding in my car and you're talking about my dick. This is too freakin' fucked-up."
"Yeah, I get what you mean. Let's change the subject. What'd you think of my pussy?"
We both begin howling at the same time. Her twisted sense of humor is just one of the many things I loved about Sam.
At my house, we grab a couple beers and dig into the food.
I'm squirming and finally say. "Sam, my crotch is killing me. I need to get these clothes off. Would that freak you out too much?"
Picking up a dumpling, she pauses and says, "Nah, not too much." Her smile tells me she is cool with it.
"As a matter of fact, I might join you. My pussy is really getting irritated."
In seconds, we're both bottomless.
"Ah," I say, enjoying the relief from chaffing.
"Yeah," she agrees. "Weird, but good." We each regard the other's newly manicured intimate lawns.
I get us a couple more beers and remain standing while I eat. Sam is across from me at the kitchen counter.
Looking at my groin, she says, "Seriously, Mac, that thing is pretty big. How many inches?"
"Sam, it's not that big. And, you think I've actually measured it?"
"Dude, every guy has measured his dick. Just like every girl has measured her tits."
"Oh yeah! How big are your tits?"
"32-B and sweet as honey."
I stare at her tiny breasts with the dark nipples standing out. I slowly shake my head.
"Ok, asshole, they're an A cup. But, they're a full A."
Laughing together, we share a high-five.
"So?"
"Ok," I say. "Hanging like it is now it's a little over six inches. Well, make it close to seven."
"And when he's all happy and standing up for truth, justice and the American way?"
"I guess you could add a couple inches."
Changing the subject, I ask, "So, how many of these classes have you done?"
Sam swallows, "This will be my fourth."
"Do guys every, you know, get excited?"
"Excited, like with a boner?"
I nod.
"Only once and Mim just had him go off stage. He came back about five minutes later. It was no big deal. The only thing is she won't let a guy stay there and be hard. And, obviously we are in a no orgasm zone. Are you worried?"
"Concerned is a better word," I admit.
The rest of the week I spend trying to keep my mind off the impending Show and Tell at Barton Hills. I did check out the You Tube video and Mim was right. The guys handled it without a problem.
I finally finish Mim's car on Friday and tell her I will drive it out on Saturday and that Sam will give me a lift home.
I arrive at the small auditorium to be greeted by Sam.
"Come on," she urges, "everyone else is here."
She leads me back into the girl's locker room. Entering I see the other men and Mim. "Ah, Mac, great. Now, I can go over the details." She does quick introductions.
"You can begin to get undressed whilst I go over things. In a couple minutes two of our seniors will join us. They will be our helpers. As you all know, you will be wearing black-out glasses. The girls will escort you onto the stage and take your robes. Obviously, they will take you back here after the class."
As she speaks we all begin to disrobe. We arrive at a stage of standing in just our boxers at the same time. Mim gestures and we drop them.
Mim looks at each of us and nods.
"Great, you all look fab. Actually this is probably the hardest part—stripping off whilst Sam and I watch. In a few moments you will not be looking at anyone and you will actually start to relax."
Sam gives me a discrete "thumbs up" and looking at my exposed parts, winks.
A knock on the locker room door interrupts my thoughts.
"Come in," calls Mim.
Two young women enter carrying white Terrycloth robes. They're dressed in the Barton Hills uniform of white blouse, plaid skirt and navy blue knee socks; and are extremely cute.
They look at each of us. As the girl with the dark hair makes eye contact with Robbie, her mouth drops.
"Robbie!"
"Ruthann!"
I glance over at the senior boy from Cameron. His entire body seems to blush and he covers his privates with his hands.
"You two know each other?" says Mim.
"We grew up together," says Ruthann. "After middle school, Robbie moved away and I heard he was going to a military school down south."
"It sucked," Robbie offers, "I transferred to Cameron in my junior year."
"I'm sorry," says Mim. "This must be a little awkward, but I expect you both to be mature and handle this with aplomb."
They both murmur agreement and Robbie slowly drops his hands. I can see he's slightly engorged and hope it will not get worse.
Mim introduces the dark haired girl as Ruthann, although we all gathered that. The other, a blond, is Chrissy. Both are quite tall and I suspect might be on the volleyball team.
Mim is finishing up the final instructions when there's another knock.
"Mim, is it Ok to enter?"
Mim says, "This is our senior class advisor. She attends all the sessions and comes in to thank you personally. Usually our models have their robes on by now, but since she will attend the session I guess there's no harm. Anyone object?"
We shrug and Mim calls out, "Come on in."
A tall, attractive woman enters the locker room.
"Jennifer!" I call out.
"Mrs. Condron!" yells Robbie.
I look at her and then at him. The worst just happened. Robbie is totally erect.
"You know each other?" Mim cries.
Robbie and I nod.
"What a cock-up," Mim exclaims.
Jennifer slowly tears her eyes away from Robbie's erection and looks at me and not in my eyes.
"Robbie is best friends with my son. He's at our house all the time during the summer," she says while keeping her gaze below my waist.
She looks back at the poor boy. "Robbie, it's all right. Really, I admire you volunteering for this class." She smiles and he turns redder.
"And, Mac?" asks Mim.
"Old friend," Jennifer says.
"Fine, well Jennifer we are running a little behind, so maybe you could..."
"What? Oh, sure. On behalf of the senior class at Barton Hills Academy, I want to thank you young men..." She catches herself, "Well, I want to thank all of you for being part of our class. Since we've begun this special program, I can say that our seniors have benefited greatly from the knowledge they gather. I am convinced it helps them become mature and sensible young women. It's also important that they understand that being naked is not necessarily a prelude to sex. Sometimes naked is just naked. So, thank you."
Jennifer waves and, surprisingly, steps up to me. She rests a hand on my shoulder, leans in and kisses my cheek. I feel her breasts behind her shirt push into my naked chest. She whispers in my ear, turns and leaves.
I, too, am now blushing and know that blood is pouring into my dick. I hope it does not show.
"We really have to hurry. Robbie, I suggest you take a moment to settle yourself."
"Huh?"
D'Ante says, "Dude, tend to business."
"What?"
Ruthann catches his eye and as subtly as possible, which unfortunately is not subtle at all, makes a pumping motion with her hand.
"Oh, you mean, oh, oh!"
"Ruthann, as you, Chrissy and Sam go out to get everything ready, please show Robbie to one of the private stalls."
Ruthann takes Robbie by the hand. With his hard-on leading the way, the four of them head back into the locker room. I hear a stall door close and then another outer door shut as the three women exit to the auditorium.
"Men, this would be the time to take a last pee break. You will be out there for close to an hour."
Jaime and D'Ante head in the direction Robbie went. I remain.
"So, how much of an 'old friend' is Jennifer?"
"Mim, she is just a friend. When I was married, four couples hung around together. Jennifer and her husband were good friends. That's it?"
"Mac, I sensed a bit more than that. I don't want to have this class become a cause of some unpleasantness between married people."
"Mim, I'm telling you. There is nothing between Jen and me, except a bit of innocent flirting that all of us did."
"Flirting?"
"You know, we'd all be together and having some drinks. I would compliment her on how nice she looked. I like her. She's nice and lots of fun. We always were able to just talk with each other. There was no real sex, just flirting."
"What's 'no real sex' entail?" she asks.
"You know, maybe a little ass-grabbing, a hug, maybe a grope for laughs, some slow dancing, and a kiss now and then. Nothing serious and all the couples were doing it. Just having fun."
"Well, she certainly seemed to brighten up considerably. So, what did she say to you?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean when she pushed her boobs into you she whispered in your ear. What'd she say?"
I'm beginning to think Mim is a tad jealous. I like that.
"It's kinda' personal."
"Oh, Mac, I'm sure it was just, what's the term, 'innocent flirting'?"
"You really want to know?"
Mim nods.
I motion her closer. "I don't want to say it out loud, in case the other guys come back."
She stands in front of me and I lean into her ear. I breathe in the exotic scent of her hair and perfume.
"She said I had a better cock than she'd ever dreamed."
Mim stiffens and steps back. She looks down at my slightly engorged member.
"I can appreciate her appraisal," she says with a smile. "She must have had some quite pleasant dreams. And is IT going to be able to behave knowing that it's the dream object of a woman staring at it?"
My dick head is half-way out of my foreskin and my shaft had thickened.
"It knows how to behave," I say, "When it has to."
Mim glances downward once more and then into my eyes.
"Let's hope so."
We hear the guys returning. All three appear. Robbie is back to normal. Mim instructs us to get into our robes. As we're dressing, Ruthann and Chrissy reappear. We don our dark glasses. I can't see a thing with the blacked out lenses and wrap-around sides. I feel a hand at my elbow. One of the girls, Chrissy I figured from her height since she is the shorter of the two, leads me and D'Ante.
Gently guiding us, we soon make our way to the stage. I can hear an electric buzz in the room.
Mim speaks.
"Girls, today in the first of our live demonstrations, we will explore the male anatomy. I know you all have seen pictures both in books and maybe even in the movies. A few of you may have seen the real thing in person. It's important, however, that you understand that what you might have seen in some adult movies is not reality. We will deal today with the facts of life and the facts of a man's body. Just like our bodies, men's bodies are each different. I will demonstrate the anatomy of male sex organs and men's physiques. Then we can have questions. As you know, our male guests cannot see you, so please feel free to ask any question you want. I can assure you that we may giggle a lot, but most of your fellow students probably are wondering the same thing. It's ok to laugh. This should be both fun and educational. Finally, I will remind you that you are all Barton Hills ladies. I expect you will uphold the tradition of all that being one entails. Now, gentlemen, please allow our assistants to remove your robes."
I undo my sash and a pair of hands slips it off my shoulders. In a second I'm naked. There's a collective gasp from the girls accompanied by a fair amount of giggling.
Even in my tribal living I never felt this exposed. Just a few feet away were nearly one hundred 18 year old girls. Also, I'm standing nude in front of my cousin, an old and attractive friend, and one of the most beautiful women I have ever met. Truth be told I am enjoying it as much as I am embarrassed by it. And, just for good measure, my dick is thick with blood and hangs heavy between my legs.
Mim starts with Robbie at the other end of the line. She introduces us each by only our first name and our ages. By her descriptions I can imagine she's using a pointer on the big screen to illustrate the various parts of our male anatomies.
"You will notice that three of our models are circumcised and one is not. In the United States circumcision has become a fairly standard practice for newborn boys. In other parts of the world, most men are not circumcised. You can see on Robbie the shaft of his penis is thinner than the others, but the glans is large. When he becomes aroused the glans will get larger and the shaft will stiffen and lengthen.
"With Jaime, we can see his glans is different from Robbie's and his shaft is shorter, but thicker. Remember the length of a flaccid penis does not always correlate to the length of an erect one. Many times a shorter flaccid penis will grow to be larger than one that is longer in the soft state.
"With D'Ante we see a large vein-like area on the top of his shaft. And, finally with Mac we can see a longer and thicker penis. Again, just as our bodies are different, you will not find any two men's bodies that are exactly alike. And, you can never tell what sort or size a penis a man has by his height or weight. As you can see, Robbie is taller than Mac, but Mac's penis is longer."
I feel strangely disconnected from my own body as Mim describes us. Even though she is discussing my own sex parts and probably pointing at them on the screen, I feel as if she's talking about someone else.
"While we take a close look at Mac's penis, I will ask him to pull back his foreskin."
I slide my hand on my dick and stretch it out, eliciting a round of giggles. I move the foreskin back down my shaft as Mim speaks.
"You see Mac has a glans just as the other gents. When a circumcised man gets aroused, the foreskin pulls back, the glans swells as the shaft hardens. Mac, will you please lift up your penis so we can see the underside?"
I pull it up and Mim points out the frenum. "This tissue connects the foreskin to the shaft. Robbie, can you hold up your penis, please? See Robbie's frenum has been cut as part of his circumcision."
"Jaime and D'Ante would you each please hold up your penis? Now, we can discuss the scrotum. Get ready to giggle, girls, because from now on we call them what we all know them to be...balls."
More laughter than giggles erupts from the auditorium. "The balls hold the testicles. They hang outside the body to help control the temperature of the testicles. As you know from our class, the testicles produce sperm and testosterone. Again, you can see that balls come in all shapes and sizes. Mac has large balls that hang low. Jaime has a tighter ball sack. Robbie definitely has one ball hanging lower than the other, while D'Ante's balls appear to be the same and hang at the same level. Mac, could you put your ball sack in your hand?"
While still holding my penis, I cup my balls. Ok, now I 'm getting a little turned on. I am also glad that Sam insisted I do some grooming. Imagining how the camera must be zooming in on my balls and projecting them to the size of basketballs on the screen, I feel better knowing they look smooth and neat.
"Mac, do you think you can isolate your right testicle? Now, girls, can you make out the shape of his testicle?"
"Is it that little bump?" comes a voice from the audience.
"Right. As you know, the balls are very sensitive. You might have seen a guy get hit there during a sports event. He usually is in excruciating pain. Ever happen to you, Mac?"
I laugh and say, "Sure. And you're right, it hurts like hell."
More laughter.
"Can you describe it?"
"I'm not sure I can do it justice, except to say that all you want to do is curl up, hold your balls and try not to cry. Sometimes it makes it hard to breath and you feel like you want to throw up. After a while the pain goes away, but they could be tender for a longer period."
A voice cries out, "Is that what blue balls are?"
A number of the girls howl and all the guys chuckle.
"Mac?"
"No. Blue balls is the uncomfortable feeling you get when you are aroused for a long time and do not get a release."
Lots of giggles.
The voice cries out again, "Release?"
Mim answers. "Mac means that if a man is aroused for a period of time, if he has an prolonged erection, and does not experience an orgasm, have an ejaculation, he may experience discomfort in his scrotum."
A number of "ohs" float up from the audience.
Another voice calls out. "You mean if he doesn't cum?"
Laughter erupts.
"Well, that is another term for ejaculation," deadpans Mim.
Allowing us to release our penises, Mim has us turn around and she explains the major muscles of our backs.
Turning back to front, Mim opens it up for general questions.
"I thought all black men had very large penises," says a timid voice. "But, D'Ante is not bigger than Mac."
"Girls, do not believe the myths. There is no scientific evidence that one race or ethnic group has universally larger penises than another. Remember, that a flaccid penis does not always predict the size of an erection."
"Is Mac's the biggest because he's the oldest?" from a voice on the right.
"Do you mean does a man's penis continue to grow as he ages?"
"Sort of, I guess."
"No. A man's sexual organs stop growing about the same time as he finishes puberty. So, don't expect a 90 year old man to be endowed more than a 20 year old."
Lots of laughs.
"Could Mac move his foreskin back and forth again?"
I slide it back and forth, feeling a pleasant sensation building.
"That's totally weird."
Lots of titters.
"Well, girls, soon we will have a demonstration of the female anatomy. You may be surprised to find out a woman's clitoris has something similar to a foreskin. So, maybe a male foreskin is not so weird."
Mim fields more questions about penises and balls and we all oblige as much as we can. One girl asks us to stand sideways. She remarks how D'Ante's penis curves out and then goes down, whereas mine and Robbie's hang straight down. Jaime's was shorter and mostly stubby.
One student remarks that Robbie's bends to the right. I think I recognize Ruthann's voice.
"Yes, sometimes a penis can bend or lean to either side. Also, when erect some penises are pronouncedly curved while others are quite straight. Lots of varieties, girls, so don't get fixed on the idea that there is just one perfect penis."



"I don't think any penis is perfect," calls out one girl. "I think they're all ugly."
That comment is greeted with a mixture of boos, cheers and laughter.
"Not me," another shouts. "I think they're all really cute. Especially Robbie's."
"Girls, let's not get too personal," cautions Mim. "Any other questions?"
"Ms. Collins," a soft voice rises up, "In class you said the average size for a flaccid penis is between like three and four inches. Are these guys average?"
A second of silence is followed by an outburst of giggles.
"Well, Chrissy, oops sorry, I think I said the average soft penis is between three and half to four and a half. I know a half-inch doesn't sound like much, but to a man it may mean a lot."
"Are guys really hung up on the size of their dicks, I mean, penises?"
"Just as women have pressure to conform to some ideal stereotype such as having large breasts, society has placed pressure on a man. With a man, we don't see his sexual organs as we do with a woman's breasts. So, we have to imagine what's behind the zipper, so to say. And, have we all heard the saying, 'Bigger is...?"
A shout from most of the girls comes back, "Better!"
"Obviously, that refers to intercourse," explains Mim. "Some women say that only a large penis can fulfill them sexually. And, for some that may be true. But, a man who is committed to pleasing a woman sexually, who is more concerned about her physical and emotional enjoyment of sex, can be just as good a lover whether he has a carrot or a cucumber."
The girls erupt in laughter.
"But if a guy has a carrot how can he please a woman?" one girl calls out.
"Oh, there are many ways. First, he can just be sensitive and affectionate with her. Then, he can stimulate her with his fingers or orally."
"I think oral sex sounds disgusting," one girl says.
"Yes, some women feel that way," says Mim. Then after a pause she adds, "At first."
Many "oohs".
"In our next section, we will discuss oral sex and how some women like to be stimulated. For today, let's just agree that a size of a man's penis is not the only factor in good sex."
"How about oral sex on a guy?"
Before Mim can answer another voice chimes in.
"That sucks."
The room explodes in laughter and hooting.
I think I hear Mim giggling.
"Girls, girls, let's bring it down a notch."
The room quiets down.
"I am not here to tell you how to enjoy sex. Some of you may feel awkward about oral sex or even intercourse. And, I am definitely not encouraging you to try anything."
"Do you like oral sex, Ms. Collins?" calls a voice off to the right.
The room is silent. My mind flashes on my cock in her mouth. Now, I really have to concentrate on doing fractions in my head to avoid an erection.
"Ladies, I am not here to discuss my sexual life or yours. Please understand that. I am saying that sex can be a wonderful experience between two people."
"Or, by yourself."
Another roar. I'm sure that was Chrissy.
Laughing, Mim says, "Certainly, masturbation for both men and women can be pleasurable."
At this point I would like nothing more than to start stroking my own dick. I am turned on and fighting to stave off an erection.
"So, girls, as you enter into relationships you and your partner will explore what turns each of you on. I encourage you to be open to your partner's desires and let your partner know what you like. It may take some experimentation before you even know what you like."
"At least with oral," calls out a girl, "you won't get pregnant."
"Same thing with hand jobs," shouts another.
Mixed laughs and sounds of high fives fill the room.
"All right, girls, any more questions?"
"Yeah. So, how do these guys measure up?" a voice calls from the back of the room.
"Looks like there's one cucumber."
More laughter. Mim wisely lets it go.
"Well, I just happened to bring my tape measure." A cheer from the audience.
"Girls, remember to behave or we will stop now. Just so you know, beforehand I asked if each of our guests would consent to being measured. They all have agreed."
I can hear her footsteps and know she is starting at the far end of the line-up.
"Robbie, will you hold your penis out from your body? Thanks. The result is just a hair..."
"A pubic hair?" cries out one girl.
The auditorium explodes in laughter and I can hear Mim laughing along.
After a minute, the girls quiet down, and Mim continues.
"Ok, an unfortunate choice of words. But, Robbie is just under five inches."
A modest cheer.
She repeats the measurements with Jaime, who is pushing three. D'Ante is four and a half in length.
Polite applause for each.
I sense Mim standing in front of me. "Mac, please hold out your penis."
I feel her fingers at the base of my shaft, pushing against my recently cropped pubic hair. The tape runs along the top and I sense her other fingers on my tip. I believe I just increased the length.
"A tad over six and three-quarter inches," she calls out and there is applause.
"Again, girls, please remember. Size soft is no indication of size hard."
"Prove it."
A gasp and then a raucous swell of laughter.
"Ok, ok," Mim calls out, trying to restore order. Little does she know how close I am to fulfilling the audience's request.
"Now, if there are no more SERIOUS questions, let's give our guests a round of applause."
Amid a thunderous noise, I sense someone behind me holding a robe. I slip my arms in and then raise them up Rocky style. I say to others, "Guys, ditch the glasses and arms up guys, arms up."
I bounce up and down like a prizefighter and feel my dick bounce along. I look at the audience and the girls are all standing and cheering. I notice Sam in the back waving and giving me a big thumbs up. Jennifer is in the front row with what I can only describe as a lascivious leer. She actually licks her lips as she stares at my dancing dick.
"Oh, no," I hear Mim mutter as she looks from one bouncing guy to the next.
"Thank you, gents, now off you go." I know her command is lost in the chorus of cheers and whistles.
I feel a hand at my elbow and I am turn to go off stage. I turn once more and wave, to cheers.
Back in the locker room, Ruthann and Chrissy are smiling at us.
"You guys are awesome," says Chrissy.
"Better than awesome," adds Ruthann.
None of us has tied our robes. The girls look around without a hint of embarrassment. Ruthann keeps shifting between Robbie's semi-erection and my slightly engorged member.
D'Ante shucks his robe. "Man, I am sweating. But that was a rush. Just like when I'm posing for a contest."
He definitely looks like a bodybuilder.
"Gives us a couples poses," Jaime urges him.
D'Ante quickly flexes his biceps, showing killer arms. He makes his six-pack abs undulate. Like me, he has very little pubic hair and no hair on the rest of his body. He turns around and shows a few looks to accent his muscles. He then flexes and unflexes his butt and the girls laugh.
"Love a tight butt," Chrissy says.
"Give it a slap," urges Jaime.
"Oh, I shouldn't," Chrissy says softly.
"Go ahead, girl," calls out D'Ante over his shoulder.
Chrissy giggles and gives him a little tap.
"Girl, that ain't nothing. Go ahead, give me a good one, but be careful not to hurt your hand."
Chrissy glances at Ruthann for encouragement. Receiving a smile and a nod, she smacks his tight ass.
"Wow, that's freakin' hard."
"Well, how about this," chimes in Robbie. He strips off his robe and turns to flex his cheeks. Jaime and I quickly join him. Soon, the four of us are giving the girls a variety of butt clinches.
They're howling.
Ruthann gives Robbie a butt slap. They both give me a whack on each cheek and finish by teaming up on D'Ante, Jaime and finally Robbie, again.
"What in the name of God..."
We stop and turn our heads to see Mim standing with her hands on hips.
"Really?"
"Just joking around, Ms. Collins," offers D'Ante. "Don't mean anything by it."
"Well, I'm sure the young ladies appreciated the show and satisfying their curiosity. But, you may go take a shower or just get dressed."
We all turn and Mim's face goes white.
Robbie and D'Ante are at full mast and Jaime is close. D'Ante stands as living proof that soft and hard do not necessary correlate. He has to be close to seven inches, with the top curling back toward his stomach. The blackness of it makes it appear dangerous.
Robbie seems even harder and much less embarrassed than before. Ruthann is smiling as she stares at the pole shooting from his groin.
"Boys, now, into the shower."
"Ruthann and Chrissy, thank you for all your help. You may be excused. And, I do not believe I need to remind you that what you just saw needs to remain among us. Understand?"
They agree and bolt from the room.
Mim looks at me. I am about one step away from an erection. My head is fully exposed from my foreskin and my shaft is half-way up.
"God, sometimes I wonder if I am crazy," Mim says.
She looks at me from head to toe and pauses at my middle.
"Well, at least you restrained yourself, a bit, anyway."
"It wasn't easy, especially when you touched me."
Mim reddens. She's about to say something, when the door bursts open and Sam rushes in.
"Awesome, Mac..."
She looks between Mim and me, notices the state of my dick and says, "Whoa, am I like interrupting something?"
"Not at all," replies Mim. "Actually, I was thanking Mac for not getting an erection, unlike our three other guests. And, yes, Ruthann and Chrissy enjoyed the show."
Sam laughs and said, "Well, I have to say it looks like Mac ain't too far away from joining them."
Just then the door opens again and Jennifer strolls in.
My dick notches one step up the hardness scale.
"Oh, that was a fabulous session, Mim. You do such a great job. I'm sure the girls all got a lot out of it."
She turns to me. Without any obvious embarrassment, she looks at my crotch.
"Well, Mac, it certainly has been a pleasure to see you again. We really must get together. I miss seeing you."
She pauses, then adds, "...a lot.'
She comes to me and again kisses my cheek, her breasts pushing harder than before into my chest. "Call me," she whispers as her hand trails down my hip, her fingers brushing my butt cheeks.
Jennifer exits.
"I think I'll shower," I say and turn to leave knowing that my dick is going to stiffen in a second.
"Cute ass, Cuz."
"Hmm!" murmured Mim.
After drying and dressing, I make my way back to the auditorium. Sam is finishing packing away all the video equipment and Ruthann and Chrissy are rearranging the chairs in the hall.
Mim is nowhere to be seen.
Ruthann and Chrissy finish and then skip over to me. They kiss me on the cheek and thank me.
"You're cool, Mac," says Ruthann.
"You mean for an old guy!"
"For any guy," she replies and blushes. She gives me a hug and then she and Chrissy run out of the auditorium.
Sam shouts, "Just about finished, Mac. Then we can go."
"Take your time. Want to get a drink or something on the way home?"
"Yeah. By the way, I sorta' invited Mim to join us."
"She agree?"
"Sure did."
"Where are we going?"
"She said there's a little inn over by Cameron."
I nod and then add.
"I might like to have more than one. Do you mind driving?"
Sam frowns. "I kinda' feel like celebrating."
"Well, we could go back to my place or yours," I offered. "Mim could crash and we can enjoy ourselves."
We meet Mim out front by Sam's car. When we tell her our plan, she hesitates.
"Come on, Mim," pleads Sam. "Let's have some fun. We can go to Mac's. He has a nice guest room you can use. I can crash on the couch. We'll get take out, relax and get disgustingly drunk."
"You paint such a lovely picture, I can hardly refuse." She runs off to pack a bag and arrange for someone to cover her dorm duties.
Upon her return, we pile into Sam's car and head into town. With a stop to pick up Italian food we ordered from the car, we arrive at my apartment as the afternoon wanes.
I open a couple bottles of a decent red and we sit at the kitchen table reliving the session and swapping various life stories.
"This food is delicious," says Sam. "God, I was starving."
"I don't think you were the only one," coos Mim. "Seems like a wild feline was on the prowl."
"Yeah," pipes in Sam. "What's with Jennifer. I thought she was going to fuck you right in the locker room."
"Just old friends who haven't seen each other in a while," I say.
"Just an old friend who couldn't take her eyes off your willie," adds Mim.
We laugh and I try to shrug it off.
Sam offers to clean up and Mim and I head to the living room.
"I seem to recall you mentioning having some whiskey on hand?"
"Sure do. Let me get a couple tumblers."
I pour two hearty portions and hand Mim her glass.
Sam joins us, but sticks to wine.
"A toast," offers Mim.
We raise our glasses as she continues. "To sex education."
"And, to brave men," adds Sam.
"Ah, yes," says Mim. "To brave and naked men."
We clink and drink.
That was to be the first of many toasts.
Mim shares stories of life with Uncle Jacky, as she calls him. I love hearing her voice and seeing the animation in her eyes as she recounts special experiences. Noticing the swell of her breasts under her soft top is also a pleasant added benefit to her animated story-telling.
Finally, we all admit defeat. I grab some blankets and pillow for Sam to use on the couch and turn down the bed in the guest room for Mim. The girls head upstairs to do their bathroom rituals while I clean up. After saying good-night, I use the bathroom, close my bedroom door, strip and fall into bed.
After what feels like a minute of sleep, I sense a light followed by a soft voice.
"Mac? Mac, are you awake?"
Rolling over, I see Sam in my doorway.
"Well, yeah, now I am."
"Sorry, Cuz, but I can't sleep on that freakin' couch. It is like a pile of rocks. Can I share this bed, it's huge."
"Sam, that's kinda weird."
"Shit, Mac, I'm not looking to fuck you, I just want some sleep."
"Ok. Sure, but fair warning, I sleep in the nude."
"Cool, so do I."
Sam slips off her t-shirt and closing the door, pulls back the covers and crawls in.
"Heavenly," she sighs and turns her back to me. In a few moments we are both asleep.
I wake the next morning to find Sam's ass pressed up against mine.
I move away and she stirs.
"Hey, that felt nice and warm."
"Yeah, well time to get going"
We each roll over and face each other.
She has this strange look.
"What?"
"Nothing."
"That look does not say 'nothing'," I say.
"Well, yesterday, Mac, you looked really good up there. I mean the other guys were cute, but you looked like a man. A real, hunky and handsome man."
"Thanks, Sam."
"And..."
"Yes, and what?"
"Well, it got me thinking about something."
"Like?"
Sam swallows hard, "Like what a guy's dick feels like."
We stare at each other.
"You never felt one?"
"Nope."
"Not even Raymond's? I mean you two used to hang out all the time. I know for a fact that you went skinny dipping with him."
"You do?"
"Yep, his sister told me. I guess he told her."
"True. We went a few times. So, I saw him naked, but that's all. We never touched each other. He knew I'm gay. He respected that."
"So, now you want to touch a guy?"
"Yeah, sorta'. Well, more than sorta'. I've always been curious. I don't know any guy that I can just say, 'Let me touch it.' Except you, Mac."
I thought about the strangeness of situation.
"Ok, but please don't tell anyone."
"Who the hell would I tell?" she says laughing.
I pull back the covers and lie on my back. Our two bodies are totally exposed to each other.
I look at her breasts hanging softly from her chest as she props herself on one elbow. Her right breast has a small silver bar through the nipple and her left breast has a small heart on the inside part. She has some writing on her right side. I motion for her to turn so I can read it. "Go instead where there is no path and leave a trail" RWE
I recognize the quote from Emerson and smile at the aptness to my cousin. She also has two angel wings on her shoulder blades and a scroll above her butt.
"Sam, you have a beautiful body."
"Thanks, Mac. So do you."
She touches my thigh and runs her hand up and down, feeling the texture of my skin and the muscles. Slowly, she extends her fingers and places them on my shaft.
"Go ahead, Sam. It won't break and won't bite."
Giggling, she curls her fingers around and lifts.
"Ooh, it's warm. And, heavier than I thought."
She plays with it for a bit and then kneeling uses her other hand to hold the shaft while she retracts my foreskin.
"This is cool."
She does that a number of times before moving one hand to my balls.
"Can I feel your testicle?"
I tell her to do it gently and guide her a bit.
She isolates one ball and fondles it.
"Wow. This is so freakin' different from a girl."
With one hand remaining on my balls, she strokes me with the other. I let nature take its course and soon am hard.
"That is totally amazing," she coos. "I mean like a couple seconds ago it was this soft, warm thing and now it's like super hard."
"Hence the term, hard-on," I joke.
"Right. But it's still soft around the tip and the skin feels nice."
Sam moves her hand up and down, sending little shocks through my body.
"You're sure you've never done this before."
"Think I'd remember it, Cuz."
After a few more strokes, liquid appears at my tip.
"This is...?"
"I forget the proper name," I say, "but most just call it pre-cum."
Sam runs her finger through it and spreads the liquid around my cock head.
She looks at the coating on her finger and with a sly smile brings it to her mouth. She sucks her finger.
"Not bad," she proclaims. "Not as good as pussy, but not bad."
"Does this taste different from sperm?" she asks.
"Sorry, not an expert on cocksucking," I confess.
"Mac, can I kiss it?"
My heart skips a beat thinking about my cousin putting her pretty lips on my dick.
Before I can answer, Sam bends over and takes the tip in her mouth. I feel the first stirring of my orgasm.
I have crossed the half-way mark and know if we do not stop, I will cum.
"Sam," I say as I gently pull her shoulders back. "We have to stop now."
She looks at me with a question in her eyes.
"Close to coming?"
I nod.
"Wouldn't mind seeing that," she softly says.
"Sam, I think it's best we stop now."
She sighs dramatically and then smiles. "Maybe next time?"
I shrug non-committedly. I doubt there will be a next time.
Moving toward me, she kisses my cheek.
"Thanks, Mac. This is special."
I hug her and say, "Love you, Sam."
"Love you, too, Mac. Even though you're a guy."
She rolls on top of me, trapping my erection between us.
"You know I sorta' get the sticking the dick in part now," she says. "That thing feels awesome. It's rubbing against my pussy and I can feel the heat and strength of it. Yeah, definitely beginning to understand the guy-girl dynamic Not interested in trying it, mind you, but I sorta get why those poor straight girls like it."
We both laugh and break our embrace. She rolls off and places on last kiss on the tip of my cock.
"Hey, how about I hit the bathroom and then make some breakfast?"
"Sounds good. Do you think Mim is up yet?"
"Haven't heard her. I'll knock once I get dressed."
Sam picks up her t-shirt and turns back to look at me lying in my bed, my erection still pointing to the ceiling.
She just smiles and opens the door.
Turning, she is face to face with Mim.



"Aah," she cries.
Mim looks at her standing nude in front of her and then turns her gaze toward me.
I quickly tug the sheet over my lap, praying she did not see my erection. Unfortunately, there is no way to hide the tent in the sheet.
Sam tries holding her t-shirt to cover the main bits.
"I, uh, I didn't think you were awake."
"Appears so," says Mim.
"Let me just throw something on and I'll make breakfast."
"Don't bother. I really need to head back. Thought I could call a cab."
"No, I'll take you. Just as soon as I..." Sam looks down at her nude body.
"Throw something on?" prompts Mim.
"Right."
Sam scampers toward the downstairs, her cute bare ass jiggling all the way.
Mim looks at me.
"Good morning."
"I would think so," she replies.
We both look at the tent.
"Uh, let me get up and I can say good-bye, or something."
"Seems you've already taken care of the 'up' part," Mim says. "So, don't bother with the rest. Mac, thanks again for yesterday. It was splendid."
"Mim, let me explain."
She waves her hand, "Mac, you owe me no explanation about anything. I appreciate your help yesterday, had a lovely time last night, and now I must be on my way."
"This is not..."
"Ta-ta, Mac."
Mim turns and closes the door.
"Shit, shit, shit," I mutter.
I jump out of bed and stuff myself into a pair of jeans and pull on a t-shirt. I run a brush through my hair and open the bedroom door, dash down the stairs only to hear the sound of the front door closing.
My house is empty and my stomach is sinking.
I decide against calling Sam on her cell. Instead, I busy myself with cleaning my house.
I'm just finishing with the downstairs, when Sam lets herself in.
"What'd she say?"
"Hi, to you too, Mac."
"Cut the shit, Sam. What did Mim say as you drove her home?"
Sam heads into the kitchen and pours a cup of coffee and pops it into the microwave to heat it.
"Sam..."
"What, Mac?"
"Tell me what Mim said."
"What did she say about what?"
"Stop playing games. I mean what did she say about finding us in bed together?"
"Well, she didn't find us in bed together. She did find me standing naked in your bedroom and you, obviously naked, in bed with a huge boner tenting your sheets. Is that what you're referring to?"
I scowl at her. "Sometimes, Sam, you can be such a bitch."
She smiles and sips her hot coffee.
"Why the big concern? You said you weren't interested in her."
I stifle my urge to strangle her.
"I never said I wasn't interested."
"Oh, so you are?"
"Christ, you're annoying today. Ok, yeah, I am interested in her. Satisfied? Now tell me what she said."
'Funny way for a guy to act if he's interested in a girl," she says with a wicked grin. "I would think the last thing you'd be doing is fooling around with your cousin while she's in the next room."
"Fuck you, Sam. I wasn't fooling around, I was just letting you..."
"Stroke your dick. Get it all hard and lick it. Rub it against my pussy. Yeah, I can see that could not possibly be seen as fooling around."
"Sam, I swear I am this close to..."
Sam breaks into a wide grin.
"Chill, Cuz. I'm just yanking your chain. Come to think of it, that's what I was doing before."
She laughs and heads into the living room to plop down on the couch.
"Mac, really, chill. It's fine. Come and sit next to me and I'll fill you in."
I warm up my own mug and join her on the couch.
"Ok, so at first Mim did not want to talk about anything that she saw. She said it was none of her business what the two of us did together. I kinda' understood her to mean if we were into incest, she definitely did not want to hear about it."
"Ooh, crap."
"But, fear not, Dear Cousin, I persisted and set the record straight. I told her you were just indulging me in some natural curiosity about the male anatomy. I explained how you actually were being a gentleman."
"Christ, you told her that! And, what did she say?"
Sam chuckled. "She said she's still learning about American customs. Seems in the UK it is not usually considered gentlemanly behavior for one cousin to stick his erection into another cousin."
I had no response, but my heart kept sinking into my gut.
"Undaunted, I plunged on and we finally reached some understanding. I told her you were uncomfortable, but did me a big favor. I also added that it was a once-in-a-lifetime thing."
"And, she bought it?"
"Yeah, I think she did."
"Are you sure?"
"Well, she did say she could understand the attraction and that you had a first-rate dick—her words. After some girly discussions about dicks in general, and yours in particular, we ended up laughing at how ridiculous dicks really look."
"That's it?"
"Oh yeah, she did ask me if I thought you would be open to being her escort at the Thanksgiving formal at the Academy."
My heart raced from my gut to my throat.
I leaned over and kissed Sam's cheek.
"Thanks, babe."
"Hell, it was nothing. Especially since I sorta' got you into that mess."
"Sorta'?"
She laughed, "Ok, totally. But, now everything's cool. Actually, I think you owe me."
"Ok, I owe you. What's the payback."
"Next time I want to see you cum."
Sam finished her coffee and headed back to her apartment.
She was barely out the door before I was punching Mim's cell number.
"Hell-o?"
"Hi, it's Mac."
"Ah, yes."
"Look, I just want to first apologize for this morning. Sam said she explained, but I am embarrassed that you were exposed, I mean, had to see that."
"Mac, I fear it is I who should apologize to you."
"No way. Why?"
"Well, it seems that recruiting you to be part of the anatomy lesson for my girls must have made you think you had to do so with every young woman in Barton Hills."
I was silent trying to think of what to say.
"Please let me know when the tutorial is. Perhaps I could pick up some pointers."
Then I got it. She's pulling my leg.
We both started laughing.
"Sam said you had a dry sense of humor. I appreciate it. Well, not as a follow-up to continuing anatomy lessons, but I would like to ask you out to dinner."
"Just dinner and no flashing? Seems a bit dull."
"That's me. Mr. Dull."
"Not from what I've seen so far, Mac. I still think you are quite the adventurer and, I might add, a bit of an exhibitionist."
"Possibly. But, how about dinner?"
"Don't take this as a cold shoulder, but I really have a horrible schedule the next couple weeks. I've got two volleyball tournaments, the girl's anatomy class and I need to make a visit to the city to pop in on my aunt. And, I really don't date." "Sure, I understand," I say trying to hide my disappointment, and add, "but you might make an exception in my case?"
"I just don't date, Mac. But, in any case I am tied up. But, how about you be my guest at the annual Barton Hills Academy Thanksgiving formal ball. It is the highlight of the social season at the Academy. Although admittedly that's not saying too much."
"I would be honored. Is it really formal dress?"
"Absolutely. I hope you have black tie."
"Even better," I add, "I've got my kilt."
Mim actually squeals. "Brilliant. I'll feel right at home. I loved the affairs when Uncle Jacky, my father and the rest of the clan would come in their kilts. Thanks, Mac."
"Thank you, Mim. I am already looking forward to it."
"Me, too, Mac," she adds, "even though this would not be a date. I am asking a friend to accompany me to a school event."
"Sure," I agree too readily.
We chat some more and she gives me the details and promises to send the formal invitation to me. We hang up after setting a time for me to meet her on the night of the ball.
Four weeks until I see her. I am already counting the days. Four weeks left for me to figure out how to get past her "no date" barrier. I am determined to entice Mim into my bed. Four weeks to plot my strategy.
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It was time for the Thanksgiving Formal at Barton Hills. I had spent the last four weeks trying to figure out a way to seduce Mim. My roadblock was that I didn't think Mim would fall for any cheap tricks. She was not only beautiful, but smart and sophisticated. In the end, I decided to just go and have a good time. Maybe karma would be with me. At the very least, I would spend an evening with Mim.
There are not many occasions that I can dress in formal Scottish attire. My great grandparents emigrated in the early part of the twentieth century. Along with their meager possessions, they brought a strong sense of their culture. My great grandfather worked hard, opened a small bank that soon became a big bank, catering to immigrants. My grandfather took over and he increased the family's prosperity, along with a sense of propriety. He instituted the tradition of a formal family dinner every Sunday. He would take the family to the local Episcopal Church and then back to his house for a splendid meal. He also insisted on formal Scottish attire.
Thus from an early age I learned how to wear a kilt. As I grew, I also developed a special kinship with the Scottish customs. I wore a kilt to my wedding and every other formal event. I loved proclaiming my heritage in such an obvious and stylish way.
I adjust my sporran while evaluating my reflection in the full length mirror. From the ghille brogues on my feet to the Prince Charlie jacket, I look the perfect Scottish gentleman. I hope Mim will find me well turned out, but maybe not a "perfect" gentleman.
Arriving at the Academy I park and head over to the main administration building for a small reception.
Ruthann greets me at the door.
"Wow, Mac," she gushes, "you look really cool. And handsome." She blushes a bit with that admission.
"And you, my bonnie lass, are a sight of beauty."
Ruthann blushes deeper. But it's true. She's wearing a cocktail dress of soft black crepe that reaches her knees. Standing in two inch pumps, she is as tall as I am. Her hair is braided into one long plait and rests over her shoulder. The dress accents her young curves and small breasts that do not appear to be encumbered by a bra and the shoes make her long legs even more appealing. Her make-up is not over-done and I wonder if Mim might have had a hand in it. My suspicions increase as I lean forward to kiss her cheek and inhale the same delicate scent that Mim wears.
"Thanks, Mac," she coos and kisses me back on my cheek. "Let me go and let Ms. Collins know you're here," she says and turns away.
I look around the formal entry hall and study the portraits of former Heads of School. They all look fairly stiff and quite formidable. I don't know the current head, but heard she is not as rigid as her predecessors. She understood that today's parents and students want order but not a stranglehold on their burgeoning daughters.
I sense movement and turn. I stop breathing.
Mim is crossing toward me. I did not think such beauty existed.
Mim is wearing a floor-length white soft silk gown with a tartan sash flowing from her right shoulder to her left hip, where it is knotted together. A brooch pins the sash to her shoulder. Her dress is slit halfway up her right side and a flash of leg appears with every step. The silk clings to her body, subtly defining her feminine figure. I can see her breasts move feely under the fabric and notice no visible break in the fall of the dress over her hips. I wonder if she too is naked under her clothing.
Her golden hair is piled high and pulled into a loose bun in the back. With her hair out of the way of her long, elegant neck, my gaze falls to the slightly scooped neckline. She has accented her green eyes with enough mascara to make them appear to be two emeralds set in ivory. Her lips are a deep pink to help highlight the blush on her cheekbones.
She seems to glide toward me. I look down to see a black patent leather pump appear as the slit that reaches half-way up her thigh exposes a shapely leg.
As with Ruthann, her shoes bring her to eye level with me. She rests her hand on my shoulder and leans in to kiss my cheek. I am not sure what swooning is, but I think I may have done so as her lips touch my skin.
Pulling back she smiles and then a cloud crosses her face.
"Mac, are you all right? It looks like you've seen a ghost."
Recovering, I try to make light, "A bit early in the evening for Macbeth, Mim."
She smiles but asks again.
"Seriously, are you feeling all right?"
I decide to go for it.
"Mim, I am feeling a bit weak in the knees."
She frowns and then I continue.
"I have never seen a more beautiful woman than the one before me."
She beams and slips her arm through mine.
"Thank you."
Guiding me toward the main hall, she adds, "And, I must add that I have never seen a Scottish gentleman look better."
We enter the hall and I swear there is a moment of silence as heads turn toward us. I catch Ruthann out of the corner of my eye and she silently applauds.
I wink and then feel Mim moving us forward. We begin the introductions.
After forty minutes of champagne and light conversation, the Head of School makes a few remarks thanking everyone, especially the generous patrons of the Academy. She then instructs us to head to the ballroom attached to the original mansion.
As we are moving along with the crowd, with Mim easily resting her hand on my arm, a different hand slips under my other arm. I turn to see my friend Jennifer.
"My God, Mac, you are beyond handsome tonight."
Mim peeks her head around and says, "Hell-o Jennifer. Nice to see you. Here with your husband?"
Hmm, I sense the beginning of a cat fight, or at least one feline marking her territory.
"Actually, Caroline and I are here together. The boys are off to Bermuda for golfing and whatever."
I notice Caroline, another mutual friend from my married days, standing alongside of Jennifer.
"Too bad," purrs Mim. "I understand the band is quite good."
Not to be pushed aside, "Well, maybe Mac can find a spot on his dance card for an old friend."
"Maybe," replies Mim, "but I think it just may be full."
"Well," says Jennifer as she squeezes my bicep, "we'll just have to see." She and Caroline move off. I think Jennifer is wiggling her ass a bit as she moves in front of us.
"You can retract your claws now," I say lightly.
Mim blushes then smiles. "That obvious?"
"No matter," I say. "I do feel a bit flattered."
"Why so?" she replies. "I do think your dance card may be full. I know I love to dance and I did promise Ruthann and Chrissy they each could have a turn or two. And, our dear Head of School whispered that she wouldn't mind a spin around the floor. So, your friendly flirtatious friend may just be shite out of luck."
I explode with her last statement and pat her hand resting on my forearm.
"I am your guest and am at your complete disposal."
"Complete! Hmm."
I leave that hanging as we enter the grand ballroom. There are round tables set along the perimeter and the middle left open for dancing. A five piece combo occupies one end of the room and is playing soft background music as we take our seats.
The table conversation is both spirited and entertaining. Each person contributes stories and observations. As the wait staff is clearing the dinner in preparation for dessert, a young woman rushes to our table and whispers into Mim's ear. She nods and the young woman leaves.
"I'm afraid you must excuse me for a bit. Seems one of the girls in my dorm has taken sick. I'll look in on her and see if she needs the nurse. Please enjoy yourselves and I'll be back as soon as I can."
She turns to me and says softly, "Sorry, Mac. I'll ask Ruthann and Chrissy to look after you. Save me a dance."
Mim stands and quickly leaves the ballroom. My eyes trail her as her bottom moves seductively under the silk.
We enjoy dessert and the band picks up the pace and the dancing begins.
Chrissy and Ruthann approach me.
"How about a dance?" Chrissy asks.
We make our way into the crowd. There's a slow ballad and I take the young blond in my arms.
She rests her head on my shoulder and we slowly move to the music. I am amazed at the womanly feel of her body. Her surprisingly full breasts press into me. She softly sighs and pushes into me. Our thighs rub and my hand rests on her muscled lower back.
The song ends and Chrissy whispers in my ear, "That was dreamy, Mac. Thanks."
"Thank you," I reply and lead her back to where Ruthann is waiting.
"Com'on, Mac," calls Ruthann as she grabs my hand and pulls me to the dance floor as the band revs up.
"I doubt if I'm any good at this type of dancing," I say.
"Hey, we're a bunch of white folks. Nobody is good at dancing."
The band makes its way through a couple covers of modern pop songs and then takes the tempo down with a slow tune.
"Now, this is something I can do," I say to Ruthann.
"I hope so, 'cause I suck at real dancing. I noticed Chrissy was doing great."
"It's not hard."
I slide my hand around her waist. She looks at me with doe eyes.
"Put your hand on my shoulder. I'll guide you and just slide your feet along with me."
She's athletic enough to be able to control her body and we manage to get through the dance. She smiles broadly at the end.
"Thanks, Mac. That was cool. I think we actually danced."
"We did, indeed. And no need for thanks. The pleasure is all mine."
"Mac, you're cool." She hugs me. I felt her young body tight against mine, her small breasts pushing into my chest. Alarm bells started going off and I step back.
The band starts another slow tune. Ruthann looks at me and smiles. She comes into my arms and we dance. After a minute, she moves her body close to mine and entwines her arms behind my neck. Her body conforms to mine. I feel her breasts push into my chest, sense her nipples digging in, her legs brush my thighs and her groin rubs against me.
Although she is just a young girl, I am just a man. I feel my body begin to react. She must feel my growing reaction and pushes slightly harder into my crotch. She sighs softly into my ear.
I gently unclasp her hands from my neck. Stepping back, I smile at her.
"I need a break."
She looks at me through half-closed eyes.
"This is so sweet, Mac. Do we hafta' stop?"
I then nod and stroke her cheek.
"I need something cool to drink."
"Yeah, me too," she sighs understanding that whatever was starting to happen was not going to continue. "Let's find Chrissy and get a drink."
We see her friend at the bar. The girls get diet colas and I order a beer.
"Let's go out on the terrace. I need to cool down," says Ruthann.
The night is cool, but not cold. We stand looking at the cloudless sky with its endless band of stars.
"You guys looked totally together in that slow dance," offers Chrissy.
"Mac, is smooth."
"Amen!" says Chrissy.
I lift my beer and the girls clink their glasses.
"Mac, you really are the man," Chrissy says.
"I guess you'd have to be to be in the sex ed class," adds Ruthann.
After a silence, she asks. "What was it like standing there naked?""
"Ruthann," hisses Chrissy, "that's not a nice thing to ask."
"Well, I don't know. I mean I don't think I could do that in front of a class of guys."
I laugh. "Yeah, not something I do every day."
"But you seemed relaxed," says Chrissy.
"Funny, I think those dark glasses probably help us more than they do the audience. By not being able to see all the girls, you feel like you're not on display. It sounds strange, but I never felt exposed."
"Well, you were," snorts Chrissy.
The three of us laugh.
"Anyway," adds Ruthann, "you were the only guy who didn't get, you know, like hard after it was over."
"Disappointed?"
Ruthann chokes. "Shit, sorry, I mean I wasn't implying..."
"I'm only teasing you, Ruthann."
"Oh, yeah. But, Mac, when we were dancing, I think I felt something."
My stomach flips.
"Sorry, Ruthann, I'm embarrassed. I didn't mean for anything to happen."
"Wow, like you got hard, Mac?" asks Chrissy.
"Not totally. That's why I needed this break. Look, girls, I'm a guy and you are two beautiful young women. Sometimes, things happen. Don't think I'm some old perv."
They each snake an arm through mine.
"Mac, we don't think that way, honest," says Ruthann. "As far as I'm concerned, we never have to talk about it again."
She kisses my cheek and Chrissy kisses the other. We look at the stars for a while.
"You know," Ruthann says, "I never saw a guy naked before our class and certainly never saw a hard-on. It was totally weird seeing Robbie with an erection. I was shocked but also turned on a little."
"Yeah, me, too," says Chrissy. "I really liked feeling all those tight butts and then seeing the other guys hard. That was awesome."
"So, Ruthann, I guess you learned something," I ask. "How about you, Chrissy, also a first as far as seeing a naked guy or an erection?"
Chrissy remains silent, then softly says, "No, on both accounts."
"Do tell, girl," urges Ruthann.
"Well, my stepfather's son, Jason, is my age. When mom and I moved in with them last summer, I thought it would be kinda' weird. But, Jason is a decent guy and we hit it off. We like the same music and movies and started hanging out together. Our parents dug that and were happy we not causing them grief.
"Jason lives in a room over the garage. His father fixed up the space and put in a bathroom. Jason liked it because he said he could play his music loud, have friends over and mostly just have private space. At first, he never invited me up. I assumed he just wanted to keep it a special place. After a few weeks, however, I got curious and asked him about it. He said I could come up anytime. So, I started hanging out there. We would hang, watch TV or play video games. A lot of the time, we just chilled and enjoyed being together.'
Chrissy finishes her soda and sets the glass on the banister.
"Can we go in? I'm getting chilled," she asks.
Reentering the building, Ruthann leads us to a small library. We each take a seat in worn leather chairs and Chrissy takes up her tale.
"One day I get home late from a friend's house. My mom and stepdad are not around, so I go up to Jason's. I hear the music blasting and knock on his door, but get no answer. I open it and find Jason dancing around his room—totally naked.
"I sorta' freak. I don't know what to do. He hasn't seen me yet, so I'm thinking maybe I should just sneak back out. Just then, he turns and sees me. He's still dancing and his dick is like flopping around all over the place.
"He sees me and smiles. Not embarrassed or anything."
"Hey, Chrissy, wanna' dance?" he calls out.
"I figure what the fuck, oops, sorry, Mac. Anyway, I start dancing. Totally bizarre. After a while we are both tired and he turns the music down."
"You're a good dancer, Chrissy."
"Thanks. You're naked, Jason."
"He smiles and asks if I want a Coke."
"We're sitting on his bed like this is perfectly normal. Jason says he likes being naked. He explained that's why he was reluctant to invite me up to his room in the beginning. Then, he enjoyed hanging out with me, but he missed being able to be naked. He was going to tell me about it, but now that I was there, he doesn't have to.
"After that, he was nude a lot of the times I went up there. He never tried to get me to take my clothes off, although he said I could if I wanted. And, he never tried to hit on me or anything. He just liked walking around bare-assed. After a few times, I got used to it. He has a nice body and I had never seen a naked boy before. One day I came up and he was in his bed reading and he had an erection."
Chrissy looks at both of us and smiles. She is blushing and Ruthann gives her a sip from her glass.
"Anyway, he says hi like it's nothing. I get a little annoyed."
"Jason, you have a hard-on," I said.
"Yeah. I'm reading some really neat erotic lit. Actually, I was just going to beat-off. Would that freak you out?"
"I shrugged and he took that as a no and began rubbing it. I just watched and in a few minutes he was exploding all over his stomach. He asks me to get him some toilet paper from his bathroom. I do and he cleans himself up."
"I needed that," he says.
"I ask him what he's reading and he hands me a book by Anais Nin. I started reading and got turned on myself. She writes really neat erotic stuff. Anyway, from then on, Jason would continue to be nude, walk around with a hard-on and masturbate any time he felt like it. He said I could feel free to do the same, or not. I chose 'or not'—well not with him anyway. The only thing I ever did was help him masturbate. It was neat but since I didn't have any romantic feelings for him, it was just sorta' an experiment. The good thing is I got pretty good at it, at least according to Jason."
Ruthann pats her hand. "Wow, I never heard any of that."
"Well, there never seemed to be a good time to bring it up. Tonight, I guess was a good time."
"So, have you had any other times to practice this new skill," asked Ruthann.
"Unfortunately, no," says Chrissy. "Although after seeing the guys at our sex ed class, I was getting itchy palms."
We share a good laugh and fall into silence.
After a few moments, Ruthann asks me, "Hey, did Ms. Collins ask you about helping with The Sirens?"
"Sirens? No, she didn't mention anything about them. What do you use sirens for, emergency warning?"
Both girls giggle.
"What? Is there something wrong with them?"
They giggle some more and Ruthann says, "We should let Ms. Collins talk to you."
I'm about to push the subject, when we're interrupted.
"There you are. You naughty boy trying to hide from us."
I look up to see Jennifer and Caroline entering the room.
"Ruthann and Chrissy," she says, "why don't you two girls run along and rejoin the rest of the people. We want to talk with Mac in private."
I see the looks in the girl's eyes and hope they don't say what they obviously are thinking.
Ruthann pulls it together.
"Sure, Mrs. Condron," she says. "We'll leave you grown-ups alone."
She and Chrissy leave.
"Mac, we've been looking all over for you," purrs Jennifer.
"Well, you found me."
Jennifer walks toward me and I notice she is slightly unsteady.
"Had a couple champagnes?"
"Jus' a couple," she giggles. Caroline covers her mouth and joins in the giggling.
"Was there something special you wanted, Jennifer?"
"As a matter of fact there is," she says.
She pulls up a footstool in front of my chair and she and Caroline sit down.
"Actually, there are two things."
Her words are definitely slurring.
I wait but she just sits there smiling.
"And, they would be what?"
The two women look at each other and giggle some more. It's getting annoying.
"Well, they are related. You see, Mac, I was describing the sex ed class and how you were the star—the biggest star."
Caroline blushes and looks away.
"Yes, I told her Mandy certainly was most likely not exaggerating when she told us what a great fuck you were."
I stare at her.
"What?" she asks.
"Oh, come on, Mac. What do you think we girls talk about when you guys are out golfing or driving cars around in a circle? Huh?"
"I have no idea."
"S-E-X," she says. "Who's getting it and who's not. Which husband is a good screw. Which guys will go down on us and if they're any good. Sex, Mac, that's what we want to talk about.
"Mandy used to say you were the best fuck she'd ever had. And, that you could last for hours and had a great dick. We were all so jealous. Christ, Caroline and I have talked about it. Both our husbands are fat and fast."




"And, with small dicks," adds Caroline.
"Yeah, puny penises. Dinky dicks. Crummy cocks. Miniscule manhood. I could go on, but you get the point."
"Ladies, I don't want to hear this. Believe me I have no interest in your private sex lives or how you rate your men's equipment. Just tell me what you want, and then maybe I can rejoin the festivities."
"Ok," says Jennifer as she leans forward, coming close to my face. I smell the strong odor of wine. Her eyes are glazed.
"What Caroline wants to know is what you're wearing under that kilt."
"None of your business. What's the second thing?"
"Oh, we'll see about whose business it is. And, I want to prove to Caroline that I was not lying about your beautiful cock. So, why not just lift that lil' kilty-wilty for us."
"God, Jennifer, you're really smashed. Why don't you two call a cab and go home."
"Oh, we will call a cab. We are not stupid enough to drive like this. And, we will go home. And, you know what, Mac?"
"What?"
"We will go to my house, take our clothes off and fuck each other silly."
I am shocked. I also have nothing to say to that.
"So, give us a peek. It will really boost our libidos and we'll be on our way. Oh, and one last thing, you can come with us if you want."
I look at Jennifer. She is beautiful. Many a night when Mandy and I used to hang out with her, I imagined what it would be like to bed her. Caroline is less attractive, but only mildly so. I never had any fantasies about Caroline. Well, no more than the average male wondering what a woman looks like naked.
Now, I am seeing another side of Jennifer. I guess it falls into the category of "be careful of what you wish for, it just might come true."
"Sorry to disappoint you. But, that is not going to happen."
I stand to leave the room.
"Are you sure, Mac?" purrs Jennifer.
She unties the blue ribbon that secures the top of her dress together. She pulls the neckline apart and it slides down her chest. With a tug, she pulls it down to her waist exposing her white breasts. For years, I wondered what they looked like. Now, I gaze on the large mounds with huge areolas and dark nipples and I feel almost nothing, although admit to myself that they are spectacular breasts.
"Still sure?"
Before I can answer, she turns to Caroline and lifts the silk blouse and camisole her friend is wearing above her silk skirt. In a flash, Caroline's tiny breasts appear and her nipples are hard bumps. Caroline holds up her blouse as Jennifer runs her hands over the small but pretty breasts.
"Getting some doubts now? Aren't these so cute? Her nipples are like little rubies."
I don't have doubts, but I do have desires. Looking at two topless women is feeding the desire. I gaze at Jennifer's impressive breasts. Her nipples are hard and the skin of her breasts is covered with small goose bumps. They far surpass my fantasies. Still, I don't want to go down that road.
"I'm leaving."
Jennifer takes her hands away from Caroline's small mounds and plays with her own nipples.
"Mac, I don't think it would be good for your reputation or that of those two high school girls if word got out that they were alone with you in a private room and someone found you three in a compromising situation."
"That's bullshit," I hiss. "There was nothing going on here and you know it."
"All I know is that you three were here, hiding from everyone else. The girls were all flushed and sitting practically in your lap. This could be serious. And, we all saw you dancing with them—dancing very close, might I add. They might even get expelled. And, since you are known to have been naked in front of them, and maybe not wearing anything underneath that kilt...Well, let's just say people could draw the wrong conclusion."
"Why are you being such a bitch? They didn't do anything wrong."
"Maybe, maybe not. But you know once something like this gets out, it's hard to contain it."
I stare at her. She must be a lot drunker than I first thought. I know I should just walk out, but I hesitate because I'm afraid that she might actually follow through and make things difficult for the girls.
Jennifer is now tweaking her own breasts, making her nipples point out. Caroline is copying her movements on her own chest.
"Look, Jennifer, you're drunk and tomorrow you will most likely regret this whole thing. So, let's just stop it now."
She shakes her head back and forth. "Dick or no deal."
"Jennifer, I am not going to flash you."
"No problem," she says. "We'll do all the work."
In a flash she grabs the hem of my kilt and flips it up. She and Caroline stare at my naked flesh.
"Ooh, Caroline. See I told you it's huge."
"Awesome," whispers Caroline.
Jennifer reaches out and grabs me. She begins to move her hand up and down my shaft. I resist getting an erection but know I can not hold out for long. Caroline's hand joins her and the two stroke me and fondle my balls. I begin to move my hand to push them away.
"What the hell is going on here?"
I look up to see Mim in the doorway. Jennifer and Caroline jerk their heads around.
There is fire in Mim's eyes.
"Really, have you people lost your minds?"
Jennifer is frozen in place, one hand holding up my kilt and the other clamped onto my dick. Both of them have their breasts exposed.
I pull my kilt free and drop it. Jennifer's hand remains underneath with a death grip on my dick. Caroline jerks hers away and is pulling down her blouse.
"Jennifer, I think you can release him now."
Jennifer shakes her head a bit and then seems to realize where her hand is. She withdraws it.
"Mim, I can..."
"Jennifer, I suggest you cover your bosoms and then you and your friend find a way home now. On Monday, when you are sober, we can discuss this situation, if it is necessary. Right now, I am thinking maybe we should all just forget and move on."
Jennifer and Caroline rise, rearrange their clothes and carefully make their way out of the room, careful not to cross too close to Mim.
"Mim," I begin.
She holds up her hand. She goes to the door and looks out to be sure that the two ladies are leaving.
"Mac, do you think you can possibly be in the presence of women and not feel the need to demonstrate your masculinity?"
"Mim, it's not what it looks like."
"Really? I don't think there are too many interpretations to standing exposed in front of two grown and half-naked women while they sample the goods."
"Ok, I know that's what it looks like."
"No, Mac, that's what it was."
Mim is flushed, and I fear it is with anger and not lust.
"I was trying to protect Ruthann and Chrissy."
"Now, I've heard everything. How does flashing protect them?"
"Just let me tell you the whole story."
Mim crosses her arms underneath her breasts making the mounds push out and her nipples protrude farther. She nods for me to continue.
I relate the story, not sparing any details. Well, I do leave out the part where Chrissy was telling us about her stepbrother and, of course, about me getting semi-aroused dancing with Ruthann.
When I finish, Mim continues to stare at me.
"So?" I ask pleadingly.
"As daft as that tale sounds, I think I may believe it. The girls found me as I was coming back into the ballroom. They told me about Jennifer and her friend. They said they thought those women were drunk and they were worried about you."
"It's the truth, Mim. I swear."
She shakes her head and then sighs.
"Jesus, Mac. If it were anyone else but me walking in here, there would be hell to pay."
I nod. "So, all is forgiven?"
She slowly smiles. "I suppose. Only on one condition."
I look at her.
"I think you owe me a dance. Hell, make that several dances."
I grin like a teenager. "Absolutely!"
She takes my arm and we start to make our way out.
"And," I add, "maybe I can entice you into a proper date."
"Aye," she says softly. "A proper date? Would that be one where you are not exposing the family jewels to a room full of girls, a family member or members of our faculty?"
"Sorta," I answer. "But, maybe we should not exclude every faculty member."
She turns her face to mine and blushes.
"Yes, perhaps not."
We find our way back to the ballroom. The band is returning from a break. They begin with a couple fast tempo songs. I ask Mim if we can sit out and have a drink.
Standing by the bar, we sip our drinks. Chrissy and Ruthann are dancing and laughing.
"They're nice kids," I say.
"Yes. I suppose they're teacher's pets. But, they are smart. They have a good sense of themselves and don't seem as lost as so many of my students. They are the stars of the volleyball team. I can rely on them to help me out a lot. I asked them to work at this event as sort of a reward for all the other things they do."
"You mean helping with the sex ed class was work and not a reward?" I ask.
Mim smiles at my teasing. "Oh, I suppose it did have some good points to it."
"At least four," I offer.
She laughs out loud. Mim slips her arm through mine as we stand close to each other and watch the dance floor.
The music ends and Ruthann spots us. She drags Chrissy over.
"Thank God, you're saved," she gushes.
"Yes, I appreciate you sending in the cavalry."
"Cavalry?" says Mim.
"Americanism," Ruthann adds. "Sending you to rescue him."
"Ah."
"So, what happened?" gushes Ruthann. "They looked like were ready to eat you up."
The band strikes up a slow tune. Instead of replying to Ruthann, I motion with my eyes to the dance floor.
"Absolutely," says Ruthann. "You two need to get out there. He's a really good dancer, Ms. Collins. Go on."
"And, you dance, too!" Mim says with a smile.
"Well, I promise not to break all of your toes."
"Puts you way ahead of my last date."
She catches herself, but it is too late.
"So, we're having a date?"
Ruthann and Chrissy giggle.
Mim shoots them a glance and then says, "Let's dance."
I lead her onto the floor. Slipping my hand around her waist, I enjoy the feel of her toned body. She rests her hand on my shoulder, keeping a few inches of space between us, and looks into my eyes. I can't read her look, but my heart flutters at the intensity of her gaze and the depth of her green eyes.
We move as if we've danced with each other for ages. With subtle pressure on her waist or a slight pull of my hand, I signal our next move. She follows with flawless grace.
The song ends and I regrettably remove my hand from her waist. She holds my hand in hers and we look at each other.
"Lovely, Mac. Thanks."
I am about to respond when the band leader announces a song by Barry White. I know it's from the ancient past, but I still think he is pure sex.
I arch an eyebrow and Mim smiles. We step back onto the dance floor.
With a subtle grin she says, "So, Mac, do you want to dance or do you want to D-A-N-C-E?"
I step close to her, encircle her waist and pull her tight to me. She presses against me and leans her head on my shoulder while her hand snakes around my neck and her fingers caress my hairline.
We dance, but barely move about the floor.
I bring our clenched hands close to my chest and my other hand slips onto her hip. I hear a low sigh.
We move as one as the singer does a decent cover of Barry,
My fingers move lightly along the smooth silk of her side. I daringly let my fingers stretch to the top of her rear. I realize I have felt no waistband of underwear.
"Hold me, Mac," she whispers.
I pull her tighter and feel her breasts press into my chest. Even through my layers of clothing, I can make out her hard nipples atop the soft mounds. I swear she is not wearing anything underneath.
Mim sighs louder and pushes her pelvis hard against me. I think she must be able to feel my greatly engorged member. I am not hard, but I am certainly not hanging limp.
My eyes are closed as I revel in our intimate touching and drink in her fragrance. My lips press to her ear, "You smell incredible."
"Mmm, so do you," she says. She moves her head from my shoulder and I open my eyes. We lock on to each other. I move forward to kiss her, but she pulls her head away and puts it back down on my shoulder. My lips brush the top of her head, grazing the silken pile of blond.
The song ends and I hug her tightly. She pushes fully against me and slowly raises her eyes. We look at each other. Mim presses her lips to my cheek and kisses me as her hand moves down over my butt, softly stroking and squeezing it. Instantly, I become hard.
Mim looks at me and her eyes widen. She can feel my erection pushing against her through the kilt.
I can do no more than shrug.
Pulling me tight against her one last time, my hard member pushes against her crotch.
"Thank you," she whispers in my ear. "And to confirm your suspicions, I am wearing under this dress exactly what you are obviously wearing under your kilt."
Holding my hand she leads me off the floor, keeping her body in front of mine to shield any bulge in my kilt. She heads back to the tall table where the two girls still stand. I stand close to the table, hoping no one can see my discomfort.
"I need the loo," Mim says.
"I'll go with," offers Chrissy.
As they head off, I say to Ruthann," I need a drink. Can you get me one?"
Smiling, she says, "I think you need a bucket of cold water thrown on you."
"What?"
"That was the sexiest dance I have ever seen. God, you two looked so hot out there."
"Really? I hope no one else noticed."
"Who cares? You and Ms. Collins, wow, it got my motor running. Besides, that tent in your kilt must mean you liked it a lot."
Together our eyes fall to my kilt that is indeed tented out in front. We look at each other and break out laughing.
"Shit, I am so embarrassed, Ruthann. Do you think other people noticed?"
"No, probably not. I just happened to look down as you guys got to the table."
"Just happened to look down...?
"Hey, a girl can get curious, you know. I mean after what I felt when we were dancing and then seeing how close you and Ms. Collins were..."
I pat her hand and she kisses my cheek.
"You wouldn't want to give a girl a little peek?"
Visions of her looking at my erection and maybe more scream through my frontal lobe. Then, a touch of sanity intrudes.
"I still need a drink."
Sighing, Ruthann takes one last lingering look at my stretched out kilt.
"How about a soda? They will serve me those."
I nod and she moves off.
By the time she comes back, I have returned to a close to normal state.
I take the Coke down in two large swallows.
Mim and Chrissy arrive back with drinks in hand. Mim hands me a beer and she has a whisky.
We drink and watch the dancers. The band takes a break and the silence is welcome.
"Mim, what's this about broken sirens? You want my help to fix them?"
Mim looks at the two girls, who each try to avoid her gaze. Finally, Ruthann looks up and softly says, "It sorta' slipped out, Ms. Collins. But, I told Mac you would need to talk with him."
Shaking her head, she asks me, "What did she say?"
"Only that you might want some help with some sirens."
Chuckling, Mim replies. "Not some sirens, Mac, The Sirens, as in mythology."
I frown. "Come again."
"Do you know the story of the Sirens?"
"From the Odyssey?"
She nods.
"Sure. Odysseus was on his long journey home. He was leaving the land of Circe and she warned him of the Siren's Song. It was supposed to be a melody so sweet that it lured sailors onto the rocks and to their death. They were also rumored to be beautiful creatures—half bird and half woman."
"So, did our hero escape their trance?"
I feel she is testing me. "He told his men to stuff wax into their ears so they would not hear their song. He had them lash him to the mast so he might hear them. He ordered his men to leave him tied to the mast, no matter how hard he begged, pleaded, ordered or cursed. They did so and he listened in agony to their song, longing to jump into the sea to follow it."
"Well done, Mac. So, the Sirens I speak of are not the blaring horns of a fire alarm."
"Ok, but I don't get what you want me for."
"I have a dear friend, Deidre, who teaches art here at the Academy. She is also an accomplished artist. She is embarking on a major commission for a collector who is completing his nouveau mansion on the coast of Massachusetts at Manchester-by-the-Sea. He wants an oil of The Sirens to grace his living room, which will overlook the rocky shore."
"Sounds nice, but, I am wondering where I come in. You need me to help move the finished painting?"
The three women exchange a glance.
"Mac, we need an Odysseus. I was hoping you'd volunteer."
"Me? Why?"
"Well, you are a handsome man, and ruggedly so. I imagine Odysseus was like you in many ways. You and he are adventurers and that spirit shows on your face and in your eyes. Also, you are in your thirties. As you know, Odysseus was away fighting the Trojan War for 10 years and then spent another 10 finding his way back to Penelope. So, I couldn't ask some young lad to be the model."
"Yeah, but I feel there's more."
Smiling Mim adds, "Oh, there is one more thing."
I wait.
"Odysseus will have to be nude."
I look at the three ladies nodding slowly.
"You see, Mac, it was most likely how the men were in the boat. They didn't have many clothes to begin with and would not want them ruined passing through the turbulent waters."
"Oh, I see. You're going for realism."
"Not me, Deidre. And, a nude Odysseus is a lot more interesting than a clothed one. And, well, since the Siren's Song is supposed to pull a man to them and infuse him with desire, Deidre thinks our naked Odysseus should be...Let me put this delicately, he should be clearly physically attracted to the song."
"You mean..."
"Yes, fully aroused while straining to get free."
"Wow, you really have a knack to offer some interesting adventures. I'm not sure I could do that. It was one thing to model for your class. But to stand in an art studio with an erection and be alone in front of a woman I don't know. I think I might pass. Hell, I doubt if I'll be able to get hard. I might be that embarrassed."
"Mac, I will introduce you to Deidre. You will love her. And, you will not be alone in front of her."
"Huh?"
"No, there will be three Sirens posing with you. And, again for realism, these three will also be nude."
"This is getting more weird, Mim. So, who are the Sirens?"
"Well, one is Crystal. I think you might know her. She is the barista at the coffee house down from your garage. She has the long red hair."
"Sure, I know her. Actually, I think she and Sam..." I curse myself for letting that out.
"Don't worry, Mac. I know Sam is gay. So do Ruthann and Chrissy. We don't broadcast it about school, because Sam is our friend. And, I know that she and Crystal recently began dating. It was Sam who suggested her as a model."
"Whew, I thought I just landed Sam in a pile of manure. Ok, so who are the other two? Do I also know them?"
Mim looks at Ruthann, who is now scarlet.
"No way. Ruthann, are you sure?"
"Yeah. I really want to do it. It is so unlike me and I think that's a major reason. Besides, once I heard that you might be Odysseus, I felt like a thousand times better. Mac, I'm not sure I could do it if you don't agree. I really think I would feel comfortable with you. So, please!"
I push aside the torrent of mental images of Ruthann standing naked next to me. Well, I try to push them aside, but vivid visions of her small breasts continue to insinuate themselves into my consciousness. I imagine her naked long legs leading to a tight butt. I wonder what her sex would look like, when I shake my head to bring me back to my senses.



"And your parents agreed to this?"
"Yeah. You see, Deidre is my mom."
I guess my open mouth exposes my inner emotions.
"Actually she's what she calls Bohemian. My mom is totally cool with people expressing themselves. Nudity for her is no big deal and in her way of thinking shouldn't be a big deal for anyone else. I've posed nude for some of her other work, but never with a man."
Turning back to Mim, I ask. "And Siren number three?"
Her green eyes sparkle in the light from the votive candle on the table. "Have you ever heard me sing, Mac? Some say my voice is enchanting." She grins widely, exposing her perfect white teeth, as she lays her hand on top of mine.
My mind spins around and I try to grasp that I would be posing naked with Mim. My doubts about maintaining an erection disappear into nothingness.
Over the next week, I watch the clock progress at an unbearably slow pace.
Friday dragged on even more slowly. Every minute seemed an hour. Mim suggested that the four of us—the models—travel to Deidre's on Friday evening. She said we could go over the plan for the weekend and get an early start in the morning. Deidre lives about an hour away along Long Island Sound. I volunteer to drive. Mim said Chrissy and my cousin, Sam, would be coming out on Saturday and we could have a great dinner and some fun that evening.
After picking up Crystal, I drive to the Academy to gather Mim and Ruthann. Ruthann said her mom would have dinner for us when we get there.
Arriving after dark, I can make out the shape of a large house and hear the waves somewhere below us.
Ruthann leads the way into the house and calls out for her mother.
A tall, slender woman appears and embraces Ruthann. I immediately see the resemblance.
Each is close to six feet tall. They share the same grey eyes and fair complexion. Deidre's hair is close-cropped and speckled with grey. She has the same lean frame as her daughter.
Mim introduces me.
I shake hands and feel the strength in her grip.
"Pleasure to meet you in person, Mac. I am grateful for you joining us."
"In person?"
"Yes, Mim had shared the recording of the sex education class. I know you are perfect for Odysseus. You have a strong figure and your face is full of character. And, not to be too forward, the fact that you are uncircumcised is wonderful."
I manage a side glance to Mim and arch an eyebrow. I had no idea that Mim had shared the recording of the class.
"Well, Ruthann, show our guests to their rooms. You can freshen up and then let's have a bite to eat."
After a few minutes we gather in a great room adjacent to the kitchen. Deidre has a fire crackling in the open hearth. I smell something rich and tangy and notice a large pot on the stove.
Deidre removes a loaf of bread from the oven, sets it in a basket and covers it with a terry towel.
She directs us to the sitting area around the fireplace. On a low table are a bottle of red wine and some cheese and crackers. All of us, including Ruthann, are soon toasting and relaxing in the warmth of the fire.
"So, I thought we'd have a bite and then head out to the barn. I would like to block some poses so we can get right into it in the morning. I know I won't finish everything this weekend, but if I can develop the right pose I can shoot some stills. I hope to at least complete a good sketch tomorrow and what time we have available on Sunday. I can use the photos to work during the week. I probably will need you all back once or twice more.
"Mac, I may need to impose on your time a bit more. You are the focus of the painting and I will need a lot of time working with you."
Mim had mentioned as much to me and I nod agreement.
We chat a bit and then Deidre and Ruthann serve a delicious, thick lamb stew. The homemade bread is warm and yeasty and a perfect complement. We enjoy a second bottle of wine with dinner.
After loading the dishwasher, Deidre leads us through an enclosed walkway to a barn attached to the main house. Along the way I notice a set of French doors leading to an outside patio with a large hot tub about ten feet outside. Down on the left is an open doorway that leads into a bathroom. Inside the barn she has fashioned a spacious studio. One wall is mostly windows. I assume it must face north and provide great light.
In the middle, stands a dais raised about a foot above the floor. Deidre has already fashioned a faux mast standing about eight feet. She has placed several low benches in front and behind, simulating rows in a boat.
"Now, everyone can relax, we'll just be working on blocking several different poses. No need to undress. We'll leave that for tomorrow."
Mim positions the women in various poses until she finds a look that is satisfactory. She asks me to stand with my back to the makeshift mast.
"Clasp your hands behind you and around the mast, Mac. Now try leaning forward. Great. Ok, now push back against the mast. Nice. How about putting one leg up on a bench. Good."
She keeps me moving and rearranges the women around me. After about an hour, she seems to settle on a pose with me pressed hard against the mast, my hands stretched behind me. This pose pushes my hips out and I imagine when I am nude it will put focus on my sex. She mentions that she will lightly tie my hands behind me during our pose. Mim is standing to my right, Ruthann seated to my left and Crystal behind me, leaning over my shoulder.
"I think this might work," declares Deidre. "Of course, tomorrow we will see what it looks like and where everyone's hands and legs will be. But for now, let's call it a night."
As we make our way back to the main house, I fall in next to Mim.
"Have a minute before we go to bed?"
"Sure, let me get ready and I'll knock on your door."
The large upstairs afforded each of us a bedroom. There's a shared bath between each pair of rooms. Crystal and I are one pair and Mim and Ruthann are the other.
Crystal uses the bath first and then calls through the door that it's all mine. I do my business. I strip to a long-sleeve t-shirt and boxers. I wonder if I should put more clothes on and then realize in a few hours we all will be standing around naked.
About ten minutes go by before I hear a light tap.
I open to admit Mim wearing a floor-length flannel nightgown, the collar tight around her neck. As she moves, I notice her breasts moving under the soft material.
"Thanks for seeing me," I say and close the door behind her.
Mim sits in a rocker next to the bed and I rest on the edge of the mattress.
"Having a case of nerves?" she asks.
"I won't lie, I am."
"Don't worry, Mac. After a few minutes, you will forget you're nude."
"Sounds like a voice of experience," I say.
Mim blushes slightly.
"Aye, I've posed a couple times for Deidre. Although, this will be the first time with a gentleman present. The other times were either alone or with Ruthann. Deidre is great with nudes and gets a lot of commissions. She is quite talented."
"So, is there a Mister O'Shaughnessy?"
'There is, but he's no longer her husband. Gordon lives in France these days. They divorced about ten years ago. That's how she managed to have this place."
"I thought it looks a bit much for an art teacher."
"Oh, Deidre does quite smartly selling her work, but, yes, this would be beyond even a successful artist."
I notice some glasses on the dresser and ask Mim if she'd like a drink.
"You have something?"
I pull open my bag and extract a bottle of 18 year Macallan.
"Mac, you're lovely."
I smile and pour each of us a couple fingers. We toast and Mim offers, "Here's to getting naked."
I laugh and take a long pull.
"Anyway," Mim continues, "As Deidre has described to me, she and Gordon never seemed to click. She is quite a free spirit and he was cut from a more restricted mold. His family are investment bankers and piled up oodles of money. After Ruthann was born, Gordon became even more distant and uptight. Deidre tried to work through his aloofness, but nothing seemed to work. One night, as trite as it sounds, Deidre returned home early from a meeting and found Gordon with his cock bollocks deep in a young man's bum. Nothing underage, mind you, but still not what you want from a husband. Seems Gordon was mostly putting on a straight face for Mommy and Daddy. Also, it wouldn't go over so well with the old boys club on Wall Street to have an O'Shaughnessy trolling around for gay prostitutes.
"Deidre handled it as well as could be expected."
"And, that would be?" I asked.
"She fucked him over royally."
We both laugh at her earthy description.
"Deidre had a long discussion with Daddy. Seems she probably could have done quite smartly on the Street. She negotiated full ownership of this estate, a handsome annual stipend that covers all taxes, expenses and maintenance, generous child support for Ruthann, her education costs, plus a trust fund for her when she reaches 35. Deidre also gets a modest alimony check each month, as long as she does not remarry. So, with all that, her pay from the Academy and a successful art career, she does quiet well."
I sip my drink.
"So, Mac, is that what you wanted to talk about?"
"I guess not. Truthfully, Mim, I don't know what I want. I thought maybe talking would make me les apprehensive."
"Really, Mac, it will be fine. Look both Ruthann and I have already seen you naked. Deidre has seen the video and Crystal, if I may be crude, has no use for cock."
I nod.
"Mac, what is it?"
"You're going to be naked."
"Ah," she says and finishes her Scotch.
Rising, she crosses to the dresser and pours another strong drink and turns to pour another shot into my glass.
"That bothers you, does it, Mac. Having me naked."
"Well, sort of," I stammer. "It's just that, well, I like you. I think you've gathered that."
"And, I like you, Mac. Truly. You're a nice man and I've enjoyed your company. I thought we had a splendid time at the dance."
"Yes," I agree, "but I think I want more."
Mim looks directly at me and nods.
"Mac, there is no 'more' right now. Just the way it is. So, tomorrow we'll strip off and pose. After, we'll get dressed. That's it."
"But, why? I know you like me. I would say you've even flirted a bit."
Mim looks away, staring into the dark beyond the paned window.
"True, I have," she says softly. "I told myself it was harmless, but I know better. I apologize if I've led you to believe there could be more than friendship. But, Mac, it could be a splendid friendship."
I snort and say, "Sort of a friend with no benefits."
Mim laughs. "Exactly. But, standing next to each other totally nude might be considered a slight benefit."
"More a slight torture," I answer.
"Touché."
Mim finishes her drink and stands.
"Thanks for the whisky, Mac, and for the chat. I'll see you in the morning."
She reaches up and softly kisses my cheek. I inhale her clean scent and lay my hand on her shoulder.
"See you in the morning, Mim."
I wake up on Saturday after a fitful night.
I move through my morning routine in a daze, asking myself what I had gotten into. Then, I think of Mim's face and my mind tells me to stop worrying. In a matter of hours I would be standing nude with her.
Mim had encouraged me to let the manscaping go by and return to a natural state. She and the other two women were doing the same for the last month.
"Getting it to go a bit wild," she had said. "Even letting our underarms and legs go untamed. I don't think the Sirens were into shaving and waxing."
I dress in jeans and a t-shirt, pulling a sweater on top. Mim had asked me to forgo underwear to eliminate lines on my torso.
Deidre has a breakfast of fruit, pastries, juice and coffee waiting in the great room. She encourages us to eat quickly and join her in the studio.
We make our way to the studio to find Deidre readying a couple large sketch pads on easels.
"Again, thank you all for agreeing to be part of this project. I am really excited and know you all will be perfect. I see the work going along this way.
"Today, we will spend a lot of time blocking the poses with you undressed. It will take a while for me to get the best composition and angle for me. Once that is set, probably after lunch, I will start sketching some broad outlines. I will probably do three or four small studies, if we have time. I will also be taking a bunch of photos, so I can continue to work on the composition after we are done here today.
"We will have good light until around 3. We can break then. Tonight I have a special dinner planned. I imagine that Sam and Chrissy will be joining us sometime this afternoon. So, we will have a lot of fun this evening. Tomorrow, we can work 'til noon. I know you all have other commitments back home. I'll call you during the week to schedule our next session. Any questions?"
Hearing none, she directs us toward two screens against the far wall.
"I think two of you can fit behind each screen. You'll find a robe to wear after you disrobe. When you're changed, come on out and we'll get to work."
Mim and Ruthann head off to the area on the right. Crystal heads to the one on the left and I follow. I am a little uneasy just going in with her and stripping. I know we will all be nude, but just stripping together for the first time seems weird.
"Hey, Crystal, I think I'll hit the bathroom now. You go along and I'll join you in a minute."
"Sure, no prob."
I go through the door to the bathroom I saw before. I actually do have to relieve myself and take a bit longer than normal, hoping to give Crystal enough time to change. I look around and notice there are two enclosed stalls with toilets, a row of sinks and a large tiled shower room with four heads. Unisex, I imagine.
I enter back into the barn and walk behind the screen. I am greeted by the sight of a lovely naked rump, bent over and searching through a large handbag. Crystal's legs are slightly parted and I can clearly see her pussy lips.
I feel my face reddening as she stands straight, with a cell tight to her ear.
"Hey, you. No, we're just getting ready. He went to the john. Oh, wait he's back."
Crystal turns to me. She is totally nude and really attractive. She had freed her long red hair from its braid and it hangs loose around her shoulders. Her skin is pale and spotted with freckles. Bright white breasts with dark rose nipples stand firmly high on her chest.
I smile. She smiles. I look at her crotch. True to Mim's prediction, Crystal has wild red pubic hair. It has tufts and curls and spreads across her pubic area and onto her thighs. It looks luscious. I notice a full crop of red hair in her armpits while her legs are covered in soft red fluff.
Talking into the phone, Crystal reaches for her robe.
"Just a sec," she calls and hands the phone to me as she pulls the robe on. "It's Sam."
"Hi."
"Hey, Cuz, are you balls naked yet?"
That's Sam. Cutting to the chase.
"Uh, no."
"Well, strip down, dude. Can't hide those goodies under a bushel basket all day." She adds with a chuckle, "And, I think you'll need a bushel sized-basket to hold all the meat."
"Sam..." I begin.
"Anyway, good luck and pass me back to Crystal. By the way, she is smokin' hot, right."
Looking at the pretty woman standing with an open robe and exposing one sweet breast and a forest of red, I answer, "Couldn't agree more." I hand the phone to Crystal.
They chat for a while as I slowly remove my shoes, sweater and t-shirt. I am unbuckling my belt as Crystal ends the call and drops her cell back into her purse.
I freeze as she turns back to me.
"Mac, just do it. We have to get used to being nude. I can leave if you want, but you know we are going to be doing this a lot. So, just go for it."
I nod and unzip and drop my jeans. Crystal looks me over and grins.
She grabs the other robe and hands it to me.
"You know, Mac. You're not bad looking...for a guy. I never saw an uncircumcised cock before. Interesting."
We both smile and pulling the robe around me, we leave the confines of the changing space.
The other three are already gathered on the set.
Deidre gathers us four models around her.
"Thanks, again, for being willing to pose for me," she says. "I've got some ideas based on our work last night. So, let's get rid of the robes and get down to work."
I feel my throat close and my tongue feels like the coarsest sandpaper.
There are hooks along the wall nearest the posing platform. Crystal slips her robe off and hangs it on a hook. Her compact body moves toward the set. Her breasts barely move on her chest; the flesh of her small globes pulled tight as the cool air hits them.
Ruthann looks at me and weakly smiles. Her hands clasp the sash at her waist.
I return her smile. She is hesitating.
"Nervous?" I ask.
"I have never been naked with a man before," she says.
"It's ok, Ruthann. You're beautiful. Just take a deep breath and do it."
Turning away from me, Ruthann lets the robe slide down her back and she catches it by the collar. Her slender back is white with little difference where her bikini would cover her private areas. I see her muscles flex along her shoulders and down her back. Her waist narrows slightly and then flares to her hips. She has a slightly round and tight butt. Her long legs are toned and slender. Turning she looks directly at me and smiles. I return her expression and let my eyes take in her stunning front.
Her breasts are small and sit high on her chest. Her dark areolas are only the size of a nickel and are topped by darker, puffy, raisin-sized hard nipples. I admire her flat stomach and can't help but stare at the thick, black bush. In a word she is alluring. I know she is just 19, but standing nude in front of me she is all woman--a sexy and vibrant woman.
Now grinning widely, she passes me on her way to the set. "I guess we're even now," she says softly as she brushes by me.
"You are spectacular," I reply equally quietly.
I realize I will have little difficulty in maintaining an erection as I am already half-mast.
Mim looks directly into my eyes and loosens the belt at her waist. Her robe flows open showing the insides of her breasts and a magnificent blond bush. Holding my gaze she slips off her robe, fully exposing her breasts. I now am hard underneath my robe as I stare at the most beautiful breasts I have ever seen. They are not overly large, but are perfectly formed mounds with a slight tear-drop shape. Her pink areolas cover the entire point of her breasts with dark pink nipples centered perfectly. She turns to hang her robe and I catch my breath. Her firm, round bottom is better than I dreamed, and, believe me, I've dreamed about what I saw moving underneath her jeans over these last few weeks.
Her shapely legs do not quite meet at the top of her thighs leaving a slight gap that I find exotically inviting. She turns to walk to the set. I notice the wonderful V of her hip bones pointing down to her blondness. Although full, her bush is composed of fine hair. I can make out her lips moving enticingly as she moves.
Finally, I drop my robe and walk to my position at the makeshift mast. I chuckle to myself as my private "mast" leads the way.
"Ah, Mac," Deidre says, "Nice. You look just the way a sorely tempted Odysseus would appear surrounded by beautiful Sirens and tortured by their song."
Ruthann laughs and says, "Dede, if that's your way of saying his hard-on is awesome, well, I agree."
That breaks the tension and we all join her in laughing.
Deidre ties my hands loosely behind the mast and I lean back as we rehearsed. My hips thrust forward and my erection points skyward.
Deidre positions Crystal behind me, sanding on top of the bench. Her left breast is exposed over my shoulder and one hand snaking over my shoulder to lightly rest on my right breast.



Ruthann is seated at my left, eye level with my groin. Deidre has her circle my thigh with one arm and lean her head against the outside of my leg. She has her look up toward my face, but in reality she is looking almost directly at my erection. Deidre fusses with her pose and finally has Ruthann spread her legs, placing my foot in between her thighs. My toes and heel are touching the inside of each thigh. I look down to see her sex opened slightly as her legs are spread. I think a drop of pre-cum has made its way to my tip.
Deidre has Mim push close to my right side. Her breast pushes into my right bicep. Deidre places her right hand at the very top of my pubic area, behind my erection, with her fingers falling into my thick pubic hair. She tilts her head up and her eyes lock onto mine. To complete the pose, Deidre pushes Mim's tush so that her crotch is now tight against my thigh, nestling the soft blond bush against my thigh. I pray I do not spontaneously ejaculate as I sense the heat from her pussy.
With a couple minor adjustments to each of us, Deidre proclaims it a good pose and runs off a series of photos on her digital camera. She then moves to her easels with large sketch pads attached. Working quickly, she dashes off one sketch after another. Ripping paper from the pads, she lets them float to the floor and keeps working at a rapid pace. She moves the easels to get a slightly different view and completes a dozen additional quick drawings.
After about 45 minutes she allows us to relax our poses and loosen our limbs. None of us has spoken since we began.
Mim looks at me, "How are you holding up, Mac?"
"A little stiff, but ok."
She tries to stifle a smile and looks at my still erect penis.
"Perhaps, more than a little?"
Ruthann overhears us and cracks up.
Deidre asks us to get back into position and she now begins doing more detailed sketches. After about a half-hour, even though I am surrounded by beautiful naked women, my hard-on begins to wilt. I can't touch it because of my bound hands, so just let nature take its course.
Deidre pauses her drawing.
"Mac, I know it's difficult to maintain an erection for such a long time. I am working on that area now. Could we help you resume your pose, as it were."
I nod.
"I can do it, Dede," pipes in Ruthann.
Deidre begins to say something, but then nods.
"Sure, honey, go ahead."
Ruthann turns her dark, doe eyes to mine and cracks a wide smile. She lays her delicate fingers along my flaccid shaft.
I see her mouth make a little 'ooh." She lifts it and begins to squeeze. If what she confessed the night of the dance is true, this is her first time touching a man.
I say softly, "Just stroke it. Move your hand up and down."
Nodding, she begins to lightly touch me. It feels good, but she is too tentative.
I am about to say something, when Mim speaks.
"You can do it harder, Ruthann. You won't hurt him. Go ahead squeeze it and keep moving."
Mim moves her hand on top of Ruthann's and guides it up and down, squeezing my thickening dick. With a look of concentration, Ruthann begins to stroke more aggressively as Mim slips her hand away. Ruthann's actions move my foreskin back and forth and produce some clear liquid.
"Use that liquid to cover his shaft and your hand will move easier," coaches Mim.
Ruthann swirls her fingers around my cap and coats my semi hard dick.
Quickly her hands glide up and down and in a few seconds I respond. She works faster and I am now erect.
"Thanks," I say gazing into her wide eyes.
"My pleasure," she responds with a sly smile.
Deidre takes up her drawing and we work for another hour, with Ruthann helping me maintain my pose a couple times.
"Ok, time for a break and lunch," Deidre declares.
Crystal unties my hands and I begin swinging them to promote circulation. Crystal grabs her robe and trots off in direction of the bathroom.
Ruthann is lying back on the bench working the kinks out. Her lithe body catches the early afternoon light. Lying on her back on the bench her breasts practically disappear onto her chest, leaving her erect nipples pushing up. After a few minutes she stands and coming next to me, tilts her head up and kisses my cheek. "You are the coolest, Mac."
I let my hand rest on the small of her back, resisting the urge to slide it down onto her tiny butt.
She moves away and slips on her robe.
She and Deidre move toward the main house.
Mim and I stand facing each other, completely nude.
"Not uncomfortable?" I ask.
"Surprisingly, no," she responds.
I am tempted to look up and down her body.
Mim senses my discomfort.
"Good Lord, Mac, you can look. After all, I've looked closely at you quite a bit."
I hold her gaze for several moments. Finally, I move my eyes to her chest. My breath catches as I once again take in the beauty of her breasts. I then slowly move my eyes lower, taking in every marvelous inch. My journey stops at her blond tangle. My hard dick twitches as I make out the delicate slit of her lips nestled among the blond wisps.
I return my eyes to hers. She is smiling and slowly turns. I feast on the sight of her perfect butt. After a minute she turns again and looks at me.
"So...?"
"You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. Thank you."
Mim blushes deeply. Holding her stomach away from my erection, she leans in to kiss my lips tenderly.
"You are quite the gentleman, Angus Bruce. Thank you."
She retrieves both our robes and says we should go eat.
Walking along I ask Mim about Deidre.
"Ruthann calls her mother, Dede?"
'Aye, Dede is what her friends call her. She is a bit of a free spirit and feels her daughter can also be her friend."
"So, what should I call her?"
"I'd stick with Deidre, Mac. She'll let you know if she wants you to call her Dede."
After a light lunch, Deidre tells the women to relax for a bit and asks if I mind going with her to work on some details.
'Give us an hour," she tells them.
Back in the studio, I ask, "Robe off?"
"Please."
I hang the robe and step into the set.
Looking at my flaccid dick, I say, "I could try to..."
Deidre says, "Actually, I want to work on the muscles in your legs, so you can relax."
She positions me as before, but without binding my hands.
She is working on one of the pads.
"Mac, thanks for agreeing to pose. You are exactly what I had envisioned for Odysseus."
"Happy to help," I say and then add, "mostly."
"Oh?"
"Well, I was nervous being naked with Ruthann. She's only a teenager. And..."
"Yes?"
"Well, I'm a little surprised you let her touch me."
Deidre sketches in silence for a while.
"Ruthann is the best daughter I could ever have asked for. We love each other and have no major issues. She is, however, Mac, a very self-possessed young woman. I know she has not had any real sexual experience, at least with a man. What they do at school in their dorm rooms, I don't know, and definitely don't ask. But, she is embracing life and I support her."
Deidre rips off the sheet and starts on a new one. I look at the discarded paper on the floor and see a half-dozen views of my thighs and a few of my calves.
"She likes you a lot, Mac. She told me what a wonderful time she and Chrissy had at the dance. I think she appreciates that you treat like a woman and not just a kid. She also said you had a 'wicked hot' body."
We both laugh at Deidre's imitation of a young girl's slang.
"Mac, can you flex your left calf for a bit?"
I comply and she draws.
"So, other than be willing to stand naked among these beautiful women, how am I what you were looking for in a model?"
Deidre moves her easel to get a different angle.
"First, you have a good body. Nice musculature, good proportions, and a handsome face. Second, there is a rugged quality about you that strikes a chord. I imagine that Odysseus was rugged being a warrior and then challenged by his travels. Of course, you have a great cock. I love that it is uncircumcised. And, it's large and thick. Very manly and easy to draw."
Deidre continues to draw and has me position my leg a couple different ways.
"I've had a number of male models for different works," she says as she works. "They all were circumcised. I don't find the cut cock nearly as interesting as an intact one. A couple were relatively small and, to tell the truth, it's not easy to draw a small cock. Much better to work with a big, thick one like yours. Also, you are the first man I'm drawing with an erection. I like it. Mac, you have a perfect cock when it's hard."
I am slightly amazed having such a frank discussion about my anatomy with an attractive woman. I study Deidre as she works. She is wearing a tight t-shirt that reveals a small chest and flat stomach. I put her age at mid to late 40s. I'd have guessed younger just by her appearance, but she does have a 19 year-old daughter. She is in top shape. Her face is unlined and her skin is clear with a soft sheen. Her grey eyes could be those of a twenty year old. Well, actually they are as lively as her daughter's. With her tight jeans, I can imagine her long legs are still toned and shapely.
About 15 minutes later, Deidre says she has what she needs.
"I'll go get the girls. Mac, we will pick up where we left off before. I will need you hard again. If you can't get it up, I'm sure Ruthann will help. She seemed to enjoy it the first time."
As Deidre heads out, I begin stroking myself. Unfortunately, I'm still half-mast when everyone returns.
We take out positions and Crystal ties my hands.
Without any urging, Ruthann takes matters into her hands and soon has me up and ready. Her sweet smile sends a chill through my body as alarms go off in my brain. "This is just a kid," I remind myself.
She takes her former position at my feet and grazes my balls with her hands as she snakes her arm around my thigh. Resting her head on my thigh, she turns her head and places a soft kiss on the outer part of my leg. I am rigid, especially looking at her open pussy as she pulls her legs apart to slide them around my foot.
Mim pushes her breasts back into my arm and her nipples feel harder than before. She places her hand near my pubic patch, letting her fingers drift a little lower than before. Added to all this is Crystal's hard nubs making an indention on my shoulder and into my back.
Deidre is now working on a more detailed and full-scale sketch. There is no conversation as Deidre makes subtle adjustments in our poses. After an hour of holding my latest pose, my muscles are screaming. But the pro that I am, I maintain a rock hard dick, with occasional assistance from Ruthann.
By now I have held an erection for the better part of the day. I recall describing blue balls in the sex ed class. I fear I may be experiencing a severe case tonight. I let my mind drift to fantasize about Ruthann taking control and with a mixture of kisses and stroking bringing me to a stellar orgasm.
I'm awakened from my reverie by a stifled laugh from Ruthann. I look down at her and she is swallowing a smile.
I furrow my brow and mouth, "What?"
She mouths back, "It's jumping."
I look at my dick and see it bounce. I guess my daydreams were affecting my hard-on. I just smile at Ruthann and she returns the gesture.
Deidre works us for another thirty minutes. She looks outside at the dimming light.
"I guess we should call it a day," she says. "Thank you, guys, you are the best. Get some rest. We'll have cocktails at 6 and dinner at 7."
"Are we all invited," comes a voice from the doorway.
We turn to see Sam and Chrissy standing there. All the ladies exchange waves and greetings. Of course, with my hands still tied behind my back I can only stand there fully erect and grin. I consider trying to wave with my dick, but then I reconsider. Probably not cool.
I look at Chrissy and she gives me a wide smile and dramatically lets her eyes drop to my crotch.
Crystal grabs her robe and trots over to exchange a hug with Sam.
"Hey, Deidre," calls Sam, "can we use the hot tub?"
"Sure, it's all set."
Chrissy asks if Ruthann is coming.
"In a bit," she answers. "You go ahead with Sam and Crystal. I'll catch you in a little while."
She stands and unties me as the three women leave.
"Mac," says Deidre, "you have been fabulous today. I'm sure you are all knotted up. Posing can be strenuous. How about I give you a massage?"
"Really?"
Ruthann jumps in, "She's the best, Mac. Dede is a licensed massage therapist. Before she and my father married, she had her own business."
I look at Deidre and she nods.
She takes my silence as an answer and moves to the far corner of the room. I hadn't noticed some furniture covered with sheets. Ruthann joins her and they wheel two massage tables toward the center of the studio.
"Mim, if you are up for a rub-down, Ruthann can help you relax. I've been teaching her and she is quite good. Got great strong hands. You'll love her and she needs the practice."
"Sure," says Mim. "I could use a good working over."
Remaining naked, Mim crawls up onto the table, lying face down. An equally nude Ruthann grabs a plastic bottle of what looks like oil and starts dribbling some on Mim's back.
Deidre guides me to lie on my stomach. I turn my head to the side to be able to watch Mim and Ruthann. My erection has mostly subsided, but I wonder if it will stay down as I marvel at Mim's round bottom. And, gazing at the slender and sexy figure of Ruthann doesn't help matters.
"Have you ever had a deep muscle massage, Mac?" asks Deidre as she runs her oiled hands up and down my back.
"I've had a couple massages back when I was in banking," I reply enjoying her touch and the warmth strength of her hands. "I guess they were deep muscle, I just called them massages."
"Ok," she says letting her fingers trace my spine. "What I like to do with some people is combine deep muscle with a sensuous massage. By sensuous, I mean that the entire body is engaged and no body part is avoided. If you are comfortable with that approach, I know I can rid you of all the knots and especially the tension you accumulated today."
Already I am getting into the touching and murmur agreement. I wish she could alleviate the biggest tension resting in my testicles.
I watch as Ruthann works Mim's shoulders and back. Mim has her face turned toward me and opens her eyes for a few seconds, smiles and then closes them.
Deidre is working my traps and manipulates my arm so she can release some tension. Moving down my back, she soon is working on my butt. I notice Ruthann is doing the same to Mim.
After kneading each cheek, Deidre works down one leg and then back up the other.
Mim is now turning onto her back. Her breasts form small pillows on her chest, with her pink nipples clearly distended. Her untrimmed blond bush erupts from her crotch in spires of silky curls.
"Mac, do you trust me?" asks Deidre.
"I guess. But, why are you asking?"
"Because I want to extend the boundaries of the massage. If you trust me, I can promise you will not regret it. And, I believe this is what you need."
"Ok, I trust you."
"Roll onto your back."
Deidre reaches underneath the table and retrieves a thick pillow. She asks me to raise my hips and she slips it underneath. My butt is now raised.
Deidre slips on an exam glove.
"What are you..."
"Mac, I'm going to massage your prostate. And, then, well let's say, I want to make sure you don't experience blue balls tonight."
"Huh?"
"Believe me you will love it."
"The only other time I've had a finger there is during my annual physical."
"This will be different."
I look at Mim. She is watching me and I think I detect a nod. Ruthann is massaging Mim's breasts making soft circles with her hands, but stealing glances in my direction. I now guess that the ladies must have been discussing this at lunch.
I feel oil dribbling down my crack. Deidre uses a finger to work it around my anus and pushes a bit inside. I flinch. Mim winks at me as Ruthann slightly pulls Mim's nipples up extending the pale orbs from her chest.
Deidre works more oil in my anus and then slowly inserts a finger. My instinct is to tighten to fight the intrusion.
With her other hand she strokes my butt. "Relax, honey."
I will my anus to relax and Deidre's finger enters completely.
I feel her tip touch my prostrate and I moan out loud. She gently rubs it and hot pleasure infuses my body, emanating from my anus outward. I am rapidly becoming hard.
"Are you finished with Mim, Sweetie?"
Ruthann says she is.
Mim nods in agreement.
"Come and work Mac's shoulders and chest, while I tend to his needs."
Ruthann stands at my head. I look up to see the underside of her cute breasts with her nipples dark and hard.
She leans forward and works the muscles in my neck and shoulder. I turn my head to look at the table beside me. Mim is now lying on her side, resting her head on her folded arm. Her breasts drop slightly, but hold their shape. Her free hand is nestled between her legs.
Ruthann is working miracles with my tense muscles and Deidre is still gently working her finger inside me. My erection is throbbing.
I turn my head to the other side and Ruthann digs in.
Deidre is making soft circles on my stomach.
I close my eyes. In a second they pop open as I feel a hand moving up and down my hard shaft.
I look down to see Deidre stroking me.
"I don't think..."
"Sssh," Deidre says. "Just go with it, Mac."
I can feel my balls tightening. After hours of maintaining an erection, standing among beautiful naked women, and having my prostate so erotically massaged, I want release. I cannot let it go in front of these three.
"I'm very close."
"It's ok, Mac. You need this. Let it go."
"No, I can't."
"Sure you can. It's natural. Let it happen."
"But, Ruthann..."
"She needs to learn some things, Mac. It's fine."
She slips her hand on my balls and massages them. Letting them fall free, she grabs my shaft and picks up the tempo.
Ruthann leans forward and I stare at the puffy nipples inches above my head. I hear a soft moan to my right where Mim is lying. I feel the pressure reach the critical point. There is no holding back.
Deidre pumps harder. Her finger plunges deeper and hits my prostate again and begins milking it. I groan and let loose.
My first shot explodes and hits Ruthann, splattering her left breast. Deidre then pushes my erection tight against my stomach and I shoot four more times, my cum spreading out over my chest and stomach. Deidre coaxes two more explosions by milking my prostate and caressing my cock and balls with her hand.
She slips her finger from my butt. Her other hand is covered in my cum. Slipping off her glove, she rubs my torso working the goo on her fingers into the puddles already on me. She covers my chest and stomach. Ruthann helps her work the rapidly cooling liquid into my skin. The glob on her breast remains.
As I look across at Mim, who is now sitting, the enormity of what just happened strikes me. Three women watched me cum. If what Ruthann said at the dance is true, this is the first time she has seen a man reach orgasm. What would Mim now think of me? I want to get close to her. I want her, period. Now, will she think me some deviant?
"That was beautiful," Mim says. "Thank you, Mac, for allowing us to be part of your intimate life." She stands, drapes her robe over her shoulders and leaves the studio.
"Are you ok, Mac?" asks Deidre.
"A bit shocked, Deidre. I don't know if I should be embarrassed, mortified or what."
"Mac, don't be anything. What happened is the most natural thing in the world. You were aroused for most of the day. You needed, and you deserved, release. Also, milking the prostate is good for you. It cleans out the system. Now, you can get cleaned up, rest and we'll have a fantastic dinner."



I sit up. Looking down at my front with the drying cum, I say I probably should not walk through the house looking like this.
"Take a shower here. There are lots of towels and toiletries in the bath."
Ruthann excuses herself, running toward the door without bothering with a robe. Deidre's back is to her. I watch her tiny butt move seductively. She pauses at the door and turns toward me. With a wicked grin lighting up her face, she scoops the remnants of my ejaculation from her breast and pops her finger in her mouth. She sucks it clean, swallows and blows me a kiss.
"Deidre, was that the first time Ruthann saw a man cum?"
"I think so. Mac, don't worry. It's time for her to learn more; to take a few more steps toward womanhood. I'm happy she was here."
I grab my robe and head toward the bathroom as Deidre tidies up.
I enter the shower room to find Sam and Crystal drying off. Sam has gone completely bare between her legs. It is quite a contrast to the thick red scene between Crystal's thighs.
"Hey, Cuz, gonna' take a shower?"
"Yeah. How was the hot tub?"
I find some shampoo and soap on a shelf and begin to adjust the flow from a showerhead.
"Fab," says Crystal. "Just what I needed to get the kinks out. How was the massage?"
Chuckling, I say, "It got the kinks out, too."
Laughing, they leave. I stand under the hot water enjoying the wet heat.
I hear voices.
"Hey, Mac," says Ruthann, "can Chrissy and I come in and take a shower?"
"Uh, I'll be through in a couple minutes."
"It's ok with us, well, with Chrissy. So, can we come in?"
"Sure, I guess."
Ruthann enters the room, pulling a naked Chrissy behind her.
"Oh, God," I think. I cannot take any more of this.
Although Ruthann is sexy, she is also lean and all angles. In a few years, she may grow more comfortably into her frame, but now she is slightly awkward. Still, her small breasts are magnets for my eyes. Her puffy nipples seem to be in a permanent state of hardness. Her long torso, toned legs and flat stomach are narrowly overshadowed in eroticism by her wild bush. The dark curls and swirls invite exploration. I steadily rise as I continue to stare at her.
Chrissy is the antithesis. She is only an inch shorter than Ruthann, but where Ruthann is angles, Chrissy is soft curves. Her breasts are large and full. They extend from her chest with an arrogance that only young women can produce. Her areolas are more oval than round and start pale around the edges only to darken at her nipple. Each nipple is dark and erect, as she stands looking back at me.
She, too, has a long torso. Her belly button holds a silver pendant that leads my gaze to her trimmed blond pussy. She has cleared everything except an inch-wide landing strip that ends above her full lips. What little glimpse I had of Ruthann's nether region indicated small, tight vaginal lips. Chrissy sports large thick lips, with the inner lips protruding slightly. I honestly think my mouth is watering.
"I hope you don't mind if we shower with you," says Ruthann. She focuses on my dick which is once again fully extended, and says, "Uh, guess not."
"Well, I'm just finishing up."
They each take a shower head across from me and begin to wet their hair.
I am eager to leave since being aroused and naked in front of two beautiful and naked high school girls sounds totally perverted, no matter how I spin it.
"I hope you cleaned your chest really well," Ruthann says.
I try to give her a glance that I hope will prevent further discussion of what she witnesses a few minutes ago.
"It's ok, Mac. I told Chrissy. She thinks it's cool and wishes she could have seen it."
"Yeah, Mac. I bet it was the ultimate companion to our sex ed class. And, I really like your hard-on. It's a lot neater than those other guys"
Nudging Ruthann, she continues, "Although Ruthann did like Robbie's."
"Well, he is cute and it was the first one I ever saw."
"But not as nice as this one," says Chrissy as she points in my direction.
The girls giggle and I smile. I turn around, offering my back to them, as I wash and rinse my erection.
"Want some help with that?" calls out Chrissy. Both girls break down giggling.
I remove my hand from my erection and mumble that I'm fine. Finishing, I turn off the water and face them. They are each washing between their legs. I need to leave immediately. All the release that Deidre afforded me is a distant memory as I observe these young beauties.
I quickly towel dry, slip on my robe and say I'll see them at dinner.
They wave and I make a beeline back to my room.
Cocktail hour is relaxed as we lounge in front of the fire in the great room. Since no one is driving, we all enjoy the wine. The conversation ranges from school issues to the crazy things customers say to Crystal at the coffee shop.
Deidre calls us to dinner. We arrange ourselves around the large farmer's table as Deidre and Ruthann bring out dishes piled high with pasta and chicken parm. Loaves of crusty garlic bread and a tossed salad complete our meal. More bottles of red wine arrive and we dig in.
Seated between Mim and Sam, I look around at the sight of so many attractive women. I admit to myself I am one lucky guy.
The conversation gradually shifts to what I describe as "women's issues." I don't have much to add and just enjoy the sound of feminine voices and the laughter of people enjoying each other's company.
Around nine the energy starts to lag. I announce my bedtime. Chrissy, Ruthann, Crystal and Sam decide to start a Scrabble marathon. Mim and Deidre offer to finish cleaning up. I volunteer my services, but am quickly shooed away.
I make my way upstairs, use the bath and strip in my bedroom. I'm standing naked checking emails on my phone, when a soft knock interrupts me.
"Mac, may I come in?"
"Sure, but I'm not dressed."
Mim chuckles and says, "What else is new."
She enters, dressed again in her long flannel nightgown.
I know I should be uncomfortable, but feel quite relaxed. I no longer have to imagine what Mim looks like naked. I only wish I could refresh my memory now.
Mim smiles at me and sits on the edge of the bed. "I enjoy looking at your body, Mac"
"You know, there are other things that are enjoyable besides looking."
Mim looks away and sighs.
"Yes, I know, but now I will confine myself to looking."
"And, that's because..."
"Well, that's because I don't..."
"Date," I say completing her sentence.
Mim nods.
"Why?"
"Just the way it is right now. Please don't ask me to explain."
I can see the pain behind her eyes. Could she be ill, I wonder? Maybe she does not like men. Although Sam says she is sure she is not a lesbian, she could be wrong.
I look into her eyes. The depth draws me in.
"You are the most beautiful woman I have ever known."
Mim blushes and shrugs.
"Thank you."
We hold our gaze.
"Mac," Mim begins, "I just wanted to tell you that this afternoon was special for me. I hope you weren't uncomfortable."
"It was certainly different."
"Yes, it was."
"Did you know Deidre was going to do that?"
"Not really."
"But you had a clue?"
"Mac, Deidre is a beautiful woman, inside and out. She lives openly and has almost no sexual hang-ups that I can detect. She knew you were probably overdue for a full release and helped you achieve it."
"So, it was purely clinical?"
Laughing, she says, "Well, masturbating an attractive man may extend beyond just the clinical."
"So, I take it she has given you massages before?"
Mim stiffens slightly and nods.
"Has she done the same for you?"
"Mac, Deidre and I are friends, no, make that kindred souls. She has a special talent to sense what others need. So, yes, sometimes after I've modeled or even if I am just staying for a night, she might offer a massage. She is quite proficient. And, if she senses a deeper need in me, she will bring me to orgasm. She only massages my exterior and does not penetrate me. We do not have sex with each other. She relaxes my body and cleans my psyche. Are you shocked?"
"No, actually I am intrigued to see you have a sexual side."
"You mean beyond the 'Ice Princess' veneer?"
"I don't think of you that way."
"Most do, I fear. I am a deeply sensual woman, Mac. I have needs and desires."
"Yet, you hold yourself back."
"First, it would not be wise for me to be known as a promiscuous woman. I think the administration would not look kindly on that. So, I do not date or become involved in intimate relationships."
"I can understand that, but surely the administration cannot demand that you swear off any contact."
"No, you're right. I choose to do so."
"For reasons you can't explain."
"Again, Mac, for reasons I choose not to explain. What's that expression? It's complicated."
I nod. I inwardly grin at the sight of a naked man talking to a woman about not being intimate.
"Mim, just for the record, then. I want to pursue a relationship with you. I would want us to be more than friends, if we are even that."
Mim takes a deep breath. "Mac, we are certainly friends. I enjoy your company immensely."
Then, cracking a smile, she adds, "Besides we are spending quite a bit of time naked together. And, I am sitting in your room as you stand nude in front of me. That would at least make us special friends."
"And, there can be no more?"
"Well, I did watch you ejaculate," she says as her smile widens. "That's something more."
"Did you cum?"
Mim shrugs and flashes a sexy smile.
"So, I suppose we're at our boundary?"
Rising, Mim crosses to me.
"Hold me."
I open my arms and she steps in. Wrapping her arms around me, she hugs me tightly. I slip my arms around her and embrace her.
"Mac, I could fall into your bed in a second. I know it would be an exquisite pleasure and my body aches for it. But, I cannot. I also wish not to explain. So, at least understand that it is not that I don't want you; it's just that I can't want you."
Her closeness affects me and I start to rise. Mim stirs as my erection pushes through the thin flannel.
"Mac, I'm sorry I've brought this on. I have to leave. Forgive me for being so brazen and causing you any distress."
I shake my head to indicate it is all right.
"I respect your decision, Mim. Don't worry, there is always a remedy at hand."
I feel her laughing into my chest.
She turns her face to mine and we lock eyes.
I move to her mouth. Our lips meet and fire races through my blood. I pull her tighter, my erection beating in rhythm with my speeding heart. Her lower body pushes tight against my erection. She sways slightly from side to side.
She breaks away.
"Thank you, Mac, that was special. It was also our last kiss. Don't hate me."
She frees herself and leaves the room, not glancing back.
In a second the door reopens, and Mim sticks her head back in.
"I could send for Deidre."
We both look at my erection. Together we smile.
"I think she has already gone above and beyond the call of duty today."
Mim has a funny look in her eyes, "Mac, I know she would not see it as a duty. Keep your mind open."
The door closes.
The next day is more of the same—naked posing. Sam and Chrissy stay in the studio for a while. I think they get a kick out of watching Ruthann's efforts to keep me hard. Deidre calls it a day around noon.
We enjoy a light lunch and I take Mim, Ruthann and Chrissy back to the Academy, while Sam and Crystal ride together.
Deidre says she will work on the painting and then call us back either as a group or individually to work on details.
(To be continued)
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After a weekend of posing nude along with three equally nude and beautiful women, I spend the next two weeks working and replaying the enticing visions of naked women. I would not call it time wasted.
Deidre calls me on a Thursday and asks if I could come out for the weekend. She wants to do some solo work with me as well as some finishing touches with just Mim and Ruthann since Crystal had to work.
I offer to drive and pick up the women, including Chrissy, who decides to join us, and we arrive at Deidre's a little before 7 on a Friday night.
We meet in the kitchen and Deidre has a manicotti supper waiting.
After cleaning up, she asks if I will go with her to the studio. The others stay by the fire to read or play board games.
The studio is cool so Deidre turns on the gas fireplace and says I can pose next to it.
"I'm going to be doing details of your erection," she says and then starts giggling. "God, that sounds awful when I hear it out loud."
I laugh along and start to strip from the waist down.
Deidre places a high-back chair behind me and I can lean against it as if it were the mast. As Deidre adjusts some lights and arranges her easel and supplies, I stroke myself to try to get hard.
I'm about half-way there when she is ready to begin.
"Trouble?"
"Sometimes he's a bit shy," I say.
"May I?"
Deidre has not touched me since the massage and the thought of it alone gets me three-quarters of the way.
She is dressed in jeans and an oversized denim shirt with a white turtle neck showing underneath. She's wearing thick socks and moccasins.
Standing in front of me, she takes me in her hand. Her grip is strong and the skin rougher than her daughter's. She looks up and smiles.
"Why should others have all the fun?"
She slips her other hand on my balls and gently massages them. In short time I am hard with even a bit of moisture at my tip.
Deidre notices and wipes it with her finger, smearing it back on my shaft.
"Mac, thanks for doing this," she says as she strokes me. "You are the best model I can imagine. I know it must not be easy to pose nude and then I add the pressure to ask you to be erect. Not many guys would go along with this."
I shrug and say, "Well, I was a bit intimidated at first." Then looking at this extremely attractive woman with her hand on my dick, I add, "It does have some upside to it."
Deidre continues to gently stroke me, inducing the beginning of pressure in my balls. "Uh, think I'm ready to go now, Deidre."
She grins and releases me as I have achieved the goal.
She takes her position behind the easel. She sketches in silence for a long time, moving her gaze from my groin to the sheet. She asks me to turn a little one way or the other. I have to stroke myself a few times to maintain the erection.
"The thing is, Mac, since you are not circumcised your tip is slightly different from a cut penis. I want to make it clear that you are intact, just as our Odysseus was."
Deidre moves a chair in front and sits with her eyes dick level. She now has a small pad in her lap and is drawing a series of quick takes of my glans. She runs a finger down the underside of my shaft and I shiver.
"Could you hold this up a bit more, Mac?"
I pull my erection toward my stomach. She sketches details of my balls. A couple times she reaches to them and holds them in her palm while drawing with her free hand.
As she is doing this, a voice calls out from the doorway.
"Sorry to interrupt."
Deidre continues to hold my balls and we look up to see Mim standing there with just a towel wrapped around her.
"Going for a hot tub, didn't know if you two were ready for a break."
Mim's eyes travel to my erection and Deidre's hands on my balls. Smiling, she adds, "Of course, it might be best to continue what's at hand."
She turns and heads out.
"God, I hope she doesn't think that..." Deidre pauses searching for the right word.
"That you were holding my balls in your hand," I offer.
She blushes and turns her head up to face me. Her eyes light up with amusement.
"Yeah, that's it."
"Probably noticed," I add, "but I'm sure she knows it's all for art's sake." Pausing, I continue, "Right?"
Deidre can't hold my gaze.
"Well, let's call it a night and join them. Ok?" she says.
"Sure." I realize I have never seen Deidre naked think she will probably go nude in the tub. I surprise myself by how much I am looking forward to it. My dick gets harder.
"Well, you can go along, Mac. I'll grab some towels from the bath, get ready and join you."
"Or," I say.
"Or, what," she asks.
"Or, you can undress here and we get the towels together."
"Oh, I don't think..."
"No need to think," I say. I reach out and undo the top three buttons of her denim shirt. "Just do it."
"Uh, well, ok."
Slowly her hands move to her shirt to release the remaining buttons and slip it off. I can see the points of her nipples pushing through the cotton fabric. Deidre bends and slips off her mocs and socks. Standing she undoes her jeans and shimmies out of them. She is wearing black bikini bottoms. Her legs look as long as Ruthann's and are equally shapely and toned.
Sighing she grabs the bottom of her turtleneck and pauses.
"I have not undressed in front of a man in a while."
"Just like riding a bike. It'll come back to you," I say as I admire her figure.
She giggles and pulls it off. I stare at her breasts. They are shaped like Ruthann's but are slightly rounder and bigger. Instead of Ruthann's puffy pink tips, her nipples are dark and hard. Her stomach is not completely flat like a young girl's but is certainly not flabby. I can tell she must work out. Her arms are tight and her waist narrows before flaring to wide hips.
Deidre tugs down her bikini bottoms revealing a dark and thick bush that is trimmed to a rectangle. I notice a scar running across the top of her pubic area and assume that Ruthann was a C-section.
"God, stop staring," she hisses.
"I can't help it. I like what I see."
"Jesus! This old body?"
"How old are you?"
Laughing out loud, she says, "Is that politic to ask?"
"I only do so because if I did not know Ruthann was your daughter, I'd say you were in your early thirties."
Deidre blushes and her entire body turns pink. She always seems such a self-assured woman that I am surprised by her reaction.
"44" she whispers.
"Deidre, you are beautiful. Truly! Beautiful and sexy."
"You're just saying that to make me..."
I move close, slip my hand behind her neck and bring her face to mine. She has a strange look in her eyes as I move my mouth to hers. I kiss her. Softly at first, then with some force. Her eyes remain open, searching mine.
"I am saying it," as I pull back, "as a man with a hard-on looking at you."
I kiss her again and this time she responds, melting her body to mine. My erection pushes against her stomach, her breasts burrow into my chest. I slip my hands on her rear and pull her tighter. She grinds against me as her tongue searches my mouth.
I am surprised as I realize how much I have wanted to do this with her. Almost from the moment I saw her, I've experienced a sexual desire, but have not let it escape its cage. Now, the monster of desire is breaking free. My blood is pumping heat through my body.
Slowly we pull back and look at each other.
"Well, that was unexpected," she says.
"Maybe."
"What do you mean 'maybe'?"
"I mean you were playing with my dick and balls. That can have an effect."
"Art," she says smiling. "Simply, art."
"Ok. Well, let's get to the hot tub before art becomes porn."
We head for the bath to grab towels. I fall a step behind.
"I can't believe you're checking out my ass," she calls over her shoulder.
"Definitely worthy of checking," I say.
She gives it a wiggle, grabs two towels and we move toward the spa.
"What about my..." I look down at my hard-on.
"They've all seen it before. Come on."
We push out into the chilly night. Mim, Ruthann and Chrissy are soaking and chatting.
They turn and look at us.
"Aye, Mac, I think the posing is over and you can relax now. If you get my meaning," calls out Mim.
All the women laugh.
"Sometimes it takes a while to relax after such an intense artistic experience," I deadpan.
"Got ya," she says, "Mind we aren't complaining."
Deidre and I lower ourselves into the hot water. I am between Mim and Ruthann. Deidre is opposite me and Chrissy is next to her.
We soak in silence.
"So what's the plan for tomorrow, Dede?" asks Mim.
"Well, I want to work on the big canvas. There is some shading and details that I'd like to capture. We can work around Crystal not being here."
"Chrissy can take her place," offers Ruthann.
We all look at the blond.
"God, I don't know," she says softly.
"I think we can do it without Crystal," says Deidre. "So, you're off the hook, Chrissy."
Ruthann lays her hand along my shaft and softly runs it up and down. I take in a deep breath. She looks at me and smiles. With the bubbles of the spa hiding her action, she keeps lightly stroking me while her mother is a few feet away.
Her hand feels fantastic, but my mind is telling me to be very careful. Having Ruthann help keep me hard while we all are posing is one thing. Having her hand on me now is definitely crossing a barrier.
I take her hand and ease off my erection. She resists at first, but then concedes. She holds my hand and pulls it to the inside of her thigh, nearly touching her dark patch. If I move my pinky finger less than an inch, I will be rubbing her pussy. Ruthann opens her legs wider.
I squeeze her thigh and remove my hand. My mind is as foggy as the mist rising from the spa.
After a while Ruthann and Chrissy say they've had enough. Ruthann kisses my cheek, squeezes my erection one last time, and climbs out. They stand by the side drying off. I marvel at the two young, nubile bodies. I try to banish the nasty thoughts.
I yelp as a foot lands in my crotch.
"You ok, Mac?" asks Ruthann.
"Uh, sure, just had a little spasm. Probably from holding a pose too long." I try to keep my voice calm as now two feet cradle my dick.
"Night all," calls Ruthann. She and Chrissy leave.
Deidre is giving me a foot fuck under the water. I hope the timer doesn't go off to kill the bubbles and expose her actions to Mim.
"Well, I should be going along as well."
"No need to rush," I say.
"Oh, I think the stars are moving about the sky into a new alignment," she says. "I best be on my way before they are in order."
I feel her hand on my thigh. Slowly her fingers creep toward my crotch. She smiles as she feels Deidre's feet.
"Yes, a very good time for me to be running along."
She runs her hands over her friend's feet clamped around my erection. Her one hand comes to rest on the tip of my penis that extends up from Deidre's feet. Deidre's feet move aside and Mim runs her fingers up and down, ending with a caress of my balls.
"Mac, I am never one to stand in the way of the force of nature."
She kisses me softly on my cheek and slips her hand off my tip after giving it a gentle squeeze.
I watch her body, sleek from the water and bathed in moonlight, emerge from the tub. She stands still and I look up into her blond bush. I cannot make out detail in the light, but my heart flutters as I take in her naked beauty.
As she walks away, Deidre begins to work her feet more aggressively.
"God, I almost came when you touched me," I croak.
"I take that as saying it felt good."
I nod and grin.
Deidre looks over my shoulder.
"They've all gone back," she says. "Let's get out."
I stand and she moves through the water. Kneeling, she takes my hard-on in her mouth. I moan.
After a few seconds, she releases me and stands.
"Let's go to my room."
"Deidre, are you sure?"
"Mac, I am very sure. And, since you are about to fuck me, I think you can call me Dede."
Forgoing any clothing we race through the house and into her bedroom.
She closes the door and comes into my arms.
"I want you, Mac. I've wanted you ever since I saw the tape. I wanted you the second you walked into my house. I wanted you even more when I touched your cock. When you kissed me tonight, it was all I could manage not to fuck you right in the studio. I want you to fuck me now. But, we can stop right now and I will never mention this again. I will never let it stand between us."
"Is this just some physical reaction?" I ask.
"True, you are an attractive man. And, I am a horny woman. Add to those two facts that I have been looking at your fabulous boner for days makes this a perfect storm of eroticism."
"So, am I just a hard cock?'
Dede shakes her head vigorously.
"No, honestly. Now, that I've gotten to know you, I want you even more. We all like you very much."
"We?"
"Yes, me, Ruthann, Chrissy and Mim."
"And, they know?"
"Know that we are here?"
"Yes," I say.
"I've not said anything, but I think they have their suspicions. Does that bother you?"
"I don't know. I haven't had time to think."
"Are you worried what Mim will think?"
"Why should I?"
"Oh, God, Mac, we all know you are like half in love with her."
"You do. I mean all of you, even Mim?"
"Yes, we're not blind. The way you look at her, how you smile when you see her walk in, how you talk to her."
"Guess I'm not so subtle."
Dede laughs.
"But, she won't even go out..."
"Mim doesn't date."
"I know she told me. I can't figure out why."
"I can't say."
"Can't or won't?"
"Either way, it would not be my place."
I pause and think this is a strange conversation between two naked people who have already committed to screwing each other. Still, I need to push it one step further.
"Does she like men?"
"What? You think she's gay?"
"Not really, but you never know."
"One thing I can say is she is no more gay than I am."
I look at this incredible naked woman in front of me. My erection throbs and I come to my senses. My hormonal senses, that is.
"Of course, I have no idea how gay you are."
"And, what do you intend to do about that."
"Conduct a deep and penetrating inquiry."
"Then, please by all means begin."
I pull her to my arms and we kiss. Slowly, then let our passions build through this most basic human contact. Our tongues taste and explore each other as our bodies push hard together.
I back her to the bed and reach around to throw the top covers to the floor. We fall onto the sheets keeping our mouths locked on each other.
I move my mouth to her neck and ear. Dede purrs and I move to the other side. Slowly I work to her right breast. It is small enough to take into my mouth. Dede moans approval as I play my tongue over her nipple while sucking the entire breast. Releasing it, I concentrate on just her nipple, which is now rock hard. She lifts her back pushing her breast to me. After flicking and licking, I catch the nub between my teeth and bite. She curses and grabs the back of my head and pulls me toward her. With her nipple between my teeth, I pull back and stretch her breast.
"Fuck, that feels so good," she breathes.
I release it and pay equal attention to her other breast.
Dede is moving underneath me, thrusting with her hips. I slide my hand up the inside of her thigh and find her moisture already running down toward the sheets. Kissing my way down her belly, I lick her navel. I cover her C-section scar with mini-kisses.
Her hands push against my shoulders, urging me south.
I spread her legs, lift her butt to slide two pillows underneath, and lie between her.
I begin at her ankles and make small kisses, licks and bites up the inside of her leg. She urges me on with little groans. I repeat the process on her other leg, finally pausing at the top of her thigh to bite against the stretched muscle and ligament.
I can smell her aroma. It is strong and sweet-smelling.
"God, lick me there, Mac. Please. Now."
Knowing I've teased enough, I press my tongue to the bottom of her slit and slowly lick to the top.
She screams.
"Well," I say with her sound echoing in my ears, "if the others had any doubts before about what we might be doing, they are now dispelled."
"Fuck them," she rasps.
I swirl my tongue around her rigid clit. Pulling back the hood to completely expose it, I pull on it with my lips. Dede moves her mons up toward my face as hoarse gasps escape her lips.
Her lips have spread showing the deep pink of her interior. Her interior lips are now hanging down. I take each one by turn in my mouth and pull on them. Next, I kiss and softly bite her outer lips. Dede is muttering a series of "yes, yes" and squirming.
I place her legs over my shoulder and they fall onto my back, further lifting her butt. I run my tongue from her moisture-rich pussy to her little pink anus. I rim it with my tongue and she again cries out.
I lick back up and bury my tongue inside her vagina. She is bucking hard against my face. I slip one, then two fingers deep inside, feeling the walls of her vagina clinch around them. I search and then find the magic spot. I massage with my fingers and take her clit between my teeth. Holding it still, I use my tongue to abuse its tip as my fingers ply her G-spot.
Dede is bucking hard and then gives in to her orgasm. She cries out, and her body jerks for several seconds. I can feel her orgasm around my fingers trapped deep inside her.
She is still breathing hard as I retract my fingers and sensing a stream of her essence easing out. I move up on my knees, rest her legs straight up on my shoulders. Tossing the pillows aside, I place my tip at her still spread hole.
"Do you want me to use a condom?"
"No, fuck me hard, now."
I push in with one continuous motion.
"Oh, God," she says.
Giving her no time for adjustment, I start long hard strokes.
"If you want to fuck," I think, "then let's fuck."
Dede is riding with me on every stroke. She is pulling her nipples and pushing her pubis against mine. She is becoming more vocal.
"Dede, you're going to raise the roof."
She grins and then pulls a pillow over her mouth.
I can sense her intensity increase and pound harder. She bucks one last time and I feel her contract around my dick. She screams into the pillow and I feel a wet stream running down my balls.
I have not cum yet. I pull out and flip her onto her stomach. Pulling her hips up I look with wonder and lust at her dripping pussy and pink rosebud.
I grab her hips and slam my dick back into her. She screams.
I am now pounding her, my balls slapping her pussy hard with every thrust. He pussy is oozing all over. I run my thumb along the bottom of her pussy and coat it with her juices. Remembering how she massaged my prostate, I place my thumb at her opening.
She cries out in a raspy voice, "No. I can't take it."
I plunge my dick deep inside and push my thumb past the first ring of resistance of her ass.
Dede just says, "Ohhh."
I can feel my orgasm rising quickly. I am going at a fast pace, pounding and pounding. My thumb is up to its limit and I am moving it back and forth.
"I am close, Dede. Where..."
"Cum inside me. Do it now. I'm cumming."
I stroke a few more times and now my balls are tight and ready to explode. I push as deep as I can with my dick and thumb and the waves of pleasure overtake me. I keep shooting inside Dede and she is screeching into the pillow. I feel her spasm as her body shakes and then collapses flat on the bed. I am still inside, but begin to soften.
Reluctantly I pull my dick and thumb out. Pulling her on her side I spoon her from behind.
"As good as it looked?"
"You bastard," she says, pulling my hand to her breast. "I have never been fucked like that."



"Well, Madam Artist, let me say, you inspire me."
She laughs softly and we both drift into sleep.
Twenty minutes later I feel Dede stirring.
I kiss the back of her neck and gently fondle her small breast.
"Awake?"
She responds by pushing her butt back into my crotch.
"I need to pee," I say.
"Me, too, and clean up a bit."
We roll out of bed and walk to the attached bath.
I stand at the toilet as Dede uses the bidet gently removing the remains of our lovemaking.
I wash my hands and dry them. Finishing she offers to clean me.
Standing by the sink, Dede uses a washcloth to wipe my dick with warm water. Then, dropping to her knees she plants tiny kisses up and down the shaft.
"You keep doing that and I won't be responsible for the consequences."
Dede looks up and grins. "Then, let's move to the bed and discuss specific consequences.
Avoiding the large wet spot, we cuddle on one side of her king-sized bed.
"Mac, thanks for before. That was special. It's been a while since I was with a man. And, God, that was worth the wait."
"I think you're just not remembering all that well."
"When it comes to fucks," she says, "I have an excellent memory. This was special."
I kiss her.
"Dare I ask if there is anything left in reserve?"
"Oh, I think there is more than enough," I respond.
"Mac, that was so intense and strong. Without sounding demanding, do you have a slow and steady speed?"
I chuckle.
"What?"
"I love how direct you are. It is so refreshing to have a woman say what she wants. And to answer you, yes."
We kiss for a long time, letting our fingers softly explore each other. Dede takes my soft dick in her mouth and coaxes it to life.
"Later, she says," holding my hard-on in her hands, "if there is a later, I would love to just make love to you with my mouth."
"In that case, Dede, I promise you there will definitely be a 'later'"
I slowly work my way up and down her body, covering every inch with kisses and nibbles. Dede seems to enjoy the time I spend on her compact butt.
"Before, when you used your thumb," she coos, "that was the first time for me."
"And?"
"I liked it a lot."
"Enough to explore more there later?"
"Thinking about it," she said with a small laugh, "if there is another later."
"Sounds like lots of 'laters' building up."
"Mmm," she whispers as I run my tongue around her pink rosebud, "I know and I'm already looking forward to later." I push hard against her butt hole with my tongue. She moans and raises her ass to my tongue.
I turn her onto her back and position myself over her. As my tip rubs against her thigh, she takes hold of me and moves me up and down her slit, rubbing it around her clit. Soon, my glans is wet with her fluid.
"Ease it in, Mac, I'm a tiny bit sore."
"We could stop."
"I'm afraid I'd be driven to murder."
"Well, easy does it, then."
I split her lips and her breath catches in her throat.
Remaining still, I lower my head to kiss her lips. She returns my kiss and we let our tongues play. I appreciate that she does not hesitate to offer me her tongue even though I had just rimmed her. Dede is an adventurous lover and I shake with anticipation of exploring more with her.
I slip another couple inches in, accompanied by a soft cry.
I look into her eyes. She is all anticipation.
I increase the pressure until each of our pubis meet.
Keeping most of my weight on my arms and knees, I allow my chest to rest against hers.
We kiss again.
"This feels so good, Mac."
"Yeah, I can't get over what you're doing with your muscles. It is so hot and intimate."
"Can we roll to our sides and stay this way for a bit?"
I nod and move, pulling her along with me.
We are face to face as our sexes meld as one.
"You're not too big..."
"Is that a complaint?" I tease.
"God, no. I mean I was a little worried. You do have a large dick, but it's not grotesquely big. It fills me more than any I've had. I didn't know what to expect since no other guy has been this size."
"Have there been many?"
Dede grins, "Hell of a question to ask as your cock is inside me."
"Don't have to answer," I say. "I'm enjoying being in you and being able to talk. Usually the talking, what there is, occurs after it's over."
I move in and out slightly and Dede pulls my ass to keep me tight.
"Well, besides my husband, who was a spectacularly lousy fuck, there have been exactly four others. One before I married and three since my divorce."
She contracts her vagina walls and I close my eyes to savor the sensation.
"How about you?"
I kiss her. Her breath is both hot and sweet. Her lips are soft and pliant. She is an extraordinary kisser.
"Well, before I married Mandy there were a few, well, more than a few. I haven't counted in a while and must admit I had a bit of a wild streak when I was in my early twenties. Then, with Mandy, well, we didn't cheat, but sometimes the boundaries got wide."
"Meaning swapping?"
"I never cared for that term, I think of it as couples together. I didn't enjoy it as much as she, but never complained. There were two couples we liked. We'd go on weekend trips, stay in the same room. Stuff like that."
"Was Jennifer involved?"
"No. Some people you probably don't know and whom I am not going to mention."
"Fair enough. So was it just watching each other or what?"
"Both, with a lot of "or what".
I slowly move in and out a couple inches. Dede smiles and clinches her vaginal walls around my dick.
"We'd be with the other spouse, I would be fucking the wife, Mandy with the husband. Or, sometimes I would watch Mandy with the guy and the girl."
"Never, you and the guy?"
"No. Have no interest in that."
"Did it bother you to see her screw another guy or another girl?"
I pump Dede a couple times and she pushes against me.
"Oh, I guess I never really saw the attraction of being with a couple. I mean it was different screwing a woman other than my wife. But, I loved Mandy and was not really looking for this sort of adventure. As far as her and another woman, it was hot at first, but again, I was wondering why we were doing it."
"Can I get on top now?"
We roll so that I am lying on my back and Dede is stretched out on top of me.
"Did that lead to the break up?"
"In a way, it did. Mandy seemed to want more and I was wanting to pull back. Finally, she decided to move to California with this other couple and they would live as three."
"Must have hurt."
"At first, it did. I put a lot into our marriage. Worked hard to make it work, you know? But, if someone wants something so basically different, you just have to let it go. I have no hard feelings toward her, nor do I have any love left for her. I hope she's happy, but I doubt it. I think Mandy will always be looking for the next best thing around the bend."
Dede sits up and rides slowly up and down my shaft.
"And since Mandy?"
"Well, that's two years and, including you, I'd guess that there have been, let's see, two."
"No shit. I'm the second woman you've been with in two years."
"Yep. Hope I'm doing ok."
Dede grinned widely, "So far, so fucking good."
She pumps some more.
"So how long since the other woman?"
I tweak her nipples.
"Over a year, maybe closer to two years."
"God, I thought I was bad in not having a man in over a year. What a shame."
"Hey, don't make me out to be a monk. I was busy. Have the garage, some friends, Sam and my Aunt. I don't complain."
"Oh, Mac, I didn't mean you, I meant all the women who have lost out on this."
She begins riding me more vigorously, building up to a fast pace. I respond by thrusting my hips. I work one breast with my hand and use the other to play with her clit.
She is grunting at the end of every thrust and then doubles her speed.
"Oh, this one is going to be huge," she cries.
"Pillow?" I offer.
"Too late," she says hoarsely.
Dede wails long and loud. I know it must fill every corner of the large house. She thrashes hard on my cock and plants her hands on my chest to give her extra leverage to bounce up and down. Her vagina is squeezing me like a vise.
With one last gasp, she collapses on my chest, tears running down her cheeks and wetting my shoulder.
I haven't cum and enjoy being hard inside her.
Dede rests her head on my chest, occasionally tilting her head to kiss me. I remain hard but don't move, just let it rest in her warm moistness.
"Mac, I am really happy, but really wasted. I know you didn't cum this last time. Would you think me the biggest bitch, if we just went to sleep?"
"Can I hold you and keep my dick inside while you sleep?"
Dede looked up at me. I think I see a tear.
"How the fuck did Mandy let you go?" She sighs and nestles her face into the nook of my neck. I pull the sheet and comforter over us. I lightly stroke her back, savoring the curve of her rump in my palms. In a few minutes, Dede is breathing deeply with her mouth slightly open. I kiss the top of her head and drift asleep, my dick nestled in her special place.
I awake in the middle of the night. My soft dick has retreated from its nest. I ease Dede onto her side and cuddle behind her, my hand resting on her breast.
"This is a real woman," I think as I close my eyes.
Morning arrives with a soft knock on our door.
Dede is still sleeping, as I ease myself off the bed and open the door, letting it hide my nakedness.
Ruthann is standing there with a breakfast tray. She's dressed in sweat pants and a big sweater.
"Hi," I say.
"Thought you guys might like some nourishment. I certainly think you need it."
I blush and ask, "You heard us?"
"Yeah, Mac. We did along with most of the houses on Long Island Sound."
"Only on the Sound?" comes a voice behind me.
I turn to see Dede sitting up in bed, her breasts glowing in the morning light.
"I was thinking the entire east coast," she says while stretching.
Ruthann takes the tray to the bed and I let the door close behind her.
As I head to the bed, I notice Ruthann checking out my dick. I wonder why this attraction since she has certainly seen it quite a bit.
Climbing in next to Dede, I pull the covers up over my lap. Ruthann sets the tray over her mother's lap. I realize I'm famished and craving coffee. I pour a mug from the carafe and pick up a buttered English muffin covered with orange marmalade.
"Mmm," Dede says after sipping the rich, dark coffee. "Thanks, sweetie, this is nice."
"My compliments," I add.
Ruthann beams.
We eat and drink in silence. I'm enjoying the nourishment and still buzzing with a sexual high.
Ruthann takes a sip of her coffee and glances back and forth at her mother and me.
"You guys look really good together," she says.
Dede takes a long sip of her coffee.
"Mac, could you give us a few minutes?"
I see a mother-daughter talk looming.
I slip out of bed, grabbing some clothes along the way out of the bedroom. As I close the door, I hear Ruthann softly say, "That's an awesome ass, Mom."
Back in my room, I crawl into bed. I wake some time later and realize I'm starving. Ruthann's breakfast in bed was never finished since she and Dede ended up talking.
I pull on my jeans and a sweatshirt. With just thick socks on my feet, I paddle down to the kitchen. Mim's sitting at the counter eating a poached egg on toast.
"Looks good," I say.
"Sit and I'll fix you one."
"You don't have to..."
"I'm not much of a cook, but a good Scottish lassie knows how to coddle an egg."
She takes the last bite of her food and begins to prepare mine.
Toasting bread she lays two poached eggs on top. She hands them to me along with a cup of strong black coffee.
I dig in and savor the simple flavors.
"Where is everyone?"
"Chrissy and Ruthann have taken themselves out for a hike down toward the Sound."
I sip the coffee. "And, Dede?"
"Ah, now it's Dede, is it," she asks with a twinkle in her eye.
"Well, uh, yes, I guess it is."
"And, I take it that the howling last night is at the root of this new familiarity?"
I can't tell if Mim is teasing or if she is really upset. I now realize that by professing a desire for her and then jumping in the sack with a woman whom she calls a "kindred soul" might appear a bit shallow and crass.
I am trying to find some words that will not sound totally asinine. I fail and just keep my mouth shut.
"Anyway, Mac, Dede appears to still be abed. I wonder if she is feeling all right. Maybe something got into her? What do you think?"
I want to explain. I want to justify. I realize, however, that there is nothing to justify. I went to bed with a beautiful woman and we had fantastic sex. Mim had made it clear that such an act was not in our future. So, why was I feeling ashamed? Hell, I'm not ashamed.
"If I were to speculate, Mim, I would say that Dede is enjoying the luxury of sleeping in after what I hope was a night of outstanding passion."
"Amen," comes a voice from the doorway.
We turn to see Dede. She comes forward wrapped in an oversized robe, stopping next to Mim and across the kitchen island from where I sit. She reaches for my coffee cup and takes a long sip. It's such a simple gesture, but one so full of significance. Dede is stating that we had shared something grand and she doesn't care if Mim knows.
"Morning, Luv," says Mim.
"Morning, Mim."
The two women look at each other. Dede opens her arms and Mim slides into them. They embrace. Breaking apart, they kiss gently on the lips and hug again.
"Can I fix you a bite of breakfast," asks Mim.
"That'd be delightful."
I'm not sure what I just witnessed. I'm sure it was not a sexual embrace and kiss, although it was quite intimate. It is way deeper than the flesh. I begin to understand what Mim meant about kindred spirits. She and Dede connect on a deep plane.
Dede walks around and sits on a stool next to me. I kiss her lips and she kisses back.
"Thanks for giving me a bit of time with Ruthann and the chance to catch a few more minutes of sleep."
"No problem," I say. "I caught a nap, myself."
I watch Mim as she works at the stove. Her bottom is snuggly outlined by her jeans. I recall its naked beauty. I also remember how beautiful Dede was standing nude in front of me. I'm driving myself crazy.
"Problem with Ruthann?" asks Mim as she places the plate with egg and toast before Dede.
"Ah, the tortured mind of a teenager," she sighs.
Mim freshens my cup and sits across from us.
"Want to talk?" says Mim.
"I think we need to," answers Dede looking at me.
"Ruthann has been my rock," she said. "I know a mother is supposed to be the support for her daughter, and I truly think I am that for Ruthann. But, without her I would have let my sanity and self-respect slowly dissipate. This may be difficult for you to hear, Mac, but I hope you will keep an open mind."
I slip my hand over hers and squeeze.
Dede continues.
"Mim has heard some of this, but she is such a dear that she won't mind my repeating myself."
"No, indeed, Luv."
"Mac, you know that a divorce is hard, even if everyone recognizes it is for the best. No matter how you rationalize it, there is the specter of failure present in any divorce. I know you expressed some of that when you spoke of Mandy.
"When my husband left me to go fuck boys, well, that knocked me down hard. I don't know if I would have felt better if he had preferred some young blond with huge tits, but I was totally destroyed to learn he'd prefer a male to me. Of course I had my anger. And, that was a good thing because it helped me get the best settlement from him and his patrician family. Anger goes away, though. In its place I only had doubt and despair. I was feeling completely sorry for myself. One day as I lay around the house wallowing in pity, I looked out the window and saw Ruthann playing by herself in the yard.
"It hit me like a bullet. There was my life and I was turning my back on it. I pulled on my jacket and went out to play with her. Ruthann probably thought I had lost my mind. I had hardly spoken to her in weeks and now I wanted to kick a soccer ball around with her. It didn't happen all at once, but we were able to take baby steps back toward each other. I opened up and told why I was feeling so awful. She told me she felt as if it were her fault her father and I split."
Dede pauses to wipe her eyes on her sleeve. She blows her nose with a tissue Mim passes to her.
"We made a pact to always be honest with each other and to be there for each other. We've honored that pact. So, my daughter became my best friend while I still kept my role as mother. It's sometimes a delicate balancing act. I know I could not go on without her.
"So, the few times I have been involved with a man, Ruthann seems to think that maybe I'll make a commitment to him. She is both happy and frightened. Mostly, she quickly realizes that there is little to be frightened about since there was no way that I was going to marry anyone of those men."
Dede pulls her robe tight around her and drinks some coffee. Mim refills her cup and clears the dirty dishes. Dede spends some time just looking into the dark liquid.
"So, one day Ruthann calls and said she met the most fantastic man and I should meet him because he'd be perfect for me. She also said he had a hard body and, now I quote, "a gorgeous cock." Most mothers don't want their children to be their matchmakers and all mothers do not want their daughters to be checking out a prospective date's equipment."
We all laugh a bit.
"Yeah, she was talking about you, Mac. I followed up with Mim and learned that you indeed seemed to be a nice guy."
"And, I was able to confirm the initial evaluation of the gorgeousness of the aforementioned body part," adds Mim with a smile.
"So, for a while all I heard was Mac this and Mac that. So, when I got that commission and spoke to Mim, she suggested that you would be perfect for my Odysseus. Ruthann and Chrissy were in total agreement. I said I would need female models as well. Ruthann volunteered on the spot. Then, after you were at the dance, the volume tripled in singing your praises. The girls loved dancing with you and talking with you."
Mim is making another pot of coffee. She speaks over her shoulder. "I think I might have added a bit of fuel to the fire. I explained to Dede how much fun we all had together. Of course, I was obliged to add that what was pushing up under that kilt would probably serve as a worthy recommendation for you as Odysseus."
We each top off our cups and sit in silence. Dede plays with her spoon on the granite of the counter.
"So, this morning when Ruthann brought us breakfast, I knew she was letting her imagination run at full speed. That's why I asked you for some privacy when she said we looked good together."
I tell her I understand. I inwardly recall how much attention Ruthann seemed to give my exposed dick.
"I told you we committed to be honest with each other," says Dede. "So, I was honest with Ruthann. I told her we had wonderful sex."
"I think that came as no surprise," interjects Mim. "We all do have ears, you know."
"I guess I might have been a mite expressive," says Dede.
"A mite," agrees Mim as she smiles at her friend and then winks at me.
"Anyway, and Mac please understand what I'm saying, I told Ruthann that I had no intention of marrying you. I explained that sometimes a great night of sex is just that—one special experience. She said that of the men I've dated that you are the coolest and she would be fine with us being together.
"So, after discussing my sexual adventure, we edged into to discussing her own sexuality. Ruthann is a virgin. Watching me help you to orgasm that first day was the closest she's been to sex. Now, comes the difficult part."



Dede takes a deep breath and stretches her back, trying to release tension.
"Ruthann admitted, after a bit of going around the barn, that she would like to lose her virginity. She would want it to be a special experience. Doing it with Robbie, she admitted, would probably not be all that special. She wanted to have sex that made her scream as I did."
Dede turns and kisses me. She laces her fingers into mine.
"She said since I probably was not going to marry you, she'd like to make love with you. She wants you to be her first."
When people say that a silence fell across a room, that's what happened in Dede's kitchen. I swear I can hear my own heartbeat. Mim appears as shocked as I am.
"Dede, I don't think I..."
"Mac, don't say anything right now," she says.
"Bit of a mixed message there, Dede," says Mim.
Dede nods.
Mim continues. "First, she says she'd be happy if Mac were her step-dad and then she says she'd like to shag him."
"I know," says Dede. "Ruthann has had issues with adult males since her father left. She is suspicious of them and, at the same time, is yearning for a steady male influence in her life. She senses confidence in Mac, as well as a genuine concern for her as a person. So, I can understand her fantasy of having Mac in our lives. I also know she has a burgeoning sexual drive. Mac is also handsome and is endowed with admirable male qualities—of a physical nature. He is also the first man she has openly seen in a sexual context. So, to sum up, she's a confused girl who is trying to become a woman."
My mind is reeling. I genuinely like Ruthann. I think she is smart, funny, honest and quite attractive. I also like her mother, evidenced by the raucous night of sex we enjoyed. I'm not sure I could initiate a girl half my age into sex, nor am I sure that is proper. Yet, the thought of holding her, touching her young body and helping her open up to the joys and rewards of sex is strongly appealing.
I can still feel the touch of her hand on my erection in the hot tub and how she was so tender moving up and down. I recall how smooth her thigh felt and how powerful was my impulse to slide my finger into her pussy. I realize I must have drifted off as I see Mim and Dede staring at me.
"What do we do?" I ask.
"Nothing," says Dede. "At least 'we' do nothing. Please do not even hint that you know anything about this conversation. I will continue to talk with Ruthann. I'm sure we will come to an understanding."
"Are you considering allowing what she wants?" prompts Mim.
"I have no idea. I mean, like most mothers I would want my little girl to remain a virgin and safe. I know that is unrealistic and it is at the point where the decision is out of my control. Ruthann is nineteen and she will ultimately choose her sex partners.
"On the other hand, I recall my first sexual encounter. God, I'm amazed I even tried it again. Is that how yours went?"
Mim smiles and looks back and forth between me and Dede.
She lets out a rough laugh. "It was absolutely wretched. Painful, embarrassing and quick. I never knew what people were so loony about when they talked about sex. And, an orgasm? To me it was purely a myth."
"Exactly," says Dede. "So, maybe I should allow—no, that's not the right word. Maybe I should just step aside and let her make her own decision. At least if she went with Mac, I know she would find out why people crave sex. And, she would not have to wonder if she had an orgasm."
Dede leans in and kisses me tenderly. I respond and slip my arm around her shoulder.
"Mac, last night was simply incredible. If Ruthann could experience that..."
Dede pauses and looks at Mim.
"Mim, dear, please indulge my crudeness for a moment."
Mim smiles and nods.
"If Ruthann could experience the tender and slow part of last night, not the 'fuck-my-brains-out' part, then she will start out on her sexual journey on the right foot."
"Fuck-my-brains-out?" Mim says with a wry look.
"Oh, yeah," says Dede. "When we first started last night, it was raw and wild. It was also exactly what I was seeking. But, then we went slower. Mac was extremely tender and gentle. I still came like a freakin' gusher, but it was sweet."
Mim appraises me. I hold her stare. Is she thinking which approach she and I would try? Or, more likely, is she thinking I'm the usual male savage.
By silent agreement, we stop our conversation as we hear the girls coming back from their walk. I excuse myself and head upstairs.
I shower and make my way to the studio where Dede is working on details of Mim and Ruthann. I strip and take my place between them.
Dede says I don't need to be erect right now. She works on getting the angles right where our bodies touch. We chat idly while Dede sketches. Chrissy is sitting along the side, working on her iPad. She occasionally looks over and smiles at me.
Around 2, Dede calls it a day. We dress and enjoy a light lunch. While Mim, Ruthann and Chrissy are gathering their things, I take Dede aside.
"Will I see you again?" I ask.
"We still have some work to do on the painting," she replies.
"You know that's not what I meant."
"Do you want to see me?"
"Yes."
"So, let's talk this week," she says and kisses my cheek.
I pull her into a hug. She responds and we kiss tenderly.
"Mac, I could get used to you."
"Is that a problem?"
"There's a lot going on right now."
I kiss her, letting my tongue slide between her lips.
"So?"
"Mac, call me this week, ok?"
"Sure."
"And..."
"Yes," I reply.
"Think about what we discussed about Ruthann."
"I thought we were talking about you and me getting together."
"We were," she says and hugs me tighter. "But, I did say there was a lot going on."
We hear footsteps coming our way and break apart.
Ruthann and Chrissy come into the kitchen, followed in a few seconds by Mim.
We make our good-byes and soon are on our way back to Barton Hills. Mim and I talk about cars and the girls doze in the back seat. After dropping them at the school, I drive to Sam's place.
Letting myself in, I find her in the kitchen making brownies from a mix.
"Hey, Cuz, how'd it go?"
I dip my finger in the batter and enjoy the chocolaty taste.
"Got a beer and an hour?"
"Hmm," Sam murmurs, "Sounds serious."
She digs out a couple beers. As I sip mine, she pours the batter in a baking dish, pops it in the oven and sets the timer.
We make our way to the living room and settle on the couch.
"How's Crystal?" I ask.
"She's great. But that's not what's on your mind. Talk to me, Mac."
I take a long drink and then relate what happened over the weekend.
"So the sex with Dede was good?"
"Great," I say. "And, we really had fun just being together. I'd like to see her again."
"You mean to fuck her?"
"That and more. I'd like to see what develops."
"And, as you say this you are wondering if you should fuck her daughter?"
"You make it sound crude."
"Oh, excuse the shit out of me. Ok, you want to have sexual relations with her mother and deflower the lovely Ruthann. Is that better?"
I sigh. "Still sounds creepy, right?"
"You said it, Cuz."
The buzzer goes off and Sam goes to take the brownies out of the oven. She returns with two new beers.
"Need to let the brownies cool. So, what are you going to do?"
"Not a clue. And, then there's Mim?"
"Mac, don't you think you're in enough shit. Don't pile more on."
"I know. It's just that I could really fall for her."
"Fall for her? Christ, Mac, that sounds like a bad romance novel. Besides, it's pretty fuckin' clear you already have 'fallen' for her."
"Ah, shit, Sam. I am so fucked-up."
"Well, as a single woman, may I give you some advice on how to deal with a relationship problem?"
"Absolutely."
"Chocolate."
She laughs and jumps up to run into the kitchen.
I follow and admit her advice is good. We enjoy the rich taste of the chocolate treats.
I leave a short time later, feeling better, but not having decided anything. I need to make things happen.
I really have no clue on how to manage this situation. I decide to remain open to all possibilities. Hell, I wish I knew what I really wanted to happen.
Maybe I can create an opportunity as we near the Christmas holiday and school vacation time. If I can continue to keep Mim close to me and continue to have her enjoy my company, maybe I can overcome her reluctance to consider intimacy. But, if she doesn't budge on her resolve to remain just friends, should I see Dede? But, it's not fair that I consider her a fallback. If I am interested in her I should pursue it. Forget Mim, concentrate on Dede. But, Ruthann is going to be around when I am with Dede. Forget Mim, forget Dede, take Ruthann as a lover.
I sit in my house looking at the fire dancing in the hearth. How did I ever get into this spot? More importantly, how am I going to get out of it?
(To be continued)
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The next few weeks are busy at the garage. My involvement with work helps to take my mind from completely dwelling on the web of relationships I find myself in.
I like things simple. My life at this point is anything but simple. After posing naked for an anatomy lesson put on by Mim for her senior class girls, then posing nude for a painting, I'm still on a minor exhibitionist high. When I add in being naked with my cousin's beautiful girlfriend, the artist's 19 year old daughter and Mim, the object of my erotic fantasies, I am seriously sexually wired. To top off everything, I had an incredible night of passion with Dede, the artist. I was trying to evaluate how to pursue a possible continuing relationship with her when she suggested I should be the one to introduce her daughter to sex.
While I'm sorting all this out—or trying to do so—Dede calls and says she is working from her photos of our modelling sessions and won't be scheduling another posing session before Christmas. I ask her if we could get together, but she is also working on an installation of one of her works in North Carolina and would be travelling.
I check back in with Dede when she returns. This is the week before Christmas and she tells me she's taking Ruthann to Aruba for Christmas. Chrissy and her mother are going along.
I begin to feel that maybe Dede and I will not pursue our relationship. What this means still is not clear to me.
I'm closing my shop late on a Thursday when the door opens and Mim enters.
She looks great with her cheeks rosy from the cold. She's wearing a deep green parka with a fur hood, jeans and calf length leather boots. Her hair is contained in a white wool ski hat.
"Greetings, Mac."
I step around the counter and kiss her cheek while I hug her.
"Nice surprise. What's up?"
"Just deposited a couple students at the bus depot and thought I'd pop in."
"Glad to see you. I'm just finishing up. Have time for a drink?"
"Sounds nice."
Mim slips off her jacket and sits in one of my waiting room chairs. She flips through an auto magazine while I complete my paperwork.
I grab my coat and lock the garage. I notice an older Range Rover in the lot. We decide on a local bar and Mim follows me in the Rover.
Seated at a booth near the open hearth, we order Scotch and a cheese plate and enjoy the warmth and smell of the wood fire.
"So, school's emptying out?"
Mim takes a long pull and smiles.
"Aye, the little darlings are scurrying back to their little nests."
"Don't seem too sorry to see them go."
Mim smiles. "I do enjoy them, but it is good to think of having a wee bit of time off."
"Plans for Christmas?"
Mim shakes her head. "I could run down to New York to see my auntie. But, I just may stay here."
"Like stay in the dorm?"
"Oh, it's not as bad as you might imagine."
"It's probably worse," I say.
Mim shrugs and takes a sip.
"You'll have Christmas with us. We go to my Aunt Sadie's, Sam's mother. She's a great cook and we will all have a blast."
"Oh, I couldn't."
"You can, and you will. The matter's settled, Mim. You can even sleep over at the house, there's lots of room. Sam and I usually stay. It's easier and we don't have to moderate our drinking."
"You're too kind, Mac. Thank you. I'm sure I will enjoy it."
"Hey, what are you doing this weekend?"
Mim says she has no plans.
Even though I had been working on this plan for a while I try to sound casual as I tell her about the Christmas Walk in Marblehead. All the shops are decorated, put out treats, and there's lots of street entertainment. I suggest we go.
"Sounds like fun, Mac, but I'm not sure."
Mim has rebuked any attempt at a romantic relationship. I try to sell her on my idea.
"It's not a date, Mim. We can just have fun—like friends do. I know a great inn. I'll get us a couple rooms. We can enjoy the day, have a great dinner and then come back on Sunday. C'mon, we'll have fun."
"Sounds like an offer I can't refuse, but I'll pay my share."
"It's my treat. But you can buy an expensive wine for Christmas dinner."
"Ok, let's call it a fair deal."
"Great."
We stay at the bar and enjoy a light supper. Mim and I go our separate ways. Although driving, I am riding on air.
We decide to take her Rover and Mim picks me up early Saturday morning.
I'm comfortable with her driving and we enjoy the ride up through Massachusetts. I ask about her Jag and she tells me she garages it at Dede's for the winter.
"Uncle Jacky gave it to me when I turned 21. He even paid to have it shipped her when I took the position at the Academy. He's such a dear man. I miss him."
Enjoying the ride and easy conversation, we arrive in Marblehead around noon.
Mim is immediately taken by the charm of the seaside town with its narrow streets and colonial architecture. The temp is in the mid-thirties accompanied by light snow. We stroll along from shop to shop, enjoying the variety of goods and the cheerfulness of the shop owners and fellow patrons. We grab a hot chocolate and stand along the harbor looking out at the dark water. There are few boats on the water. A lone two-master glides toward the yacht club.
"I always enjoyed looking out over the Firth of Forth," says Mim. "Of course, this is much smaller, but today the color of the water and the clouds remind me of home."
"Miss it much?"
"At times, yes, I miss it a lot. I suppose around the holidays my thoughts are with my family. In recent years, we'd gather at my Uncle Jackie's in England.
"I have a little cottage about an hour outside of Edinburgh, near Stirling. It was my father's retreat and he left it to me. Not much of a place, but it sits high on a hill. I can sit on a rock bench my father made and look over the countryside. A narrow road snakes its way up from the valley. I think I miss that little place more than anything else. I can always sort out things when I'm there."
I slip my arm around her shoulder. Mim initially tenses, but then slowly eases into me. I support her and we silently gaze at the harbor.
"No plans to go over?" I ask.
Mim takes a deep breath and I detect a slight catch in her throat. She stares at the small whitecaps and takes another breath.
"Not right now," she says. I can hear the strain in her voice. "Just not a good time."
I pull her closer.
"Thanks, Mac," Mim says softly after a few minutes. "Got caught up in a bit of melancholy. You're a good friend."
I wonder if I am, or if I'm just trying to get close to her for reasons other than friendship.
"Well, I think I have the perfect cure for the blues."
"What?" asks Mim.
"Shopping!"
Mim giggles and says, "You do know how to cheer a lass up."
We hit the stores hard. I pick up gifts for my Aunt and Sam. I also get something for my cousin Samantha's girlfriend, Crystal, since she will also join us for Christmas dinner.
Mim gets presents for Dede, Ruthann and Chrissy. She picks up a scented candle to bring to my Aunt. She also selects a decadently expensive bottle of wine for dinner. I add another to be sure we have enough.
Next we enter a small store with exquisite handmade woolen goods. Mim tries on a variety of hats and mugs for the mirror. She seems to have loosened up considerably and is enjoying herself. She's acting more like a twenty-nine year old woman and not the serious teacher that sometimes dominates her demeanor. She plucks wild designs from a rack and makes me try them on. We laugh looking at ourselves in the mirror. I see a scarf that would be perfect on Mim. I reach for it and hand it to her. She tries it on and I can tell she loves it. I want to buy it, but she objects.
"Mim, it's just a scarf. It doesn't mean that we are dating or involved. I really appreciate that you came with me today. Let me get this for you."
Mim turns toward the mirror, modeling the soft wool around her neck. She catches my eyes in the reflection and mouths, "Thank you."
I pay for the scarf and Mim decides to wear it. The clerk, a young girl, tells her it looks great on her. "You guys are a cute couple," she adds. "It looks like you're having a lot of fun."
I tense, but Mim just smiles and thanks her. We exit the store and the cold breeze hits us.
"Mim, don't let what she said..."
"Relax, Mac, it's nothing."
We spend another hour looking around and then head to the car. I navigate and Mim drives up the coast to the inn. We pull into a small courtyard in front of a stone cottage. There are about a half dozen other vehicles parked there.
I grab our bags and we enter into a cozy reception area. A young woman behind the counter greets us. I give her our names, indicating we have two reservations.
She taps at her computer, then frowns. She taps some more and then excuses herself to disappear into a room behind her. In a few moments, she returns accompanied by a middle-aged man. He taps on the keyboard, frowns and turns to us.
"Good afternoon, I'm Walter Hobbs, the owner. I'm sorry to say we have a bit of a problem."
"Oh," I say.
"It appears we only have one room available."
"I made two reservations," I say beginning to get a little angry. I am worrying that Mim may think I have done something on purpose to engineer us into the same room.
"Yes, we do have your initial request. But, it seems that one room was cancelled."
"I never cancelled anything," I insist.
Hobbs taps some more. His eyes widen and then taps again.
"I think I found the problem. We had your reservations. But, we also had a single reservation in the name of J. G. Collins. That was the one that was cancelled, but somehow our system cancelled both Collins. This is not supposed to happen and I apologize. The good news is that I can put you in our best room, if that works for you. It has a beautiful four-poster king-sized bed, a newly refurbished bath and a gas fireplace. I will offer you a substantial discount to make up for our mistake."
"Give us a minute," I say.
Mim and I step into the living room that serves as a sitting area for guests. We are alone at this moment.
"Mim, I'm sorry. Listen, we can try to find another place around here. Or, we can just pack it in and go home. I'll drive and you can snooze the whole way."
Mim looks around the room taking in the paneled walls, bookshelves, the oriental carpet, the tasteful antiques and a mini bar set up in the far corner.
"Mac, I doubt if we will find any place as charming as this."
I nod in agreement and add that if we are lucky we just might find a motel.
"At the risk of going against my Ice Princess image, I say let's give it a fling and stay here."
We both redden at her choice of words.
Laughing, Mim adds, "Well, not actually a fling. More of a promise that you'll stay on your side of the 'beautiful four-poster' bed."
"Are you sure?"
"Mac, this has been a lot of fun today. Mind you, this is not a date, but I would love to relax, have dinner and not have to drive back tonight."
"Great. And, Mim?"
She locks her eyes to mine.
"I promise to be a perfect gentleman."
"Unfortunately, I was counting on that," she responds with a wistful look.
I go back to the desk and book the room. I also confirm that we still had a reservation at the adjoining restaurant. Hobbs assures me we do and promises the best table in the house.
I return to the sitting room to find Mim pouring two tumblers of Lagavulin 16.
"Mac, they have a wonderful bar. Cheers."
We touch rims while our eyes meet.
"Cheers," I reply.
We sit in front of the log fire and enjoy the smoky Scotch.
"Sorry about the screw-up, Mim. I didn't..."
"Mac, I know you had nothing to do with it. Relax. We'll be fine. Just don't tell my Head of School."
"I'll never sully your reputation," I said and lifted my glass.
Mim lifted hers in recognition of our silent bond. She then glances at the bar table and I get the message. I refill our glasses, and drop a twenty in the honor bowl.
A few other guests wander in and soon we all are engaged in conversation, sharing stories of what we did during the day. Mim receives several compliments on the woolen scarf draped around her neck.
Around 5 we take our bags to our room. Although the inn messed up our reservations, Hobbs was right-on in describing our room. Mim actually squeals when we push the door open. She looks all around and then makes a bee line to the window. Although it was dark, we knew we were looking out over the Atlantic. Mim pushes up the window. Immediately the cold, salty air fills our lungs.
"Mac, this is wonderful."
Standing next to her, I agree. I love the atmosphere and the warmth of her body touching mine.
Mim breaks away and places her bag on the stand next to the large wardrobe that serves as our closet. I close the window.
She opens and takes out a smaller bag. Walking into the bathroom, I hear her cry out.
I stick my head in and see the large tub in the corner. Next to it is a separate glass shower.
"Mac, I am going to take a soak. Do you mind?"
"Not at all. I'll go see if I can get a menu so we can take a look before we eat. Take your time. Our reservations are not for another two hours."
I leave as Mim starts the water flowing.
I chat with the hostess at the restaurant and ask her about the specials. She is both knowledgeable and enthusiastic. She offers me a menu to take back to the room.
On my way back to the room I fix two more large Scotches.
In the room, I see the bathroom door cracked a few inches and hear Mim's voice as she sings softly.
"Back," I call out.
"Hell-o."
"I brought a couple more whiskys."
"God, you're magic. Bring them in."
My heartbeat increases as I cross to the door and nudge it open with my knee.
Mim is lying in the tub, steam curling around her face. Her hair is pulled up on top of her head, and her skin is pinkish.
She looks at me and smiles.
"Is this too decadent," she asks. "Soaking in this fabulous tub and having 16 year old whisky? The only thing missing is chocolate."
I place the tumblers on the marble counter top and go back into the bedroom. I return with a box of Harbor Sweets chocolates.
Mim's eyes widen. "What?"
"I bought these as a surprise when you went for a bathroom break today. I was saving them for later, but now seems like a good time."
"Mac, you are too much."
She rises up and in the process exposes her breasts. I hand her the drink and we toast. I stare at her pink breasts and dark nipples.
Mim follows my gaze. "You've seen them before."
"Yeah, but I don't think I could ever tire of the view. You are beautiful, Mim."
Again we toast and Mim says, "Now open those totally decadent goodies."
I pull the top off and Mim carefully selects a candy. She takes a bite, exams the contents, sighs and pops the rest in her mouth.
I sit on the edge of the tub. Mim motions for the box and chooses another morsel. She enjoys the sweet treat with her eyes closed. Swallowing, she opens her eyes and smiles at me. I hand her the menu and she considers it as she sips on her drink.
"What would think of splitting the Chateaubriand?" she asks.
I agree and tell her there are a couple spectacular cabernets on the wine list.
Handing me back the menu, she reclines in the tub. Her nipples break the surface. I also can see her lower half under the water. Mim has trimmed back her blond bush after our posing sessions. I detect a narrow strip between her legs.
Mim takes a long drink and hands me her glass. She undoes her hair, sinks back into the tub and submerges herself.
After a few seconds, she pops up. Her hair is now plastered down her back.
"Going to wash your hair?" I ask.
"Why?"
"I thought I could help."
Mim regards me for a bit, then nods.
She directs me to her cosmetic bag and I retrieve a bottle of shampoo. She slips under the water again, sits up and turns her back to me. I rub a palm-full of amber liquid into her blond hair and start working it in. I massage her scalp, enjoying the luxurious feel of her thick hair flowing through my fingers. For several minutes the only sounds are my hands moving through the suds and Mim's soft moans.
When I think of all the intimate things a man and woman can do with each other, I struggle to find anything more sensual than shampooing another's hair. Of course, there's sex and that certainly is intimate and sensual. A shampoo! Well, that just feels luxurious.
My hands glide over her head, feeling the contours of her scalp. Her thick strands slide through my fingers as I work in the suds. I reach around and wipe the foam from her eyes and let my hands cup her cheeks. I let them follow the contours of her face and lightly rub her neck, smooth with the thick liquid. I long to slip my hands down her chest to caress her breasts. Although just inches away, I understand that they are figuratively beyond my reach. I work my hands a few more times through her silky mane.
Mim thanks me and once more ducks under the water. Emerging she grabs the hand faucet on a hose, adjusts the water and rinses the remaining shampoo. She works in some conditioner and sips her scotch as she lets it soak into her hair.
She smiles at me and I offer a silent toast. Handing me her glass, she rises and using the hand-held, rinses her entire body.
"Just what I needed," she says. Mim opens the drain and motions to her towel resting on the sink.
I grab it and open it wide. Mim steps into it and wraps herself.
"I can dry my hair in the bedroom. The bathroom's all yours." She leans in and kisses my cheek.
"Thanks for a lovely afternoon, Mac. And, for being a fairly good gentleman."
"Fairly good?"
"Aye, you did come upon me unclothed and did not divert your gaze," she says with a twinkle in her eyes.
"I wanted to be sure you didn't accidently drown in that big tub. Sort of like a lifeguard."
"Ah, now I see. You took no pleasure in looking at me?"
"Just part of my job."
We grin at each other.
"Of course, I would not call it hazardous duty," I add.
"Well done, then," she says.
Mim re-wraps her towel around her, picks up her tumbler and exits.
I strip and take a hot shower. Through the glass of the stall, I notice Mim come in and out of the bathroom while I'm showering. She catches my eye and waves.
I dry off and wrap a towel around my waist. Entering the bedroom I see Mim standing naked in front of the gas fire, brushing her hair.
"Excuse me, miss," I say. "I'm looking for the Ice Princess."
Mim flexes her butt and says over her shoulder, "No sign of her here, sir. Sorry."
"No need to apologize. Absolutely no need whatsoever. I just thought you might be shy."
"Mac, we've been naked together for days. I like that we can be this free and not worry about if the other is mentally undressing one of us."
I sit on the bed and watch her body move as she brushes her hair. She bends at the waist and works the brush and dryer together.
I can see her sex lips and my towel begins to rise.
Mim straightens and runs her brush through her hair. I know there is really no perfect body, but to my eyes Mim is as close to perfection as I can imagine. Her legs are long, toned and shapely, with prominent calves and firm thighs. Her butt is round and tight. I can find no other description other than to call it "kissable."
Her muscle tone gives sensuous motion to her back. As she fluffs her hair, I glimpse her long, elegant neck. I know I could spend the better part of a night just nuzzling that special spot between her shoulders and chin.
Mim turns and smiles.
"Don't want to over-toast the front," she says, "Better give the bum a bit of warmth."



I nod.
Mim allows me to examine her. As her arms move above her shoulders, her breasts bob in reaction. I'm sure it comes as no surprise that as a man I love women's breasts. Mim's are works of art. Full, but not huge, they set on her chest like two sculpted mounds. With an apple shape, each breast sways back and forth. Her nipples look delicate and delectable. I could watch them hours on end.
"Some say it's not polite to stare," says Mim with a wry smile.
"Some are not looking at what I am," I respond.
"But you've seen me naked already."
"Something I don't think I can overindulge in."
My eyes move down her body. Mim is fit without the six-pack abs that seem to be in fashion these days. Her tummy is flat and firm, but also soft and inviting. Her bellybutton is a delicate indent in the smooth skin. My glance stops at the neat rectangle of blond. She stands with her feet slightly apart and this allows light to shine through the tops of her thighs. I can make out the shape of her lips. I am at a loss as to which part of me wants to be there more—tongue or cock.
Mim turns off the dryer and drops it and her brush on a chair. She runs her hands through her hair giving it some body.
"Should we dress for dinner?"
"Spoilsport," I reply.
Mim pulls out a pair of yellow bikini bottoms from her bag and slips them on. I realize I've seen her nude and taking off her robe, but I never knew anything about her intimate apparel. She next pulls on a beige, silk camisole. She tops this with a light green sweater and adds dark grey wool slacks. Pulling on knee-highs, Mim looks at me questioningly.
"I don't think a towel is appropriate wear for the restaurant."
"I appear to be experiencing a manly reaction to looking at a naked woman."
Mim chuckles and looks at the tent in my towel.
"Well, you'll just have to deal with it. As we Brits like to say, 'Keep a stiff upper dick.'"
"I thought that was 'lip'?"
"Have to adapt to the circumstances."
I stand and let the towel drop away.
"Ah, my old friend," she says looking at my erection. "Good to see you again."
She turns and enters the bathroom to fuss with her make-up.
I quickly pull on boxers, a soft blue shirt, gray slacks and a blue blazer. I run a brush through my hair. Mim has rejoined me in the bedroom. She smells great.
She slips her arm into mine and we head down to the restaurant.
Dinner is superb and we enjoy it with a couple choices from the impressive wine list. We share a dessert. The combination of wine, food and the cozy fireplace mellows us out. Back in the sitting room, I pour two nightcaps and we go to our room.
"Mac, that was a delightful dinner. Thank you."
I tell her it's my pleasure as I kick off my shoes. I start the gas fire and we each take a chair on either side of the hearth. With our drinks in hand we settle in and enjoy the warmth.
"Have you talked with Dede?" asks Mim.
"We texted before she left for Aruba. I guess we'll get in touch when she returns."
Mim nods.
"Maybe you wish she here were with you. You could make good use of that huge bed."
"I'm happy to be here with you. I enjoyed today a lot."
Mim raises her tumbler to me.
"Which brings up an interesting subject," I say. "What are we going to do about sleeping?"
"I thought we'd close our eyes and let nature take over," replies Mim.
"In the same bed?"
"I see no other."
"I was afraid you might find it awkward."
"Are you going to attack me?"
"Of course not."
"Then, I see no awkwardness."
"I usually sleep nude."
"How quaint," she says smiling. "I wear a comfy nighty."
I offer her first use of the bathroom. When she emerges, Mim is wearing a flannel nightgown similar to what I had seen her in at Dede's.
I use the facilities. Coming out I find Mim propped up in bed. I am wearing my boxers.
Standing alongside the bed I say, "I think I'll keep these on."
"Suit yourself."
I cross to the windows and open one a crack. The chilly night sea air seeps in.
"Do you mind?" I ask.
"On the contrary, I love the smell of the ocean."
I crawl in and settle against the oversized pillows.
"Want to keep the fire going?"
"Please," she says. "I'm enjoying it."
We turn off the bedside lamps and slide down under the covers.
"I know this is not a date, Mim, but I am having a great time."
"Me, too."
I move my hand and find hers. We intertwine our fingers.
"Would it be too provocative if we had a bit of a snuggle?" she asks.
I open my arms and Mim lays her head on my chest and pulls her body next to mine.
"Mmm, this is nice," she coos. "It's been a while since I've been held."
"Care to expound on that?"
"Not really, sorry."
"Ok."
I rub her back through her nightgown. Mim makes small noises of contentment.
"Mac, have you considered what Dede mentioned about Ruthann?"
My mind races with all possible answers. I was still not sure that introducing 19 year-old Ruthann to sex was something that I should do, no matter how pleasurable it would be. I considered what such an experience would do to my relationship to her mother. Actually, I was not sure Dede and I had a relationship. We had one night of great sex, but have not reconnected since then. And, I wondered what Mim would think of such a relationship. Maybe I should not even consider what she thought since she made it clear we would not have an intimate relationship. Of course, I'm thinking all this while she lies in my arms in a romantic inn.
"Still among the living, Mac?"
"Yeah," I manage to say.
"So?"
"Let's just say I'm not sure and am deeply conflicted."
"You must be leaning in one direction," she probes.
"God, Mim, I don't know. I also feel uncomfortable talking with you about it. It doesn't seem proper."
"Is it just the propriety that is bothering you?"
"What do you mean?"
Mim rests her hand on my bare chest. "Are you concerned what I would think about you and Ruthann?"
"Of course not," I lamely protest. "We've agreed that we are not going to have a romantic relationship."
"Liar," she says softly.
"What?"
"We both know you want to have me."
She pauses and adds in a whisper, "And, I want you."
My mind goes numb. Did she say that she wants me?
"But, you keep saying..."
"Yes, I know. We cannot date. And, just to be clear I mean that we cannot have sex, we cannot become a couple, we cannot go beyond friendship. Yes, I mean all that. But, that doesn't mean I don't crave to take you inside me."
"Well, why can't..."
I hear a catch in her throat and she says, "Because I cannot allow it. I know that begs for an explanation. I wouldn't blame you for hating me, but I just can't discuss it at this time."
I kiss the top of her head, deeply inhaling the scent from her hair.
"I should not be here with you in this bed. I definitely should not be in your arms. I know this is terribly unfair and I must seem the ultimate cock tease."
"Then, why?" I ask.
Mim turns her head so we are face to face.
"Because I want you to hold me. I am weak, Mac. I could so easily let myself go. Since I can't, I am selfishly taking the next best thing. I'm being a bitch."
I move to kiss her lips, but Mim turns her face back to my chest.
We lie together in silence for a long time. I know I should be angry and feel like I'm being led on, but the joy of holding Mim close overcomes everything else.
"So," she says, "I want you to know that I think you should initiate Ruthann. She is ready, Mac, she really is. You would make a wonderful teacher."
"How do you know that?"
Mim again kisses my chest, her lips gently caressing my nipple. "You are patient and kind. Those are two qualities that are most important with an inexperienced girl. You are also a good lover."
I react as she runs her hand along my stomach.
"Dede has told me about your night together. She told me it was the best sex she ever had. Not only the physical part, but also the fun you two enjoyed made her appreciate being with you. She really wants you to be with Ruthann."
The three women I am most attracted to all want the same thing. Why am I even questioning what I should do?
"How about I sleep on it," I finally say.
I feel Mim's head nodding against my chest. As we lie in silence, I feel her relax and soon her breathing is deep and slow. I let myself drift to sleep, amazed that this woman is in my arms.
Morning intrudes and I find Mim on her side with her backside pushed into my groin. My hand rests on her tummy.
I ease myself away and trot to the bathroom. I take care of business and brush my teeth after throwing some water in my face.
Returning to the bed I find Mim on her stomach with her arm stretched out on my side.
I start to climb in.
"Ooh, so it was not a dream," she says. "I really did have you next to me all night."
She lifts her arm and I settle in. She drops it back over my chest, her fingers grazing my nipple.
We doze for a short while. Mim stirs and announces she's going to shower.
I turn off the fire that had been going all night. I look outside to see a dusting of snow covering the ground. I pull on some clothes and go down to see if I can find coffee.
I return with two cups to find Mim standing in her underwear and packing her bag.
"I can smell it from here. You're a dear, Mac."
Mim takes the cup and sips the rich, dark coffee.
I carry my cup into the bath and take a shower. After dressing, we carry our bags downstairs and go into the small dining room for breakfast. We enjoy our food and then I pay our bill.
Mim and I stow our bags in the Rover, after we brush off the snow. I offer to drive and Mim does not object. We head back to Barton Hills.
We are comfortable riding in silence. Mim rests her head against the window and nods off. She wakens as we hit some stop and go traffic on the interstate.
"Sorry," she says, "hope I wasn't drooling or snoring or something."
"You slept like a little girl."
"Is that good or bad?"
I look at her as she stares at me. The sun catches her green eyes. I have to pull my gaze back to the road.
"All good, Mim," I say. "All good."
She pats my thigh and lets her hand rest there. I know with many women that would be a sexual gesture, but I sense with Mim it is just affirming a trust between us.
"So," I finally say, "we had a great time?"
"The best."
"You enjoyed yourself?"
"Every minute."
"And, it wasn't a date?"
She pauses and slips her hand off my leg.
"No, Mac, it wasn't."
One part of my brain says to drop the subject, while another part craves an explanation.
"Mim, I had a great time, too. But, help me out. We slept in the same bed. Dressed and undressed in front of each other. Hell, I fed you chocolates while you were in the tub. How is that not a date? And, if it isn't what the hell was it?"
Mim looks out her window for a long time. I steal a couple peeks, but mostly pay attention to the traffic.
"Mac, I told you it's complicated."
"Yeah, I get complicated. But, what's going on between us?"
She slips her hand back on my leg and squeezes.
"I enjoy being with you. I have fun with you. I'm relaxed with you. But, I can't get romantically involved."
"Jesus, Mim, why not. You want to. I think you like me a lot, and not just as a friend."
"I do like you, Mac. But, I will not allow it to become sexual."
"We slept together."
"We slept in the same bed. We slept in each other's arms. We did not make love."
"Well, I sure wanted to."
Mim remains silent.
"I think you did, too."
Mim keeps her silence. I sneak a glance and think I see a tear in the corner of her eye.
"Hey, I don't mean to upset you," I say.
She rubs the tear away and looks at me.
"Mac, I'm really sorry. I thought I could keep this relationship at a certain level. When I stood naked in front of you last night, I think I was trying to convince myself that it was no big deal. We had posed naked together, so what difference did it make. But, I was kidding myself. I was exposing myself to you in a romantic inn with a wonderful bed a few steps away. I know what sort of signal I must have been sending. Then, snuggling you in bed was another signal."
Mim took a deep breath.
"Yes, as a woman I wanted you. I wanted you to take me, make love to me. I wanted you deep inside me. I wanted you to make me cum and cum. But, I cannot do that. I thought that being close might be enough for us. Now I realize that is cruel. I don't mean to be a tease, but I fear that's what I've become. Please forgive me."
"For god's sake, Mim, There's no need for forgiveness. We're two adults who are attracted to each other. That's a good thing. What is it that holds you back?"
More tears flow down her cheek. She tries to keep it in check, but in a moment she is sobbing.
After more than a few miles of travel, she takes a deep breath and gains some control.
"Mac, what I have to say is terribly unfair. I am in the midst of something and I must work through it. I'll say no more on my situation. I also will understand if you never want to see me again. You are a special man. You don't need some hopelessly fucked-up girl."
"Mim, if I thought there was any hope that you and I could move past whatever is blocking you, I would gladly wait, and wait some more."
"Mac, I can't promise that now. All I can say is that I think some things are moving. I would desperately hope you and I could move forward, but I cannot promise. In fact, I fear it will never happen. I will not ask you to wait."
I put my hand on top of hers as it rests on my thigh. I hold it tightly, then raise it to my lips.
"Ok, Mim. No more pressure. Let's just let it go. Besides, I want you to enjoy a stress-free Christmas."
"No nude prancing about?" she adds trying to sound lighthearted.
"'fraid not," I say with a smile. "My aunt is a bit conservative that way."
"I'll see if I can dig out a nun's habit."
"No need to go that far," I say. "As a matter of fact, you can even show a daring bit of a leg."
"Ooh, I'm excited already."
We enjoy each other's company for the rest of the ride, talking about cars and travel.
In spite of the easy conversation, a dark thought rests deep in my mind. What can be troubling Mim to this extent?
The few days before Christmas fly by. We wind down business at the garage and I close for Christmas Eve and will keep it closed on the day after. Since that day is Friday, we all will enjoy a five day break.
I decide to stay at my aunt's on Christmas Eve. She, Sam and I enjoy our traditional lasagna dinner and pour over the family photo albums.
The next day I'm sipping my coffee in the kitchen when the doorbell rings. Sam and my aunt are off to the Christmas church service, so I answer the door. I recognize Hawkins, the head of maintenance at Barton Hills Academy.
"Sorry to bother you, sir," he says.
"No bother. Merry Christmas. Will you come in?"
"Thanks, but I have to get back to my family. I just came by to deliver this."
He hands me a letter. I recognize Mim's handwriting on the envelope.
"Where is Ms. Collins?"
"Uh, well, I guess she won't be coming. I suppose the letter will explain it"
"Why? Did something happen to her? Is she all right?"
"Yeah," he says. "I don't know anything except I took her to the airport early this morning. She asked me and I'm always happy to help her out. She's a special person, you know. I went by your house, but obviously you weren't there. Ms. Collins said you were having dinner at your aunt's. I've known Sadie since we were kids, so I knew the address."
I nod. He says good-bye and heads back to his car.
I return to the kitchen and open the letter. My heart sinks as I read.
Dear Mac,
I know you will now realize what a terrible person I am.
I will not be joining you today. I am off to home in Scotland. I must be there now.
I deeply regret I shall not share this holiday with you, Sam and your aunt. Please convey my sincere regrets and profound apologies.
Mac, I am dealing with some personal issues. I know I have been unconscionably circumspect about my situation, but I feel I had no choice. I cannot say when or if I will return. As some small consolation, I have asked Dede to answer your many questions. She is aware of my situation and I trust she will be completely forthright. I have spoken to her and she is aware I am leaving.
You may think this is the coward's way out, but I had to leave immediately. I could not bear to hear your voice, so I am absolutely taking the coward's way out through this letter. I pray that someday I may see you and we can have the full conversation that you deserve. You have been a brightness in my life that I do not deserve. I thank you for your friendship.
With all my heart, I wish you well.
Mim
I read the letter two more times. With each reading, my stomach tightens. What could possibly be so important for her to just run off? Where could she have gone? Have I completely misread her?
I resist calling Dede right away. I will have to wait until she comes home. I know I'll be in turmoil until then.
"Merry Fucking Christmas," I say to myself.
Sam, Crystal and my aunt try to cheer me up. For my part I try not to mope too badly. In the end we enjoy a great Christmas dinner. I stay until nine and then head back to my house.
The weather has turned and a major snowstorm is enveloping our town. Finally making it home, I pull my truck into the garage and head to my house. The dark interior matches my mood. I turn on low lights and sit in the near darkness sipping scotch until I pass out on the notably uncomfortable couch.
I spend the day after Christmas at the shop pouring over year-end paperwork. I have dinner alone at the local pub and head home for another pity party of one.
I'm still in bed on Sunday, when my phone buzzes. I see a text from Dede. She tells me they've landed in New York and will be home by late in the afternoon. She invites me to supper and to stay over.
I text her my acceptance and wonder if the invitation includes sharing her bed. Or, her daughter's?
I arrive at Dede's around five after a trip that doubled in time because of the two feet of snow that has fallen. She answers the door and kisses me warmly.
"Come in, Mac. It's good to see you."
She leads me to the family room where several people are gathered.
Ruthann rushes over and gives me a big hug. I look over her shoulder and see Chrissy and a remarkably attractive woman. She looks vaguely familiar, but I can't place her.
Ruthann slips her arm through mine and escorts me to the big couch facing the fireplace. The wood is crackling as it warms the air in the large room.
Chrissy hugs me and says, "Mac, this is my mom, Jocelyn Armbruster."
A little bell of recognition goes off in my brain. I know that Chrissy's last name is Castello. But Jocelyn Armbruster is so familiar. Her mom extends her hand and we shake. I look into her crystal blue eyes that sit above the pronounced cheekbones and pouty mouth. Then it hits me.
"Oh, you're..."
"Chrissy's mom," she says with a smile.
"Yeah, but you're..."
"Oh, the 'buts'" she says. "Sometimes, Mac, if I may call you that, I am most happy just being Chrissy's mom."
I nod. Jocelyn Armbruster is publisher of Tres Chic. Along with Vogue it is the most influential fashion magazine in the country. Jocelyn is often contrasted to the editor of Vogue and is known as the "nice one." I recall a bit of her background that is part of the steady stream of celebrity news that permeates both television and the internet.
Jocelyn was a top runway model, making every major cover while earning millions. She had a falling out with the Vogue editor—known as being not so nice, who promised that Jocelyn would never work again. Jocelyn proved her wrong and had another incredible three years at the top. As she approached thirty, she knew the end was near. Her husband convinced her that she knew more about fashion, models, designers and what women want than anyone. He offered to back her to start her own magazine. She agreed but first decided to have a baby, Chrissy. She recovered her figure and began a new and highly successful career.



Instead of starting a new magazine, Jocelyn decided to buy a second tier mag and turn it around. Within five years, her book was as influential as Vogue. She always had the newest and hottest model on her covers. She snagged exclusive interviews with designers and previewed major new lines before any of her rivals; her main one being the "not-so-nice" editor. In one Vanity Fair interview, Jocelyn tried to downplay the rivalry. But when pushed, she simply said she always looks both ways when crossing Seventh Avenue.
Mac seemed to recall that her husband, an Italian industrialist from a prominent and rich family, had died some years ago. From Chrissy's story at the dance, I understood that her mom had remarried.
"Well, any mom of Chrissy's" I say, "is a friend of mine."
Jocelyn laughs and gives me a kiss on the cheek.
"Now, I understand why the girls are all so gaga about you, Mac. You're handsome and charming."
"Shucks, ma'am, tain't nothing."
We all share a laugh and take our seats. We enjoy wine, pate, brie and conversation. Dinner is casual and soon it's almost nine o'clock. Jocelyn and Chrissy excuse themselves to head to bed.
Ruthann and I clean the kitchen, while Dede heads to her studio.
"Had a good vacation," I ask.
"Fab," she says. "Aruba was nice. Great weather, beautiful beaches and warm water. The only drawback was that the resort where we stayed didn't allow topless sunbathing."
She looks for a reaction.
I smile and say, "Probably just as well. You wouldn't want to burn them."
"No," she replies, "but if I did, I could have always asked you to put lotion on them."
A shock runs through my body. I do not want to start flirting with this nineteen year-old virgin.
I'm saved by Dede returning.
"Thanks for cleaning up," she says. "Honey, can Mac and I have some private time?"
"Private time like the last time?" she asks with a bit of an edge.
"Not really your business, darling. But, for now it's private time here in front of the fire, so we can talk."
Ruthann pouts, then brakes into a wide grin. She hugs me and gives her mother a kiss.
"'Night," she calls as she heads upstairs.
"Drink?" Dede asks.
I decline. Dede takes a seat in a chair and I sit across from her, the large coffee table between us.
"Mac, I am happy to see you. I thought about you quite a bit over these last weeks. As you might have gathered, you came up in conversation more than a little while we were on our break."
"I'm happy to see you, too," I say. "It was not my best Christmas."
"I know, Mac, and I'm sorry. Mim told me she was leaving and that she was planning to write you."
"Very considerate of her," I say with more than a little sarcasm.
"Mac, I can understand your feelings, but there's a lot involved in why Mim had to leave. She asked me to tell you her story and answer your questions, if you want me to."
"Actually, I do. And, I think I'll take that drink now."
Dede pours two brandies and hands me one. She sits next to me on the couch and turns toward me, pulling one leg underneath her.
"I'm not sure how to go about this, Mac, so I think I'll just plunge in."
I nod.
"Mim has gone back to Scotland to see her husband."
I'm not sure what to expect, but it is not this. The room seems to tilt and twirl. My mind slows to a crawl. I am literally speechless. The word "husband" ricochets around my brain.
"I know that is a shock and a surprise. Mac, Mim received word that James is in the hospital and in serious condition. She needed to be with him."
"Husband?" I finally manage to say. "For how long?"
"Mim and James were married almost six years ago. Mim had finished university and was teaching in Edinburgh. James was an old family friend and they reconnected by accident. They enjoyed the same things and fell into dating. James can be quite the romantic and swept her off her feet. Within the year, he convinced her to marry him."
I get up and pour another brandy for myself. I fuss with the fire and add a couple logs. I'm still trying to grasp what Dede is telling me.
"Mac, James is indeed a romantic. He is also bi-polar, and, as Mim was to find out, rather conflicted sexually."
"And, Mim didn't know any of this before they married?" I ask.
"No," says Dede. "In many ways, Mim is sophisticated. In affairs of the heart, I fear she was decidedly innocent. When I say that James swept her off her feet, I truly believe that she became caught up in the romanticism and his courtship. She was blind to everything but being in love. And, having someone in love with her.
"I've come to learn all this from Mim and from her sister and her parents. I've met them on several occasions and we have developed a strong bond. They shared their perspective because they felt I could be a friend in need to Mim. As it turns out, I have come to love her deeply and hope I have been some measure of support."
"But, what happened to their marriage and why is he in the hospital? Hell, why has she been living here in the first place?" I ask. "I can't believe she is married. God, I feel like an idiot."
"Mac, Mim said I could be totally frank with you, so I will. She feared you would hate her for not being forthright with you. It's not my place to defend her, but I know she does care about you and is concerned she has probably hurt you."
I sip the brandy and feel the burn in my throat.
"At first, with James, it was all love and romance. As you might imagine, being in her early twenties, Mim was a bit naïve. She had some sexual experience, but not much. She certainly had not been in love before. It was not too long after they were married that James began to introduce some adventure into their love-making that you and I might say borders on kinky."
I ask the question with my eyes.
"Well, James is slightly built. He and Mim are just about the same size. He is blond and fair like her. One night, as Mim as told me, they were playing around in bed. James picked up Mim's underwear that she had discarded and put on her panties. They both laughed as he pranced around in them. He then pulled on her bra. Mim thought it was a bit strange, but, again, she imagined that this is how married sex is. Each person could be free to do silly things.
"Mim thought nothing of it until a week or so later as they were kissing and initiating foreplay, James ran into the bedroom. He emerged in a few minutes again wearing Mim's underwear. This time he added some lipstick and mascara. Mim was shocked, but James was really excited. They made love. Mim hoped it was just a joke. The next day as they were dressing to go to work, Mim noticed that James was wearing a pair of her panties. She called him on it and he said he wanted her to be close to him all day so he was wearing something of hers.
"This pattern continued for a while. Soon, James would wear her panties and bra around the house all the time. Mim began to be concerned. They talked about it and James more or less told her she was being a prude. He said she needed to loosen up and enjoy different things. Mim tried to understand, but still felt something was off. Finally, she convinced James to stop wearing her underwear.
"It was then that he had a depressive episode; the first one Mim had seen. He moped about the house, refused to go to work, drank during the day, and generally was a prick to her. When she tried to talk to him, he shut her out. She kept trying and James admitted that she was taking all the fun out of their sex lives. Mim wanted desperately to please him and return to normal, so she relented and said he could wear whatever he wanted."
I can offer nothing to the conversation and sit quietly while Dede talks.
"James celebrated by going out and buying a new lingerie wardrobe. He said they could share, but he mostly kept the pieces for himself. Not long after, he asked if, as a joke, they could go out together and he would be completely dressed as a woman. Mim hesitated, but then remembered how depressed he was the last time she demurred. James wore a skirt and blouse of Mim's, over his lingerie. He produced a blond wig. After doing his makeup, and having shaved his legs, underarms and light beard, he looked like a woman. He insisted that Mim take his picture. I've seen it and he looks like an attractive woman. Looks like he could be Mim's twin.
"They went out of town to a restaurant. James was excited all night as he played the role of a woman. Mim felt now he had it out of his system. But, James wanted more. He wanted to dress as a woman every time they went out. Mim was terrified that they would run into her family or friends, so she insisted they not be seen in Edinburgh. As James became more engrossed in cross-dressing, he became less interested in sex with Mim.
"She begged him to go to counseling with her. He refused until she threatened to leave him if he didn't. They saw a counselor both as a couple and then individually. After a number of sessions, the counselor asked to see Mim privately. He told her that James had authorized him to speak to her. James was having a major identity crisis. He was more and more identifying himself as a woman. He didn't want to hurt Mim, but he also wanted less and less to live life as a man."
I finish my brandy and pour another portion. I sit back on the couch trying to reconcile what I am hearing with the woman I know.
Dede pats my knee and continues.
"It was not long after that when Mim confronted James. He told her everything. He had always felt more like a woman, but fought it. He married her hoping that someone as beautiful and kind as Mim would help him overcome these feelings. It was not working. James declared that he wanted to try to live as a woman. If he could do so, he then wanted to have an operation to complete his transformation.
"Mim was devastated. She asked for a divorce, but James fell to pieces. He claimed he needed her support and wanted her to remain his wife. Mim didn't understand, but relented on the divorce. She gave him a year to work out what he really wanted.
"After the year, James was still living in both male and female worlds. He begged her for more time. She needed to get away. She found the opening at Barton Hills and moved here. James stayed in Scotland. One year became two, then three. She was frustrated, but gave her word to James. Mac, you may have seen that Mim is one of the most ethical and principled people there is. She said she would not divorce James and to her that meant she was still married. Married women do not fool around. So, this beautiful, sensitive, intelligent, caring and passionate woman began to live a sexless life. A couple times she did date someone, but was so racked with guilt and feelings of betrayal that she swore she'd never do it again."
"What happened now to change everything?" I ask.
"James had decided to go ahead with the operation. He was taking the hormones and drugs that are required. I don't know if it was the drugs that clouded his judgment. It seems James was experiencing weight loss and fatigue, but ignored the symptoms. He finally went to the doctor. Sadly, they discovered he has advanced leukemia. He just received the diagnosis the day before Christmas and called Mim. She felt she had to be with him. She has since called me and it seems that the prognosis is not good. His disease is progressing rapidly. Mim expects he has one or two months to live. He obviously cannot have his operation and is dealing with a deep depression. Mim is caring for him, along with his family."
I sit quietly trying to absorb everything Dede has told me. I think about Mim trying to juggle all this. I mentally kick myself for only focusing on my petty desires. I decide I should go to her immediately and tell this to Dede.
"You can't do that, Mac," she says.
"Why? She could probably use someone to be with her," I say.
"Mac, Mim has her family. She also has James' family, who love her for not only the person she is, but also for remaining so loyal and supportive of James."
"Still," I say, "I could be there to..."
"Mac, you would be a distraction, not a help. She does not want you to see her. She told me that directly."
I feel the second major blow of the evening. First, I find out she is married, now I hear she explicitly does not want to see me.
"I don't get it," I continue. "I felt we were friends."
Dede smiles and takes my hand.
"Yes, Mac, you are her friend and she feels the same way. But, let's be honest. You also wanted to fuck her. I think she also shared some part of that feeling. Seeing her now would only make everything more complicated than it is. Give her some space and time."
I think about what Dede is saying. My instincts still tell me to go to Mim.
Dede reads the indecision in my eyes.
"Mac, I cannot tell you what to do. It would be insulting to try. I can tell you that going to Mim now would not help her. I also cannot say what is going to happen if James does die. I don't know if she will return to America. She has sent her formal resignation to Barton Hills. So, she no longer has a job to come back to. My best advice is to let her alone. If you and she are fated to be together, let Mim come to that realization. If you push it now, I am pretty sure it will be the end of your relationship with her."
"But, why? She knows I care for her. She must know that I would do anything to help her, to support her."
"She does. And, what she is asking you to do is give her space."
Between what Dede has told me and the multiple brandies, my mind is a complete fog. I try to make sense of it all, but only can feel the kick in my gut.
"Mac, let's go to bed. You need time to sort this out."
The alcohol hits me hard.
"So, you tell me this story and now you want to fuck? Some friend of Mim's you are."
Dede smiles.
"Mac, we are not going to fuck. Not tonight, maybe not ever again. But, you need to go to bed. I think you also could use some comfort of your own."
Even drunk, I realize what a shithead I am. Dede is a woman of unusual compassion.
I try to get up and fall back on the couch. Dede helps me stand and with me leaning heavily on her, we make our way to her bedroom.
She helps me with my clothes. Clad in my boxers I insist on going to the bathroom by myself. I sit down to pee since standing is beyond my ability.
I kick my underwear away and emerge naked from the bathroom. Dede smiles again and leads me to her bed. I collapse. Dede cradles me in her arms and I pass out.
Sometime the next morning, I try to pry one eye open. The pain is too intense so I close it and pull covers over my head.
I feel someone tugging on my foot. I groan.
"Hey, sleepyhead, are you ever going to get up?"
Ruthann's voice penetrates the covers.
"I am seriously thinking of just dying here," I manage to say.
The covers move and I feel Ruthann crawling in next to me. She is naked and molds her lithe body to mine.
Her arm snakes around my stomach. Her skin is warm, soft and fragrant. In spite of the pain in my head and the confusion in my brain, I react to this sensual sensation.
"Ruthann, I don't think you..."
"Ssh," she says. "Besides I have a message for you. Your cell phone was ringing. We let it go to email, but the same number kept calling and calling. Mom answered. It was Charlie. He was worried because you didn't show up at the garage."
My befuddled mind clears a tiny bit. Shit, it's Monday.
"I gotta get going," I say as I struggle to get up. My head explodes and I collapse back down. Ruthann pulls me tighter and I feel her small breasts push into my back.
"Mom told him you were sick and probably will not be in today. Also, we got another foot last night. Everything is closed. Charlie said he only went in because he wanted to plow your lot and, I guess, you have some customers, your aunt's and cousin's houses, and your own place that you take care of. He told Mom he hopes you feel better and that not to worry, he'll take care of everything."
Ruthann runs her long fingers over my chest and stomach. She kisses my shoulder. I need her to stop, but it feels so good. I say nothing.
"Chrissy and her mom are still here. I doubt if they will be leaving."
Ruthann lets her hand move lower and grazes my pubic area. My dick jumps.
"So, we can all just hang out today and do whatever."
Her fingers touch my limp penis and trace down my shaft.
Now I have two throbbing heads.
"We can just stay warm here under the covers," she says as her hand engulfs my dick.
For once, I am thankful for my hangover. I do not get hard.
"Ruthann, please..."
She pulls on my shoulder and rolls me on my back. She climbs on top and pushes her lips to mine while her body makes full contact.
I will myself to resist, but instead I find myself kissing back. The overall sensation is sweetness. Her breath, her lips, her skin, all are simply sweet.
My hands move down her back until they find her magnificent round butt. It is like my hands were molded to cup these warm and firm mounds. Ruthann wiggles against me as I gently fondle her rear.
Ruthann moves harder against my groin and I slowly get hard.
"Make love to me, Mac," she demands in a breathless whisper.
Her legs open and my erection moves between her thighs, my shaft in contact with her pussy.
Her voice catches in her throat as she grinds against me.
Moving as if on their own volition, my hands move under her chest to cup her breasts. Her nipples are hard and I move my thumb over them.
"Yes," she cries softly. "That feels so good."
Ruthann starts to raise her bottom, puts her hand on my shaft and moves the tip toward her opening. As my tip touches her hot and wet lips, she begins to move up and down. I feel the bottom of my shaft glide along her warm and wet lips. Ruthann lowers her face and we kiss, deeply and passionately. Our tongues begin to explore each other. Her sex moves faster and harder along my erection.
She slides up my body, keeping my dick in contact with her sex lips. She pushes her breast and the hard nipples to my lips. Slowly I open my mouth and take the tiny bud between my lips. I suck and Ruthann exhales deeply.
She is moving her hips faster, rubbing against me. She rises up and uses her hand to put my tip against the opening to her sex. My tip splits her lips and I sense the heat.
I come to my senses.
I roll to my side and Ruthann slides off me.
"I can't," I say.
"God, yes, you can. Mac, make love to me. I'm ready, I want you."
Ruthann pulls my erection toward her crotch.
"Honey, I can't. I'm sorry, but I can't."
I pull back.
Ruthann pulls the covers off our heads. Her eyes are brimming and she looks at me with bewilderment.
"Why, Mac, why? I want you. I want you inside me. I want to have your cock in me. I want to have your cock in my mouth. I want your mouth on my pussy. I want it all, Mac. I do, I really do."
It is in this moment that I fully understand that it's not right for me to take this innocent woman. Not right for her. And, not right for me. I admit to myself I am in love with Mim. I also realize I'm probably never going to realize that love.
"Ruthann, I am sorry but this is not going to happen."
She looks at me and her eyes fill. Her lips quiver and tears drop onto my arm under her head.
"I am such an idiot," she says as her crying begins.
She moves to leave, but I pull her to me.
"No, you're a beautiful, sensitive, sexy and terrific woman. I know that I will no doubt regret that we will not have sex. I am sure, though, that it's best for both of us."
"You're just saying that," she sobs. "God, I am such a geek. I don't blame you for not wanting me."
I pull her tighter, letting my erection rub between us.
"Does that feel like a man who is not interested?"



She doesn't answer.
"Ruthann, I do want you. This is about the most difficult thing I've done. But, I am not going to have sex with you."
"But, why?"
I wish I had a good answer.
"I know you think that your first time should be with a lover who can teach you and show you all the wonderful parts of sex. Yes, I know we could have fun and I'm sure I would enjoy every second of it. But, honey, you should not just have sex to have sex. Not now. Find someone you like, even love. Then not only will you experience sex, but you'll begin to understand how powerful it is."
"Mac, I like you. I love you."
"I know you like me. And, I like you. Honestly, honey, I doubt if you love me. I don't think you know enough about love to say that."
"That's not true. I do know more than you think I know."
"Could be. But, I think you'll find out that's not true. After you really experience love, you'll see the difference."
"Do you love someone, Mac?"
I remain silent for a long time.
Finally I say, "Yeah, I think I do."
I hold Ruthann close for a while.
"So, since you are not going to screw me, what should I do?"
I laugh. "Well, I am not one to be giving out romantic advice. But, I do think that maybe you should spend some time with Robbie. I have a sneaky suspicion that could turn into an interesting adventure."
"Yeah, but what if doesn't make me scream like my mom did with you?"
I laughed even harder. "Just tell him to keep trying. Hell, imagine all the fun you can have working on it."
"So, you're absolutely sure you're not going to do me?"
"Absolutely."
"Ok, then there is one thing that I just have to do."
She quickly bends and takes my erection into her mouth. Her warm cavity engulfs me and she runs her tongue around my tip.
My resolve is now sinking like a sand castle at high tide.
She sucks me and uses her tongue around my exposed tip.
Pulling off she kisses my balls while pumping me with her hand.
Her soft lips return to my shaft and she plants kisses up and down. I cannot take more of this.
I take her by her shoulders and pull her off. I guide her back up. She kisses me and thrusts her tongue inside my mouth.
I am full of desire. I kiss back. She slides on top of me and once again positions the tip of my cock at her now hot and wet opening. She pushes and I begin to slide in farther than I did a few moments ago.
Mustering every ounce of strength, I push her hips down and off me. I spin her to her side and pull her tight against me.
"No, Ruthann, I can't."
She pushes her face into my chest and bites my nipple.
"Ouch," I cry.
"Serves you right," she says.
"I don't want to make you angry," I mutter while rubbing my sore nipple.
"I'm not angry," she says. "I'm just pissed that we aren't going to screw."
I laugh and slap her ass hard.
"You're such a brat," I tell her.
"Ooh, slap me again, Big Guy."
We both burst out laughing.
I kiss her lightly and fold her into my embrace. We lie together for a while.
"Shit. Since you are not going to take my cherry, then get your sorry ass out of bed and let's have some fun with the rest of the gang."
Ruthann leans in and we kiss. I hold her in my arms and try to banish all the doubts of my decision, even as she runs her hand up and down my erection.
Ruthann gets up and stands naked in front of me. I admire her youthful body, wondering if I am totally insane. She slowly pulls her long t-shirt over her head and leaves. I stumble into the bathroom and take a shower long enough to merit mention in Guinness.
Dressing, I go to the kitchen.
Jocelyn is sitting at the counter working on a crossword.
"Morning."
Smiling, she returns my greeting.
"Where's everyone?"
"Dede took the girls over to the country club for some cross country skiing."
I sat across the counter from her. Her hair is pulled back into a loose ponytail lending more emphasis to her classic bone structure. Her skin is remarkably clear with just the tiniest laugh lines around her eyes. She does not have the telltale signs of a face lift or Botox. Even without a trace of make-up she is exquisite.
"How about some coffee and a homemade cinnamon roll?"
"Sounds perfect, but I can get it."
She pats my hand, "Sit."
I admire her figure in her yoga pants and cropped top over a tight turtleneck. From the rear she could pass for a twenty-year old.
Jocelyn returns with a large mug of black coffee and a massive cinnamon roll still warm from the oven.
"Who made these?" I ask as the first piece melts in my mouth.
"Yours truly."
"And, you bake?" I say with a grin.
"I'm good at some things," she replies.
I drink my coffee and finish the roll while she works on her crossword.
"Here, let me take those," she says as she gathers my mug and plate. "More coffee? Another roll?"
"Full. It was great."
"Feel like a little exercise?" she asks.
"Such as?"
"Snowshoeing."
I shrug.
"C'mon. About a half mile from here we can get a great view of the Sound. It's spectacular during winter. The blues are deeper than any other time of the year. With the white snow along the shore and the dark clouds, you'll love it."
"Sounds like an offer I can't refuse."
We each go to change. I put on on a wool sweater, thick corduroys, and pull on my boots over thick socks.
We meet in the covered hallway at the French Doors. Jocelyn has jeans under a white parka. She has a teal headband covering her ears.
She hands me a pair of snowshoes and we head outside. Sitting on a bench next to the hot tub, we adjust the shoes. Jocelyn grabs two sets of poles from the nearby shed. I pull a watch cap down over my ears and we set out.
The remnants of my hangover disappear with each step in the pristine snow. There are still some flurries, but the brunt of the storm has passed. Jocelyn keeps a fast pace and soon we have crossed the clearing behind Dede's house and have reached the tree line.
Jocelyn picks a path and I take up behind her.
After twenty minutes of steady hiking, we emerge to open space. We are on a bluff overlooking Long Island Sound. She had not exaggerated the beauty of what lies in front of us.
We stood in silence taking in the colors and the occasional swoop of a sea gull.
"Like it?" she asks.
"A lot," I answer. "Thanks for asking me along."
She turns her head and locks her eyes on mine.
We stare at each other, sharing something not entirely clear, and then she nods.
We hike along the crest and then turn back toward the house along a different path. Although I am warm from the exercise, my feet, fingers and face are getting cold.
The wind has picked up and crossing the clearing to the house is punishing.
"I don't know about you, but I could use a soak in that tub" she says.
I agree.
Jocelyn asks me to open the top as she goes inside to gather towels.
Standing just inside the French doors, she beckons me in.
"We should leave our clothes here."
Even my still alcohol-slowed brain means we are getting naked.
She hangs her parka on a peg and bends to undo her boots. I put my coat beside hers and remove my boots and socks. I pull my sweater over my head and see Jocelyn standing in a sports bra and her yoga pants that she wore under her jeans. With a slight smile she peels off her bra and quickly pushes her pants and thong to the floor. She wraps a towel around her and holds one for me.
Her movements are quick, but not fast enough to prevent me from seeing her full breasts and neatly trimmed blond patch.
"Mac, I've seen the Odysseus and the photos that Dede took. So, don't be embarrassed."
I think that I've been stripping in front of a lot of beautiful women lately. Not that I'm complaining.
I grin and say, "Well, if you put it that way. And, I see you are not embarrassed."
Laughing she says, "Mac, I spent over half my life modeling. I've stripped in front of thousands of people backstage at runway shows. I've walked the runway in fewer clothes than you'd find at a nudist convention. I posed for the Pirelli calendar twice. Besides, at my age, I have no delusions about my body."
"If that means you would agree with me that you are incredibly beautiful with a fantastic figure, then I agree."
Jocelyn mouths a thank you.
Stripping off, I grab the towel and we trot to the spa. We leave our towels on a hanger and climb in.
Sinking to our chins we let the warmth work its way into our core.
"Aah, this is good," she says.
I nod in agreement.
"The warmth is great, but my feet are killing me," she says. I used Ruthann's boots, but they are a size too small and way too narrow."
"Hand them over," I say.
"Huh?"
"Give me a foot. I am known for my massages."
"Really? You do foot massages?"
"Yep. Let's have those puppies."
She giggles and I feel her foot on my knee. I pull it toward me and begin to knead.
"Oh, oh, yes. Very good. God, Mac, keep doing that. Yes, yes, right there."
We catch each other's eyes and break out laughing.
"God, that sounded obscene, didn't it?" she asks still laughing.
"I've been told that women rank a foot massage just below lovemaking."
Jocelyn grins and says, "Depending on the circumstances, and the person, sometimes it comes in first place."
I continue to work on her foot. She switches feet and I start getting the kinks out.
"So, I take it you have declined to soil our young virgin."
My eyes widen.
"Mac, I said before you were the topic of many conversations in Aruba. Well, the main topic was the proposed final course of the sex education class. Ruthann came back downstairs looking decidedly chagrined. She wanted to get out of the house, so Dede took them skiing."
"Yes, I told Ruthann we were not going to have sex."
"Can I ask why?"
"You think I should have?"
"Not necessarily. But Dede seemed fine with the idea. Ruthann was totally gone over the edge thinking about it. So, there would have been no resistance from mother or daughter. And, Chrissy made her promise to give her every minute detail. Truth be told, Mac, I think Chrissy was hoping she'd be next."
"And that would have been ok with you?"
"I was not consulted on my opinion. But, I feel somewhat the same way as Dede. I know that Chrissy is mature enough for sex and that she is probably full of the same urges I had at her age. Actually, I lost my cherry to a man when I had just turned eighteen. It was my first year modelling in Europe, a short and boring story that I will spare you from having to hear.
"Anyway, since Ruthann wanted it, Dede was ok with it, I would imagine you had an open path."
"Well, sounds unanimous," I say with a bit of an edge. "Too bad I was not part of the final decision."
Jocelyn looks at me for a long time. She pulls her foot away and shifts over to a higher seat in the spa. Her breasts are now completely exposed.
"Thanks, Mac, my feet are in your debt. I need to cool off for a bit."
The steam rises from her body. Her nipples are rigid. Her breasts are large and firm. I remember she broke the mold of having only anorexic-type fashion models. Way before Victoria Secret models and Kate Upton, there was Jocelyn. At fifty, Jocelyn looks like she could walk the runway and turn heads every step of the way.
I feel the need to cool off as well. The other higher seat is next to her. I slide over and sit.
"Mac, I never intended to insult you. It's just that I thought introducing a beautiful young woman to sex was a fantasy for men."
"Yeah, a fantasy, Jocelyn. A fantasy where you can block out the realities of life and emotions and, most of all, the truth that there is going to be a tomorrow that is not part of the fantasy."
She rests her hand on my shoulder.
"Go on, Mac."
"I think Ruthann is extraordinary. She is beautiful, has a figure that I find borders on ideal. She is funny, sincere, intelligent, playful and without a single pretension."
"You're describing a perfect woman. Yet, you do not want to take her to bed."
"Jesus, Jocelyn, of course I want to take her to bed."
She strokes my shoulder and the back of my neck.
I describe our morning in bed and how close I came to making love to Ruthann.
"My god, Mac," she says. "She had you in her mouth and then partly inside her and you held back. Are you sure you're human?"
"All too human, Jocelyn."
"But?" she prompts.
"In the end, I just couldn't. I just couldn't do it. Call it what you will. I guess I didn't feel it was right."
"Right?"
"Yeah. I'm old enough to be her father, almost. I know I am not going to have a long-term relationship with her. I have slept with her mother. Hell, I may sleep with her mother again. She's a virgin. She should be having fun with someone her age and her own level. And, I'm... Well, that was enough for me to say no."
"And, you're what, Mac?"
"Nothing. I have enough reasons to make me not go down that path."
"And, you're in love. Is that it?"
I turn to look at her. I feel my face turn to stone.
"Oh, was my love life also a topic of conversation on the sunny beaches of Aruba?"
"Mac, don't be angry. Dede, Ruthann and Chrissy really care for you. They truly do. They did talk about Mim Collins. They all felt so badly that she left in the way she did. They were concerned that you would be hurt because they believed you had fallen in love with her."
"So, Ruthann is my consolation prize," I fumed.
Jocelyn touches my chin and lifts my head to look into her eyes.
"Mac, you don't believe that for a second. I understand that having people talk about you can tick you off. I know you the least of all of us, but I also know they all care for you. They are concerned for you. Don't be angry with them."
I could read the sincerity in her eyes.
Now I feel like a shit.
"Yeah, you're right. I just don't know what to do."
"That assumes that you have to 'do' anything."
"What? Just let Mim go?"
"Mac, you've no control over what she does. She goes or she doesn't go. That's her choice for her reasons. The truth is you have little to do with what she has to do."
"So, I just sit here and what? Wait?"
"Did she say she loved you?"
I can only shake my head.
"Did she promise to come back to you? Or, ask you to wait?"
Another shake.
"Then, don't sit and wait. Get on with your life."
"That's harsh," I say.
"Not really, Mac. I'd say it's the only option."
We look at each other. We seem to connect again on some level. She is beautiful and sensitive. Plus, she's sitting a half foot away and naked. I want to kiss her.
I think she feels the same. I move my head toward her.
"Mac, getting on with your life does not include getting involved with me."
She places a hand on my chest and I stop moving toward her.
"Let's get and out and shower," Jocelyn says. "I think I need a drink."
"Plus, you probably don't want the others to see you naked in here with me," I say.
"That's not a concern, Mac. I trust you."
"Maybe you wouldn't if you could read my mind. Or, see how I am under the water."
Jocelyn lets out a roar. He hand slides down my chest and touches the tip of my erection.
"Mac, I'm flattered, but way too old for you."
"You're about the same age difference as what's between Ruthann and me. You thought it would be ok for her and me to sleep together."
"That's different."
"How."
Jocelyn smiles gently.
"Mac, I am married, and quite happily so. You are, if I may be crude, fucked up right now. Even if I weren't married, it would not be a good time for us to be together. You need to get your head straight."
"So, if you weren't married and I was not fucked up, maybe..."
"Let's shower, Mac. And, I think you should make yours a cold one."
She squeezes my erection, rises and climbs out of the tub. I follow and admire her back.
In the shower she looks at my erection.
"You know, I now see what also attracts the ladies. I also am happy that I am protected by my marriage vows. Otherwise, I fear I would be seriously taking advantage of a younger man."
"Funny how sometimes timing takes us down different paths," I say.
"Yes, I agree timing can be a powerful force. But, thanks for the affirmation, Mac." She heads out of the shower, but stops in front of me. She opens her arms and we embrace. We are almost the same height. I feel her soft breasts against my chest and my erection pushes against her pubic hair. She slides a hand between us and gently touches my erection. We kiss. She pushes away and affecting a dramatic sigh turns and walks out.
After drying and dressing, we sit before the fire with large Scotches.
In a few minutes we hear the others returning.
The pile into the room, faces red with cold.
"That was great," announces Dede, "but we need to warm up. Care to join us for a hot tub?"
We both shake our heads and Jocelyn announces we just finished one.
Chrissy looks shocked and Dede arches an eyebrow.
"Just a hot tub, kiddos," she says with a smile.
They start pulling off clothes as they head back down the hallway.
Jocelyn turns to me and adds softly, "And some eye candy for an old broad."
We toast each other.
"Passing on joining them in the tub?" she asks.
"My head is screwed up enough. I definitely do not need to be tempted by three fantastic women. One was more than enough."
Jocelyn nods at the compliment.
She leans in and kisses me gently.
"So, Mac, the answer is if I weren't married, you and I would be upstairs right now."
"Even if I'm fucked up."
"I might make allowances."
The five of us stay at Dede's and enjoy a great dinner, lots of drinking and talking.
As bedtime approaches, Dede comes to my side.
"My bed is open."
I recall the night of passion with her. I look at her pretty face and compact figure. My groin heats up.
"Thanks. I know I will look back on this as one of the worst decisions of my life. Actually, I can add it to the list of questionable decisions I began with Ruthann earlier. But, I think I'll stay on the couch."
Dede frowns. "Something I did?"
"God, no. I'm already hard.'
Dede runs her hand up my front to confirm my boast.
"Jocelyn and I had a great talk today."
"Ah, she is a perceptive person. What did she say?" as she softly rubs me.
"That I'm completely fucked up."
Dede smiles. "Probably hit the nail on the head?"
"Yep, right on target."
"And, that's why you're saying no."
"Dede, you are beautiful, sexy, smart, fun, talented..."
"Shit, you make it sound like an on-line dating application." Dede slides my zipper down and reaches inside to place her hand along my hard member.
"Sorry, it's just that there is nothing wrong with you. I think I need to do some thinking before I, well, before we...I mean..."
"You don't want to fuck me while you're fucked up?"
"Now, why couldn't I have said it that eloquently?"
We both laugh. Dede comes into my arms. Her hand strokes me. We hug, she kisses me, turns and leaves. She returns in a few minutes with blankets and pillows.
I have taken off my jeans and am standing there in my boxers, which are tented out. She pulls the elastic at my waist and looks at my erection.
"God, Mac, I miss that. I hope there may be a time in the future that we can reconnect."
I kiss her again and tell her I hope so, too.
She leaves and I collapse on the couch. The next morning we have breakfast. I say my goodbyes, clean off my truck and head back to Barton Hills.
I am coming to realize that my dream of being with Mim is most likely going to remain just that—a dream. I navigate the snow-covered road. I need to get her out of my mind. I ponder how to do that. Images of Jennifer's naked breasts tumble into my mind.
I wonder.
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After finally coming to grips with the reality that Mim left me and does not want to see me again, I plunge back into running the garage. Although we are busy, it does not absorb me as it once did. I feel disjointed and uneasy.
One night Sam stops over my house. We are having a beer when she says, "So, what the fuck is up with you?"
Getting a little irked, I say "What the hell are you talking about?"
"Oh, nothing, other than you've blown off dinner with mom and me for three straight weeks, you're grumpy all the time, you never want to hang out with me or do shit with me and Crystal, and you generally are walking around with your head up your ass."
She finishes her beer and goes to kitchen to fetch two more.
"I think you're exaggerating," I say lamely,
"The fuck I am. I was actually not trying to make it sound as bad as it is."
"Bullshit, Sam. I'm ok. Just busy at work. That's all."
"Mac, this is Sam you're trying to convince. Something's eating you."
"I told you it's work."
"Ok, you asked for it." She takes a deep breath and continues. "So it's work?"
I nod and drink some beer.
"Well, I've stopped by three times last week and you weren't there. Charlie tried to cover, but finally I worked it out of him that you were taking a long lunch at the Pub. I happen to know the bartender there. I was able to find out that you are there almost every day. Your lunch seems to consist of a bowl of peanuts and four beers."
I recognized the signs that Sam was just beginning to get wound up.
"And, your shop looks like a pig pen. You never had so much as a magazine that wasn't in chronological order. Your waiting room is dirty. The wastebaskets are overflowing. There are all kinds of invoices lying around. I put Charlie's nuts in a vice and made him tell me that you just don't seem to give a shit. So, don't dare give me the "it's just work" line, 'cause I ain't buying it, Cuz."
"Again you're exaggerating. Besides, what's it to you?"
I thought Sam was going to punch me. She got in my face.
"What's it to me? I tell you, asshole. I fucking love you. You are my family. It's like you're my dad and big brother rolled into one. I can't even imagine life without you. You are also my rock. Whenever I get myself so completely fucked up, you always help me get my shit back together. So, when I see you falling to shit, then I make it my business. So, there, you fucking idiot."
Sam starts to cry. I don't remember the last time she did that.
I pull her into my arms. She tries to push away, but I'm stronger and she finally relents. She starts bawling. I understand her love for me, because I feel the same way. Tears start flowing down my cheeks.
I regain some composure.
"Sorry, Sam. I never meant to upset you. I love you. I hope you know that."
She nods against my chest.
We sit on the couch for a long time just holding each other. Sam slides down and rests her head in my lap. I softly stroke her hair.
Sam says, "It's Mim, right?"
I can barely make a sound, but manage to get out a yes.
"Mac, I know you fell for her. I can understand. She's beautiful, smart and fun. I would've added nice, but she ditched you. That's not nice."
"I just don't get it, Sam. I know we said we weren't dating. You even warned me about that. But, still, I was sure we connected on a deeper level than just acquaintances. Then she just disappears. She leaves me a letter, but nothing else. Not a word since then.
"Then Dede explodes the bomb. She's married, Sam. I've been falling in love with a married woman. She knew I was falling for her. Did she say, 'Oh, by the way, the reason I don't date is because I am fucking married'? No, that quite never came out. Sam, I feel like such a total jerk."
We sit in silence for a long time.
"Now, I hear from Dede that Mim made it clear she does not want to see me. God, that hurts more than anything."
"For the record, Mac, I never knew about Mim being married. That was news. I know she bolted on Christmas, but didn't know she told Dede she didn't want to see you. So, I get that part. But what's going on with you now?"
I decide to tell Sam the whole story. I explain how close I came to taking Ruthann's virginity. I describe how Jocelyn and I connected.
Sam looks up at me.
"Chrissy's mother is Jocelyn Armbruster?"
I nod.
"Fuck. I've known Chrissy all the time she's been at the academy and never knew she was her mother. Jocelyn is beyond hot. Hell, I'd do her in a second."
I laugh.
Sam realizes what she's said. Laughing, she adds, "hypothetically speaking, of course."
"Of course," I reply.
I admit that what Dede and Jocelyn said is true, I am fucked up.
I explain that I felt I shouldn't see Dede right now. I have cut myself off from the people I like the most. I have also cut myself off from sex. I tell Sam that I went a long while without sex and didn't miss it that much. But, my night with Dede, my interaction with Ruthann and flirtation with Jocelyn, loosed the beast. Add to that, my frustration by not ever being able to be intimate with Mim, and I find myself in a sexual funk of epic dimensions.
"So, you're horny?"
"Well put, dear cousin."
"Well, go get laid."
"Easier said than done."
"Why?"
"I don't even know where to start. I don't want a relationship. I'm still crazy messed up about Mim. I just want some human contact and some sex."
Sam is quite for a while. Then, she turns her head to meet my gaze.
"Mac, you know Crystal is semi-bi."
"Semi-bi?"
"Yeah. We're committed to each other and are definitely exclusive. But, she's dated guys before. She's told me she likes to fuck a man once and again."
"Sam, you aren't suggesting..."
"Think about it, Mac. She likes you. She thinks you have a hot bod—for a guy. You like her. She is beyond sexy. She is definitely not looking for a relationship with you. It'll be perfect."
"But, what about you?"
"Mac, remember the time in your bed you let me satisfy my curiosity about the male anatomy."
I smile and nod.
"Well, now I would be able to see what a guy looks like when he cums."
Sam grins widely as she looks into my eyes.
I bend over and kiss her forehead.
"Sam, I love you. You are just so there. So open. Crystal is lucky to have you. I would never do anything to jeopardize that. I appreciate how much you are putting on the line, but I cannot accept."
Sam kisses me and hugs me tight.
"Mac," she whispers in my ear, "I'd do anything for you. I'd fuck you if I thought it would help."
I squeeze her back.
"I believe you. But, I'm afraid I'd get stabbed by one of your piercings."
We both laugh.
I take Sam out for dinner and Crystal joins us. I admit looking at the two of them and imaging them naked crawling all over me does hit some buttons. But, I will just keep that in my fantasy file. I pray I do not have to retrieve it.
My talk with Sam has helped clear my mind a bit. I can't put my life on hold while I mope about. I remember my conversation with Jocelyn. I understand that Mim never asked me to wait for her or to make more out of our relationship than it was. I am still pissed and hurt, but I think I need to get what I have of a life back on track.
I go back into work and start making things right there. I cleaned up the mess and caught up on all my billing and paperwork.
Charlie keeps eyeing me carefully and I know I have to say something.
I call him into the office.
"Charlie, I know you spoke with Sam."
"Mac, look I'm sorry. It's just that you were acting so strange. And, the business was starting to hurt because of it. I need to work, Mac. Plus, I hated to see you that way."
I nod and say. "Charlie, I think you know that I don't like people talking about me and my business."
"Yeah, but I was worried."
I stare at him until he can't hold my gaze.
He can't see my smile as I add. "Well, I guess it's ok. Sam told me she put your nuts in a vise and made you talk."
He looks up warily.
"Well, that might be a slight exaggeration," he says, "but I think she woulda done it."
We laugh and shake hands.
A few weeks later on a Friday, a Volvo pulls up in front. The office door opens and Jennifer Condron enters.
"Hey, Mac."
"Hi, Jennifer. What's up?"
"My husband thinks there's something the matter with my front end. Can you take a look and can check it out."
I wonder if she purposely offered up the double meaning.
I call for Charlie and he takes her keys and pulls it inside.
"We'll take a look. Might take a bit. Can I drop you somewhere?"
"Thanks. Can you take me to Caroline's? She can bring me back later."
We climb into my truck. I know where Caroline lives and we head off.
"So, Mac, how are things with you?"
"You know, the same old. How about you?"
Jennifer turns toward me in the cab. "How about me what?"
There it is. I know that we can go either of two ways from this point. One way is that I play dumb and we talk about the weather or some shit. The other is a dangerous route.
I decide. "Like are you and Caroline still having fun together?"
I could swear I hear Jennifer purr.
"Oh, yeah. And, Mac, that offer is still open."
"Offer?"
"Don't be coy, Mac. It really doesn't become you. But, just to be sure we are communicating. The offer is you, Caroline and I get together and collectively fuck each other's brains out. Clear enough?"
Jennifer spreads her legs and rubs her hand along the crotch of her tight jeans.
"Crystal clear. Is Barney away again?"
"For another week. I have the kids to deal with, but our housekeeper can watch them for an evening and manage for a short time."
"And, Caroline?"
"Malcolm is with Barney. Her kids are away at boarding school."
"So, would you guys like to come over for a drink, or something?"
"Definitely 'or something'", she says.
"When?"
"If you think my car might be ready by the end of the day, then Caroline and I can come over after she drops me back at the garage."
"Tonight?"
"No reason to wait," she says as she rubs her breast through her shirt, "is there?"
"Actually, none than I can think of."
"Splendid. See you around 6:30?"
"I'll have the wine chilling."
"Make it Tequila. I love drinking shots off Caroline's pussy." She looks at me and says, "and I imagine off your cock as well."
"I admire your subtlety, Jen."
"I'm never subtle about sex, Mac."
I recall how she flashed her fantastic tits at me.
"Yeah, I'm getting that understanding."
I pull into Caroline's driveway.
"Sure it will be ok with her?"
"Mac, Caroline is a slave to my pussy. She will do whatever I tell her to. Besides, she has talked about your cock a lot."
I have nothing to say at that point.
Jennifer gets out and walks around the front of my truck. She comes back to my window and I lower it.
"Oh, yeah, one other thing, Mac."
I nod.
"My sister is visiting. She has become quite engaged in the little fun Caroline and I have. I think we just may have to drag her along. Toodles."
I watch her tight ass sway up the stairs and disappear into her friend's house.
I drive back to the garage wondering what I just got myself into. The erection pushing hard against my overalls answers the question.
Charlie discovered a bent wheel and replaces it. The car runs smooth and he is checking out some of the other systems. I tell him to call Jennifer when the car is ready.
I leave early. I stop at the liquor store and pick up a couple bottles of Tequila. Arriving home, I shower and dress in jeans and a light cotton sweater. I leave off the underwear. "Why bother?" I say to myself.
I fortify myself with a couple of shots and pace back and forth in my living room.
I hear cars turning into my drive. Soon, the doorbell rings.
I open to admit Jennifer, Caroline and a younger version of Jennifer.
"Mac, this is Shelly."
I shake hands with a shorter, skinnier version of her sister. She looks way younger.
"We call her "oops". She's twelve years younger than I am. We guess mom thought she couldn't get pregnant again, but she was wrong. Shelly finished at Smith last year and is now working part-time at Daddy's law firm. She plans to go to law school next year. This year has been dedicated to having fun. Right, Sweetie?"
Shelly smiles. Jennifer kisses her on the lips. Next, Caroline moves in and kisses the young girl. They stand facing me with their arms around each other's waists.
"Yeah, I like having fun," Shelly says.
"I see," I say. "But, sisters?"
"Oh, we don't fuck each other, Mac. That would be too weird. I like to watch her and Caroline fuck. Tonight, I think I will really enjoy seeing the two of you fuck. It's all just a lot of fun."
"How about a drink?" I offer.
The nod and I pour three shots and freshen up mine. I had previously laid out a tray with lime slices and a big salt shaker.
The three women sit on the couch, casually running their hands over each other.
I'm sitting across from them.
"Mac, I told you I'm not subtle. So, would you mind standing and stripping. Shelly is just dying to see that cock."
Jennifer is taking control. Normally, I want to be in control, but something inside is telling me to just go with it.
Placing my glass on the coffee table, I stand. I kick off my slippers and then slowly pull my sweater over my head.
The women stare at my naked chest.
"So strong looking," murmurs Caroline. "Malcolm looks like the fucking Pillsbury Dough Boy."
They laugh, then Jennifer says, "That's the last we want to hear of Malcolm or Barney. This night is for us. Ok?"
Caroline agrees as she spreads her legs and rubs between her thighs over the cotton material of her Capri pants.
I undo my belt and unsnap my jeans. Pausing I reach to take a sip of Tequila. I place the glass down and teasingly pull down my zipper. My pubic hair springs out.
"Wow, no underwear," says Shelly, who is also rubbing her hand under her skirt.
I turn my back to them and ease my jeans off my hips, past my ass and drop them to the floor.
"Perfect," says Caroline.
"Turn around, Mac," says Jennifer in a hoarse whisper.
Slowly I turn and face them.
I am not hard, but my dick is flush with blood. I wiggle my hips and my dick swings back and forth.
"I want that in my mouth," says Caroline.
"Tops off first, ladies," I say, taking back some control.
Jennifer eyes me, knowing we have begun a tug-of-war.
"No, first stroke that cock, Mac," she commands.
"I need some skin first." I swing it back and forth some more. It is heavy enough to slap against my thighs.
"Oh, fuck it, Jennifer," says Caroline. She pulls her top off. Her small breasts are behind the thin fabric of a bra. I can clearly see her nipples.
She doesn't bother to unhook her bra, but just pulls it over her head. Her breasts are small mounds on her chest and barely move. She has tiny areolas and nipples that now stand out nearly an inch. They are dark, dark red.
"Play with your nipples, Caroline," I say.
She starts tweaking the twin hard buds.
I point at Shelly.
"No," says Jennifer. "Stroke it, Mac."
It's been a long time since I beat off for a woman. I slide my hand along my shaft from base to tip. I lift it to point toward the three women. I move my hand back.
"I need some moisture," I say.
"Spit on it," counters Jennifer.
I shake my head.
"Shelly, lick my dick."
"No way," says Jennifer.
"Fuck you, Jenny," shouts her sister.
She leans across the coffee table and licks my cock from top to bottom. I hold it for her and she licks all around the tip. I push it against her lips and she opens her mouth. I am inside her mouth. Slowly she sucks and licks me.
"I think it's wet enough, Mac. Make it hard," orders Jennifer.
I pull out quickly, making a popping sound as it escapes Shelly's lips.
I am at half-mast and with a few strokes bring it to full hardness. "Now, bring it to me," Jennifer commands.
I shake my head. "I want more tits."
Jennifer starts to unbutton her blouse. Her sister quickly pulls her shirt over her head. Her breasts strain against the light blue bra she wears.
"Caroline, take Shelly's bra off."
Caroline reaches behind the young girl and unhooks the clasp. She pulls the bra forward exposing the white mounds topped with large areolas and erect nipples. She runs her fingers over Shelly's breasts, teasing the nipples to even further hardness.
I shift my gaze to Jennifer. She has unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it off. She slips one strap of her bra, then the other off her shoulders. Reaching behind she undoes it and slowly lets it fall away.
I stare at her breasts. In spite of the awkward situation at the formal dance at the Academy, I could not completely erase the memory of those breasts. Jennifer plays with them, rubbing her hands over her breasts and tweaking her nipples.
"Ok, Mac. Stroke it."
I begin to move my hand up and down my erection. In a minute some pre-cum appears and I use it to lubricate my shaft. I know I should feel uncomfortable beating off in front of three women. The sight of their naked breasts eases any discomfort.
Soon, I can feel the familiar tingle building.
"Do you really want me to just cum like this?"
Jennifer is staring and pulling hard on her nipples.
"I want you to cum now," she says. "I figure you will last longer after that."
"Whatever," I respond and stroke faster.
"Oh, don't waste it," cries Caroline. She quickly moves from the couch and kneels in front of me. Her doe eyes look up and she opens her mouth.
I guide my tip to her lips. She pushes my hand off my cock and takes me inside.
She licks and sucks me. I feel my tip touching the back of her throat. Her eyes widen and start to water. She pauses and then takes me down her throat.
I groan with the sensation and begin to slowly fuck her mouth. She moves her hands to my balls and massages them.
Taking her head in my hands, I aggressively start moving in and out. Caroline is making guttural sound and keeps sucking.
I am at the point of no return and thrust back deeply into her mouth. I shoot and she gags. Caroline then controls herself and swallows.
"Let me see him cum," says Shelly.
I shoot another string into Caroline and pull back. Two more lines of cum erupt. One covers Caroline's face and the other dribbles down to her tits.
I am sweating. The women look at my still hard cock and lick their lips.
Shelly moves to Caroline and cleans my stuff from her breasts, sucking each tiny nipple into her mouth. Jennifer has now joined her and uses her tongue to clean off her friend's face. They then exchange the remaining amount by pushing their tongues back and forth into each other's mouth.
The women sit on the floor with their backs to the couch and look at me.
"Well, that was a yummy start," offers Jennifer.
The others nod.
I grab the Tequila bottle and announce we all need another. They reach for their glasses, but I shake my head.
I bend over and suck Caroline's right nipple. Once it's wet I pour some salt around her areola. I stand over Caroline and hold the bottle over her small breast.
"This is yours, Shelly."
I start to dribble some onto Caroline's breast and Shelly moves her mouth to capture it as it runs down. She finishes by taking Caroline's nipple in her teeth and pulling it out, cleansing it of salt and finishing by sucking a lime.
I repeat the process using Shelly's breast. Caroline laps up the liquor and lavishes attention on the young woman's breast.
I move in front of Jennifer. She looks me in the eye.
"Please get on your knees?" I ask gently. I know if I command her, she may refuse.
Slowly she rises. My erection bobs in front of her face. I step forward and touch my tip to her lips. She hesitates, then smiles and opens her lips.



I lean so my erection tilts down toward her mouth and let a trickle of Tequila run along the top of my shaft. Jennifer opens her mouth to gather the liquor and then moves forward to take my shaft.
I look down to see a woman who occupied many a fantasy of mine when I was married. My dick is deep in her mouth and her eyes lock onto mine. I see pure lust.
She sucks me ravenously for several minutes. I enjoy the pleasure, but am nowhere near to cumming.
She breaks off and says, "Let's all go to the bedroom. I want to fuck you."
We move and strip the top covers from my bed. Jennifer pushes me and I fall onto my back. She lies on top of me and we start kissing. I let my hands rove her body, savoring the feel of her smooth skin and cupping her cheeks to press her against me. She is still wearing her jeans and the rough material begins to chaff my dick.
"You have to lose the pants," I say.
"Caroline, can you get these jeans off? And, Shelly please get my bag from the living room."
I feel Caroline's fingers slide between us and she undoes Jennifer's jeans and pulls the zipper her down. She also allows her hand to stroke me.
"Later, honey, just get these off," Jenifer says.
Caroline tugs the jeans past Jennifer's hips and then off her completely. There is just thin cotton rubbing against me now. Caroline puts her hands to the waist band and I stop her.
"I've got this," I say.
I take the fabric and rip it away. I feel a smooth pussy rub against my cock.
"Oh, shit, this feels good," she cries as she rubs up and down my cock.
Jennifer turns her head and eyes her large bag. She rises up and takes it from her sister. After rummaging through it, she extracts a box of condoms. She pulls one from the package, tears it with her teeth and rolls it on me.
Caroline and Shelly sit on either side of us. Jennifer gets on her knees and positions her damp pussy over my tip. I look down at the smooth lips and raise my hips to make the connection. Jennifer pushes back and then slowly takes all of me inside her.
Her ass rests on my thighs and I start to move.
She pushes against my chest.
"Give me a second, Mac," she says gasping for breath.
I remain still. Jennifer's eyes are closed as she lets her body grow accustomed to what is inside her.
Her eyes open and she grins.
I grin.
She rises up and starts fucking me.
Jennifer is wild. She is pounding me. Her arms push down on my chest as her pussy rises up. She finds a pace that seems to work for her and keeps a steady rhythm. I play with her boobs that are bouncing wildly above my face. I try to suck on one, but they are moving too much.
After a few minutes, Jennifer starts to grunt loudly. She increases her pace and I feel her clinching my dick with her insides. She now is almost shouting as her thrusts get violent. With one final movement, she impales me and cries out. I feel her body quiver and she collapses on my chest. I raise my hips to move in and out and she cries, "No more, please."
I wrap her in my arms and she begins to calm down.
Finally she rolls off. I look at Caroline and Shelly and see they have stripped. Caroline has a surprisingly full pussy that is only trimmed to fit inside her bikini bottoms. It is dark and wiry.
Shelly has a thin blond line above her full lips.
Each has a finger inside.
"Jesus, that was hot," Shelly says.
"Oh yeah," answers Caroline. "Look he's still semi-hard. Pass me the condoms."
Caroline rolls off the used one, sucks until I'm fully hard and puts on a clean one.
She makes me move over and then assumes a doggy style position, next to Jennifer who has yet to open her eyes.
I move behind her.
"I'm not quite ready. Shelly, make me wet."
I move aside and Shelly crawls underneath Caroline. She tugs on her hips and pulls Caroline's pussy to her mouth. I see her tongue start to work and Caroline starts to mew.
Looking at the exposed pussy of the young woman gets me worked up. I slip a finger inside Shelly. She responds by pushing against me. I work another digit in and begin moving in and out. I bend and take her clit between my lips. I suck and lick it hard with my tongue. A sweetness fills my mouth. "Young pussy," I think to myself. I wonder if Ruthann would have tasted this nice. Probably better, I think.
I pull my fingers out and tell Shelly to move. She does and I line up my tip and the red and wet slit. I take her in one push.
Caroline screams and I can feel how tight she is. I know I should give her time to adjust as I did with Jennifer, but, for some reason, anger is building in me and I just start plunging. She cries to take it easy, but I pound harder. At first she pulls away from me, but I hold her hips and thrust. Soon, however, she is pushing back hard. We fuck each other in earnest.
Her ass is tiny. I slap it and she cries out again. I slap her harder and she pushes harder against me. I am going as fast as I can in and out of her pussy and accentuate my thrusts with occasional slaps on her ass.
"Oh, Mac, I'm cumming soon," she cries.
I slide my hand around and feel her clit. It is rigid and she moans when I touch it. I run my fingers along her slit, soaking them with her juices.
"Shelly, play with her clit," I command.
I take my wet forefinger and place it at the exposed puckered ring above my cock as it continues to plunge in and out of her pussy.
I press against it and Caroline calls out, "Oh God, no, I can't take it."
I let some spit dribble down on the opening and I push hard. I am in to my first knuckle and Caroline moves her ass side to side as if to rid her of this new intruder.
"Shelly, when I tell you, pinch her clit hard."
She nods.
I fuck her faster. Caroline is making sounds, but no words. I know she is close. I can feel her contracting around my shaft. I decide to go for it.
"Now," I say to Shelly.
I plunge my finger all the way in Caroline's anus and ram my cock as deep as I can into her. Shelly does her job and Caroline screams.
I cannot hold myself back and I'm filling the condom in her pussy. Caroline falls face first into the bed. I feel Shelly's hand trapped underneath our weight. I extract my finger and my softening dick from Caroline. Shelly pulls her hand away. We look at the two women next to each other on the bed.
I pull the sheet over them and head to the bathroom. I toss the used condom into the trash and wash my hands. Shelly appears next to me and drops down to clean my cock with her mouth.
I pull her up and lead her back to the bed. She sits on the edge and I grab the Tequila bottle.
"I'm a little thirsty," I say. I push her back onto her elbows and pour some liquid onto her navel. As it makes it way down, I put my mouth to her pussy. I lap up the liquor and then begin to enjoy the other taste. Her hips start to move in sync with the movements of my tongue. I make it last for a long time.
She pulls my face to her and licks her juices from my lips.
"Fuck me."
I pull on a condom and, after pulling her legs around my waist, I slowly push my length into her.
"Give it to me," she cries.
I do. Her tightness is driving me crazy and the friction is moving me quickly to the edge. Both Caroline and Jennifer are watching us as they finger each other.
Shelly cums hard and I follow her. I drop her legs and collapse onto the bed, nestled among three naked women.
I awake some time later. The four of us are still in bed. One by one the women stir and sit up. Jennifer motions for the bottle on the bedside table. I pass it to her and she takes a long pull. She hands it to Caroline who drinks and then Shelly takes a sip. I down a mouthful.
Jennifer pulls down the sheet and looks at my limp dick.
"That will not do," she announces.
"Hey, he's had quite a workout," I offer in defense.
"Tough shit," she says. "We aren't through."
She grabs her bag and pulls out a small bottle. She uncaps it and pours a little blue pill into her palm.
"Miracle drug," she says with a smirk.
"I never needed that before," I say.
"Well, you've got three ladies all wanting to play, so there's always a first time."
She hands me the pill and I swallow it with another long pull on the Tequila. I am feeling the effects of the booze.
"And, speaking of modern pharma," Jennifer says as she opens a baggie.
I look at the small objects. "And, that is..."
"Just a bit of X."
"I don't do drugs," I say.
"Yeah, and you never took a boner pill before. And, probably never fucked three women in the course of an hour. New territory, Mac. This is going to be a long night. A little lift will really make us fly."
She places on one her tongue and Caroline and Shelly open their mouths to receive a tab. I shrug and do the same.
"Ok, now let's have some real fun," Jennifer says as she dumps the rest of the contents of her bag on the bed. I am already feeling funny and can hardly make out everything in a pile. I think I see some handcuffs, a couple dildo-looking things, a scarf and that's all that registers.
"Jennifer, you're the coolest," says Shelly.
"And, the hottest," adds Caroline as I think I see her pushing her face between Jennifer's legs toward the smooth pussy that appears to be brimming with moisture.
I smile. "This could get out of control," I think. That is also the last clear thought I have.
Sometime later, I can't say for sure how long, I hear it.
The noise just does not go away. It's some kind of musical tone accompanied by a drum.
I will it to stop, but it continues. It's hurting my head, which seems to be on the verge of exploding.
I try to open my eyes. I can't see. I panic.
"Am I blind?"
I feel something across my face, covering my eyes. I try to move my hand to pull it off. I can't move my hand. More panic.
"Wait. I can move my fingers, but my hand seems to be caught on something. What's going on?"
I try to stand, but my feet don't move.
I hear a female voice.
"Shelly, will you go and see who the fuck is banging on the fucking door?"
I feel a movement.
In a few seconds I hear a vaguely familiar voice.
"Who the fuck are you and why are you answering my cousin's door naked?"
I hear footsteps coming up the stairs and then the voice again.
"Holy fucking shit! What the fuck is going on?"
I really wish I could move or see.
"Hi, Sam."
"Jennifer! What's going on?"
"Really, Sam, what do you think is going on?"
I realize that Sam, my cousin, is in the room where I am with Jennifer. Wait, did she say Shelly a minute ago. My brain begins to clear. "Hey, wasn't Caroline here, too?" I ask myself.
"Why don't the three of you get dressed and get out."
"I have a better thought," says Jennifer. "Why don't you get undressed and join us. God, I bet you are wild. I always wondered what kind of a body you have."
"Keep wondering," says Sam. "Now, get the fuck out of here."
"Sam, we're all adults and..."
"Jennifer, I do not want to hear any bullshit. Either you get the fuck out, or everyone, including your husband and the entire Barton Hills Academy will hear about this."
"No need to get hysterical, Sam. We can go."
I feel a movement on the bed and then a crash.
"Jesus, Jennifer, you can't even walk."
"I'll be ok," I hear her say.
I feel another movement as someone gets off the bed. In a second I feel a body falling back onto the bed.
"Is no one sober here? Shit. Give me a minute," Sam's voice cries out.
I hear her talking to someone, probably on her cell phone. It sounds as if she's moved into the hallway.
I feel a mouth on my dick. I realize it is hard as a rock.
"Jesus, Jennifer, take Mac's dick out of your mouth," screams Sam.
The mouth releases my dick.
"Just because you don't like cock, Sam, doesn't mean you should not let others have fun. Hey, if you want you can eat Shelly. Or, Caroline. She's really sweet."
"Jennifer, you are fucking crazy. Now, get dressed."
I feel a hand run up and down my erection and then there is a lot of movement on the bed.
Sam tells them to hurry.
"Look, Jennifer, my friend is coming over. She can drive you home in your car. You can come back tomorrow for the other car."
"That's mine," said a voice on my left.
"And, you are?"
"Shelly. Jennifer's sister."
"And, you with the nipple clips are...?
"Caroline. Jennifer's friend."
"Jesus. Can you all at least finish getting dressed?"
I feel more movement.
"Some of our clothes are downstairs."
"Just get them all and get dressed."
I hear another thud.
"Here, Jennifer, let me help you," Sam says.
"Sam, you are kinda hot in an offbeat way," I hear Jennifer say. "Maybe we should fuck."
"Not in this lifetime," Sam replies.
I hear grunts as Sam helps Jennifer stand. There are sounds of people walking about and then the room is quiet. I hear voices downstairs. The doorbell rings and another voice joins the chorus. My head is pounding. I want to sleep.
After a few minutes, the door slams and the house is silent. I then hear footsteps coming up the stairs.
"Quite a sight, Cuz."
I feel Sam's hands move behind my head and next I'm blinded by light.
I squint and finally my eyes adjust. I am in my bedroom. The overhead light is on.
I look to my right and see my hand cuffed to the bed. Painfully I turn and see my left hand similarly affixed.
I look down to see my feet spread-eagled and cuffed to the bottom. My gaze stops at my erection pointing up at the ceiling.
Sam is digging through the big bag that Jennifer had. She extracts a small key.
"I should just leave you like this. What the hell is going on?"
"Uh, well, I think it may have been a bit of an orgy."
Sam laughs. "A bit! Yeah, I'd say so. You are cuffed to a bed with a fucking boner while three naked babes surrounded you. Yeah, maybe something like an orgy."
Sam moves in to unlock the cuffs on my ankles.
"Ugh. You smell awful. You stink like piss. And the sheets smell like piss."
I vaguely remember Caroline sitting on my dick while Jennifer stood over us. I recall something warm flowing on me and running off Caroline's body. Could she have pissed on us? Nah.
Well, maybe?
Sam leaves me cuffed and goes to the bathroom. She returns with a damp towel and begins to wipe me. She reaches my erection and moves beyond it to my legs.
She wipes me down and then goes to get a dry towel.
I keep squirming on the bed. Sam uncuffs my legs and I squirm more, rubbing my butt along the damp sheets.
"What's the matter?" she asks.
"My butt feels strange," I answer.
She motions for me to roll over. Even though my hands are still secured, I manage to get up on my side.
"Oh, gross."
"What?" I ask.
"Do you have any rubber gloves or anything?"
"What?" I ask again, more panic seeping into my mind.
"Oh, I can use this condom."
I hear the foil ripping and feel Sam's hands at my butt. I flinch as something is pulled from me.
I look back to see Sam holding the end of a vibrator with her fingers secured inside a condom. She turns it off and the strange buzzing I was hearing disappears.
"You let them put a dildo up your ass, Mac?"
"Honest, Sam, I don't remember that. Hell, I don't remember much."
Sam drops the object in the trash basket by my bed and unlocks the cuffs on my wrists.
"Mac, you need a shower bad. Can you manage?"
I stand and begin to sway.
Sam grabs me and eases back onto the bed. She tells me to stay there while she goes to find a hamper for the soiled sheets.
She returns wearing rubber kitchen gloves. She begins tidying the room. She makes a repulsive face every time she picks up a used condom and drops it in a plastic bag.
"Can you get up now?" she asks.
I try standing, but the room spins and I flop back down.
"Christ, you need to get a shower now," moans Sam. "I think there's piss in your hair."
"I can help," comes a voice from the doorway.
We turn to see Crystal standing there.
"I'll take him in the shower. After all, I've already seen him nude and hard."
"Crystal, you don't have to," says Sam.
"Yeah," I add. "I'll be ok."
"Don't think so," Crystal says. She starts to pull off her clothes. "You can hardly stand. It's ok, I used to work in a nursing home and had to bathe the residents all the time."
She is now nude standing in front of me.
"Of course, they didn't come with a nice handle like this to hold on to," she says staring at my erection. She pulls it playfully.
"Just don't get any ideas," counters Sam laughing.
"Oh, I get ideas," purrs Crystal.
She kisses Sam.
"As a matter of fact, don't throw those handcuffs away."
The two women help me stand and Crystal leads me to my bathroom.
She cleans me up and dries me afterwards.
We go naked back into my bedroom to see Sam stuffing the last of the bed clothes into the hamper.
"At least, the piss didn't soak down to the mattress," she says and then stares at me.
"Christ, Mac, you're still hard."
"I think I may have taken a Viagra or something."
"Just one?"
I shrug.
"Anything else?" Sam asks.
"Besides the Tequila and Ecstasy?"
Sam groans.
"Crystal, let's get him dressed."
"Sam, we can't leave him like this," says Crystal gesturing to my erection.
"And, you suggest...?" says Sam with a heavy dose of sarcasm.
"I can let my fingers do the walking."
"Uh, no, guys, listen it will go away by itself."
"Not likely if it hasn't in the forty minutes we've been here," says Crystal.
Sighing, Sam says, "Well, get on with it."
I lie on the bare bed. Crystal slips her hand on my cock. I move uneasily as she strokes me.
"What?"
"It's a little sore."
"Is there any lube in that sex bag of Jennifer's," Crystal asks.
Sam roots through and pulls out a tube.
Crystal coats her palms and strokes me. It feels better. In a minute, it feels very good.
Crystal keeps increasing the tempo and adds her other hand to massage my balls. I am now raising my hips off the bed.
"Close," I gasp.
Crystal bends and takes my tip into her mouth. She sucks, sticks her tongue in my pee hole and strokes.
The dam breaks and I start shooting. She pulls back after the first shot and keeps milking me until I have the last couple dribbles running down my softening shaft.
She motions to Sam to come to her.
She opens her mouth and I can see some of my cum inside. Sam looks at her, then at me and back at her. She moves her mouth until their lips meet. Kissing, Crystal pushes her tongue deep into Sam's mouth. I can see them moving their tongues back and forth.
Finally breaking apart, Sam looks at me with a silly grin.
"Well, Cuz, I got my wish and saw a guy get off. I even got to sample the product. But as much it was a unique experience, I think I'll stick to pussy."
Crystal uses a washcloth to clean the rest of the cum. They find clean clothes, help me dress and then escort me downstairs.
"Coffee is in order."
I sit in the living room as the two women busy themselves in the kitchen.
"What are you doing here, anyway?" I ask as they work in the kitchen.
"Hey, shithead, you were supposed to have dinner with me, Crystal and Mom tonight. When you didn't show, I called your cell. No answer. I called the garage, no answer. I reached Charlie and he said you left early. I kept calling your cell. Finally, worried that something might have happened, I drove over here. I see cars in the driveway and call your cell again. Nothing. So, I begin banging on the door. Finally, some naked babe answers with her tits all happy to see me. Surprise!"
Crystal and Sam bring a tray with three coffees and some ham sandwiches.
"I don't think I can eat," I say.
"Mac, you need some food to absorb the booze and drugs. Eat."
I sip the coffee and down a sandwich.



When I'm through Crystal clears our plates.
Sam looks at me.
"Mac, what's going on?"
I start to get defensive.
"I'm an adult, Sam. I can see women. I can date."
"Mac, that was not dating. That was a fucking orgy."
"So?"
"So, that's not you."
"Oh, and who am I?"
Sam looks at me and I see a tear in the corner of her eye.
"You, Mac, are one of the best men I know. You respect everyone. You care for people. You're nice. You're respectable. You do not go getting involved in a sex romp with a bunch of trampy married women."
"Uh, Shelly's not married," I offer.
Sam glares at me. "BFD!"
"Yeah, well maybe I changed."
Sam stares at me as if she's looking at a stranger.
"A person can't change that much, that fast. I find it hard to believe."
Crystal has returned and sits on the arm of Sam's chair. She puts her hand on Sam's shoulder, comforting her lover.
"Mac, what are you trying to erase?" asks Crystal.
I snap, "I'm not trying to erase anything. I just wanted to have some fun. Some sex. Yeah, I wanted to get fucked. Is that all right with the two of you? As if you don't do freaky stuff. Christ, two lesbians trying to tell me what is right about sex."
As soon as the words leave my mouth, I regret them. I want to pull them back, but they are gone. I see the hurt in Sam's face.
"Sam, I didn't mean..."
"Fuck you Mac." She stood but Crystal pulls her back.
"We are not leaving on that note," she says firmly. "You, two, love each other. I am not going to let some words spoken in haste and in the heat of the moment come between you."
"Mac, did you mean what you said?" Crystal asks.
I felt my own tears brimming.
"God, no. I love you, Sam. I am happy you have Crystal. I really like you, too, Crystal. The two of you are perfect together. I always wanted only what you want for yourself, Sam. I don't care if you're gay. I love you. Please forgive me."
Sam rushes to my arms. I hold her and we both cry.
After we settle down, Sam turns her face to me.
"You're still an asshole."
"Probably always will be," I answer.
Crystal goes to get us more coffee.
I snuggle Sam in my arms. She and my aunt are my family. Sam is by far my best friend. I can't believe I almost destroyed all that.
Crystal returns and sits next to me. I wrap my arm around her and the three of us sit snuggling on the couch.
"I was trying to erase all thoughts of Mim. I figured by giving into the carnal pleasures I knew Jennifer would bring, I could wipe my mind free from Mim."
"You love her that much," asks Sam.
I nod.
"What are you doing about it?"
I remain silent.
Crystal takes my hand. Her skin is rough from all her work at the coffee shop, but her touch is gentle.
"Mac, I don't know all that much about relationships. I do know, though, that bottling up a feeling only builds pressure, it doesn't relieve it."
"Yeah, I think I get that now," I say.
I ask the time and Sam says it's just past midnight.
"I need to sleep," I say.
Crystal kisses me softly and Sam helps me upstairs to the spare bedroom which has clean sheets.
They each lean in to kiss me goodnight.
Crystal says softly, "Mac, Sam and I talked. If you ever get like this again, call us. We can take care of you."
I crawl under the covers with my clothes still on and fall into darkness. Erotic images of a naked Sam and Crystal won't leave my mind.
The next day I wake early. It's a Saturday, and I decide not to go into the garage. Charlie can handle the light load we have. I call him and tell him to let me know if he needs a hand. He assures me he can manage.
I take a long shower and then wash the bed linens from yesterday. My shame grows as I stuff the stinking sheets into the washer.
"God," I think. "A fucking golden shower! What a jerk I am."
I also clean my bedroom from top to bottom, trying to exorcize the demons from last night.
Later I look out and see that Shelly's car is gone. Thankfully, they did not knock when they were here.
It is not until early afternoon that I check my cell phone. I see the multiple missed calls from Sam from yesterday. There is a new one.
I play a message from Dede. She has finished the painting and invites me out to see it and have dinner before she ships it to her client.
I call her back and we set a time for this evening.
I arrive at Dede's just as the sun is setting. Spring has arrived and the days are longer and full of the fragrance of the annual renewal.
Dede greets me with a warm hug and kiss. I think of the night we shared her bed. I inwardly shudder as I contrast the beauty of our lovemaking with what I experienced with Jennifer, Caroline and Shelly.
She leads me through the house and to her studio.
The painting is stretched, mounted and framed. The size is overwhelming by itself.
I stand and admire the artistry. Dede has captured the violence of the sea, the wantonness of the Sirens and the torn desire of Odysseus. I think she may have enhanced certain parts to make him look more sexy and I mention it to Dede.
"Not really, Mac. You looked like that."
She slips her hand into mine.
"And, I did get to determine that it worked as good as it looked."
I turn to kiss her. We embrace, kissing softly.
"Thank you for that, Dede. You are amazing. I will never forget our night."
"Me, neither," she says softly in my ear. "Probably not going to happen again?"
I kiss her again.
"Yeah, probably not. But, god, it was spectacular."
"Sure was, Mac."
"I heard from Mim," Dede says as she holds my hand.
"Oh?"
"James died last week. She said it was peaceful. Mim believes he is in a better place, probably one that is without confusion."
I can find no words.
"She said she is exhausted. She told me she won't be coming back, not for a while anyway. Asking that I not try to get in touch with her, she said she is going off on her own to try to sort things out."
"Did she...?"
"Did she ask about you?"
I nod.
"She asked me to tell you that the thoughts of the good times she had with you help her to get through the dark times."
My stomach clinches. I realize I am squeezing Dede's hand.
I relax my grip.
"Sorry. Hope I didn't hurt you."
Dede looks up and kisses me gently.
"Max, you never hurt me. You are a good guy. Given different time and circumstances, I think I would be wanting to give us a chance."
I kiss her back. Our bodies meld together. I feel her small breasts pushing against my chest. My hands softly cup her ass.
"I think that would be a hell of a risk, but I also think that maybe we could have made a run for it. But, right now..."
Dede hugs me. We step apart.
"I know, Mac, I know. Not a good time for either of us."
"What should I do?"
Dede looks at me. "Mac, I can't say. If you want to go to Mim, that has to be your choice. She did not indicate she wanted you, or anyone to go to her. I honestly don't know where she is. I tried calling after we spoke, but her cell doesn't work. She's dropped out of sight."
I nod and a dim memory starts worming its way forward.
Dede kisses me again and says she's going to start packing and crating the painting.
"Can you get the roll of bubble wrap? It's in the garage, on the shelf in the back."
I go out to look for the roll of bubble wrap.
As soon as I open the door, I see the British Racing Green Jaguar. I look at the lines of the machine. I recall the first time I saw Mim climbing out of the car. I thought that each were the embodiment of sexuality and sensuality. My mind time travels to Mim and me at the inn in Marblehead. I recall the lines of her body standing naked in front of the fire in our room.
I'm holding the packing material that will enable Dede to ship her painting to its new owner. An idea springs to my mind. My heart races and my spirits rise.
I now know what I am going to do.
(The final chapter of this part of our story is soon to come.)



        

  
    Sex Education Ch. 06
  
  Sex Education Ch. 06

        Epilogue

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sex-education-ch-06

Title: Sex Education Ch. 06

Author: orie

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Epilogue

Tags: intercourse, romance

Series: Sex Education


The sun warmed the stone seat of the crude bench. She sat quietly, her long skirt draped over her crossed legs.
As the pleasant breeze flowed across her body it lifted the ends of her short hair. She looked over the valley, verdant and lush in the spring. The blend of new greens and ancient grey rocks both buoyed her heart and infused her with a lingering melancholy. She was home, but her heart felt like a stranger. Her gaze fixed on the old castle across the way sitting nearly as high on its ridge as her stone cottage rested on this hill. She thought she was like that old structure. Still standing, but not good for too much. She felt stuck between her past and a strangled hope for a better future—a future devoid of love.
Her eye caught movement along the narrow road coming from the village. She could make out a car moving quickly, alone on the well-worn surface. The sun reflected brightly and she could only tell it was dark and low. As it passed by the church, she lost sight of it, but assumed it would be making the turn to go up to the castle. There was hardly any other reason for a visitor to be in that part of the village. The castle's owners gave tours and served a passable lunch in a feeble attempt to ward off the inevitable demise of the family relic. The castle had little historic significance and was far enough off the beaten path to make it little more than a novelty.
She did not see the car ascend the access to the castle. After fifteen minutes, she was surprised that the vehicle emerged on the other side of the church and kept travelling east. There was nothing but the end of the road, less than two miles away. Her surprise grew as she watched the car slow and take the turn onto the tiny road snaking up her hill.
It dipped behind a low rise and as it reappeared she thought she heard a familiar sound. The roar of the engine as it climbed evoked vivid memories. The sun now fell full on the front of the car. A small gasp escaped her lips. The Jaguar leaped ahead, its British Racing Green bonnet gleaming in the sun's glare.
It was her car.
She rose quickly and made her way back to the cottage. She passed the small structure and continued down to the end of her drive. Unlocking the gate, she pulled it open.
The roar came closer. She smiled at the familiar sound as her stomach turned in turmoil.
Appearing around the last sharp bend, it braked hard as the driver saw her standing in the road.
The top was down and the large man removed his cap.
"Miriam."
She smiled at the use of her proper name.
"Angus,' she said in reply.
"Fancy a lift?"
"I just may. Pull in and I'll close the gate."
The car stopped far enough in the drive so Mim could clear it and refasten the lock.
Mim climbed in, Mac let out the clutch and they sped up the hundred yards to her cottage.
He shut the engine, set the brake and climbed out. She did as well and walked around to face him.
"Not what I was expecting today?" she said.
"Well, I felt sorry for the old gal," he said gently moving his hand over the bodywork, "wasting away in Dede's garage. I figured she should be home."
"And, you just happened to make all that happen?"
"Took a bit of planning, but yeah."
"How did you find me?"
"You told me you lived near Stirling. Between the pub in town and the local pastor, I got good directions. It helped I was driving your Jaguar. They all recognized it."
Mim ran her hand along the sleek fender and up the windscreen.
"I did miss her."
Mac nodded and slipped his hand atop hers.
"Miss anything else?"
Mim lifted her head to look directly into his eyes.
"Aye."
Mac took her hand and pulled her to him. He opened his arms and she slipped in, wrapping herself close to him.
"Mac, I am sorry. I don't know where to begin. I should have written, or called, or something."
He kissed the top of her head.
"Decided to get rid of your hair, I see."
She nodded against his chest. "It was not a well-thought out plan. Just got up one day and hacked it off. My hairdresser nearly fainted, but managed to salvage something. Goes along with the rest of my life...not many well-thought out plans."
"Your hair looks great, Mim." He had the wisdom not to mention how thin she had gotten or how haggard she looked.
"Mac, I owe you so much. At the very least an explanation."
"Ok, but first I have a simple question."
Mim tilted her head slightly to look at him.
"Are you happy to see me?"
Tears welled in her eyes. Their cool green turned to hot. She sobbed and hugged him hard.
"More than I can say."
"Well, then, I think explanations can wait."
She cried into his chest for a while, soaking his light sweater.
"Could you stand having a whisky with me," she asked.
"Yes, that would be nice. But, I have to do something first."
Mim looked at him. "What?"
He moved his lips to hers. His kiss was tender, but it broke the band she had wrapped around her heart. She kissed back, wanting to fuse her lips, her body with his.
"I don't deserve this. I don't deserve you," she said softly moving her lips against his.
His only response was to kiss her deeply, crushing her to him.
He broke away. She wanted more.
"What is it?" she asked.
"When you told me about this cottage and how special it was to you, you left something out."
"What?"
'Does it have a bed?"
A grin broke across her face.
"Aye, a grand one," she said.
"Best news I've ever heard."
He took her hand and she led the way to the cottage.
His head nearly reached the low threshold leading into the main room. To his right was a large hearth with blackened stone attesting to its heavy use. He imagined it probably provided heat to the cottage. Mim walked ahead, past the tiny kitchen and into the bedroom. The large wooden bedstead dominated the room. Two windows admitted cool, blue light.
Mim turned to face him as her skirt twirled around her legs.
Fixing her gaze on his face, she softly said, "Undress me."
Mac held his eyes steady. "You're sure."
"Never been more sure of anything."
Mac pulled her sweater over her head, revealing a long-sleeved tee shirt. He ran his fingers along her arms to her neck and down her back. Grasping the hem, he slowly raised it. Mim was naked underneath. Her white breasts bounced softly with the effort to free her head. Mac inwardly grimaced at how clearly her ribs stood out. He moved his hands to her breasts and cupped them. For months he longed to feel these perfect mounds, though now they appeared smaller. His thumbs brushed her nipples and Mim sighed deeply.
He bent to place a tender kiss on each hard nipple. Mim ran her fingers through his hair putting subtle pressure on him to keep him caressing her.
After enjoying the soft skin and stiff nub, he knelt. Mac undid her trainers and slipped them and the short socks from her feet. He slid his fingers up her legs until they felt the top of her underwear.
"Still sure?" he asked.
"Please, Mac, please hurry."
He grasped the cotton panties and eased them down until Mim could step out of them.
He pushed his face between her legs with just the thin skirt between his mouth and her sex. Her skin, soap and sex blended into an overpowering aroma. He kissed her behind the skirt. He continued to move his lips around her sex. Mim whispered, "Hurry, please."
Mac undid the side button of the skirt, pulled down the zipper and let the skirt fall of its own weight.
He ran her fingers through her full bush. Resting his cheek against her lips he deeply inhaled her scent. He had dreamed of a moment like this. The reality of it was overpowering.
He kissed between her legs. Mim's knees buckled slightly and Mac slipped his hands on her rear to steady her. He ran his tongue through the silky blond tangle, up and down her moist slit and settled on the hard nub at the top. She pushed his head tight against her and let out a low moan.
"I have to lie down," she whispered.
Mac eased her back onto the bed and quickly stripped.
She reached out and took his hardness in her hand.
He leaned in and she kissed the tip. His erection jumped at the touch of her tongue.
Mac climbed in next to her and they kissed for a long time, letting their hands freely roam each other. He buried his face in her neck and planted countless tiny kisses in that special place.
"Make love to me, Mac."
"I'm not through with foreplay," he responded with a wide grin.
"Frig the foreplay, man. I want you now."
He reached for his pants.
"What?"
"Protection," he replied.
Mim laughed.
"A cheeky lot you are. Having one at the ready."
"Sorry."
"Just teasing, Love. Forget it and make love to me."
Mac rolled on top. He gazed down into the deep green of her eyes. He never wanted anything more in his life.
She took his erection and placed it at her opening.
He parted her lips and she exhaled deeply.
"Ok?"
"More than you'll ever know, Mac. Take me."
He did. Slowly he entered her until their pubic patches entangled.
Mim held his look. She pursed her lips and they kissed.
Slowly Mac began the ancient ritual know to lovers for all ages. They moved as one; as if they had been doing it for their whole lives. Together they rode the waves and savored the growing pressure.
With one last thrust and a scream from both, they became one flesh, one soul.
It was late afternoon when Mac awoke. Mim was still cuddled in his arms. He felt peace infuse his soul. He ran his fingers through her blond hair.
Reality seeped in. He needed to find the john. He gently removed himself from her grasp.
Returning to bed, Mim stirred.
She snuggled in his arms.
"Again?" she pleaded.
He kissed her. Moving his head he gently kissed and licked his way down her entire body, pausing to enjoy her hard nipples. He reached her toes and then worked back up the insides of her thighs. Spreading her legs he made love to her sex with his mouth and tongue.
Reaching a mild orgasm, Mim pulled on his head.
"Inside me, Mac. I want you inside."
He knelt between her legs and lifted her long legs until they rested on his shoulders. He eased his tip forward until he felt the warm and wet place.
He eased his cock into her, reveling in the velvet feeling of her tight canal. When he reached his maximum, he bent and kissed her mouth and face.
"I love you, Mim."
"God, I know. I've been a ninny. I love you, Mac."
He began slowly and built until his pace was causing both of them to sweat and make guttural sounds.
His eyes pleaded with her and she smiled and nodded.
He pushed hard and exploded inside her. He felt her spasm and grip his cock tightly. She arched her back and let out a long, low moan. They rode each other until there was nothing left.
He rolled off and pulled her to him.
"Magic, Mac. That was magic."
"Better than I ever imagined."
"Oh, so you've imagined frigging me?"
He laughed.
"Not a very gallant admission, but, yes, I did."
"Me, too," Mim said in a whisper.
They lay together as long shadows covered the floor and crept onto the bed.
"How long can you stay?"
"Trying to get rid of me?" he asked.
"God, no, I want you to never leave. But, you have the garage and a life back in the States."
"Well, I made Charlie an offer he couldn't refuse."
Mim arched an eyebrow.
"Charlie is now a partner. He runs the shop, hires a mechanic to replace me and shares in all the profit."
"Can he manage the business end?"
"That's where Sam comes in. Actually, that's where Crystal comes in. She has worked in retail with her job at the coffee shop and a flower boutique before that. She is now a minority partner and responsible for the operations. She'll do great."
"So that leaves you...What?"
"Leaves me free to do what I want. You know I don't have to worry about money. So I can do whatever my heart wants."
"And, that is?"
"Stay in your arms forever."
They kissed deeply. Much to his own surprise, Mac rose to the occasion. Mim sat on top and eased herself onto him. With a slow and sensual motion, they watched each other climb the mountain one more time.
Mac awoke after a short sleep. He looked at her naked body, lying on its side, the gentle slope of hip, waist and shoulders.
Sitting up on the bed, his gaze travelled past her and through the window at the Jaguar standing in the dying light of day.
With Mim and the car in his vision, a single word popped into his mind.
"Sexy."
It was immediately joined by another.
"Home."
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It was a sublet in the big city. I never imagined moving into someone else's apartment would open a whole new erotic world.
Being offered a position with a large law firm in the city meant I needed to find housing quickly. I would be a probationary employee for six months before the firm determined if they would take me on full time. I was reluctant to sign a year's lease and risk being stuck with rent payments and no job.
On-line I found a sublet for six months. The lease holder was about to depart on a work assignment in Europe and would be leaving in a few days. He and I connected via Skype. He gave me a virtual tour of the apartment, which consisted of a large living/dining/kitchen area, a small room he used as an office and a large bedroom with an en suite bath. There was also a half-bath off the tiny foyer by the front door. I emailed him references and used PayPal to give him two months rent up front. He would leave the keys with the front desk and I could move in over the weekend.
I arrived by taxi from the airport. The apartment was close to downtown and near public transportation. The driver helped me unload my three big bags and left me standing in front of a well-maintained, but old, U-shaped brick building. The main entrance lay straight ahead at the back of the courtyard in front. The doorman helped me with my bags. After showing ID to the day desk person, I was given my key and the doorman helped me take my bags to apartment 6G.
The man I was sub-letting from had good taste and the apartment was nicely decorated. I spent the afternoon unpacking and then running out to stock up on some essential groceries and supplies. Collapsing early from the plane trip and getting set up, I was in bed by 10.
The next morning I arrived at the law firm and met four other new lawyers, two guys and two women. One woman and I were assigned a shared cubby and given ten minutes to settle in before we were to meet with the managing partner.
"I'm Kyle Anders," I said offering my hand.
"Ferry Williams," she said.
"Furry?"
Laughing, she said, "No, F-E-R-R-Y."
"Good, you really don't look all that furry," I replied. "But, I never heard anyone called Ferry. Is it like in a ferryboat?"
"You think I'm that big?"
I quickly tried to get my foot out of my mouth.
"God, no, that's not what I meant. You are really attractive."
"Are you allowed to say that in the office?" she asked. "Isn't that like harassment, or something?"
"Oh, I didn't mean you were sexually attractive," I said trying to backtrack.
"Really? Then how did you mean attractive?"
This was getting off on the total wrong foot.
"Look, I meant no insult about ferryboat. You aren't fat. Not that there's anything wrong about being fat," I added quickly.
"Relax, Kyle. I'm just busting your balls. And, it's nice to see you're a fan of Seinfeld. I must have seen every episode a dozen times. It's my favorite show."
She smiled and I felt some of my tension easing away.
"Anyway, my real name is Jennifer. When I was in elementary school I think there were five other Jennifers. And, they were all called Jenny. So, wanting to be different I started calling myself Ferry, using the last part of my name. I never even thought about people thinking I was saying Furry. Needless to say, I've had this conversation many times."
As we placed our meager personal stuff on our desktops I asked, "Why not change it?"
She smiled again, "Because everyone remembers it. That can be a good thing when you're trying to move ahead."
A woman knocked at our cubicle and said it was time to meet in the conference room.
We entered to find the new lawyers and five other people. The managing partner introduced herself and welcomed us. She gave us a quick overview of the firm, most of which we knew since we each had done our homework before applying here. It was the top firm in the city.
She then turned the meeting over to the human resources director who walked us through the meager benefits we would have as probationary employees. She also spent a long time on codes of conduct and what could get us fired in a hurry. Those warnings centered mostly on breaking confidentiality, getting caught doing drugs or practically anything else that a senior partner didn't like about us.
We were given folders full of forms we needed to complete, sign and return. The last part of the meeting was devoted to getting marginally acquainted with the partner who would be our supervisor. Since Ferry and I were in the mergers and acquisitions department we met Billy Boynton. He was in his fifties and looked like he'd seen his share of major battles. We later found out his nickname was Billy the Kid, partially because he once was the youngest partner but mostly for his reputation as gunning down the opposition in hostile takeovers.
He talked for a bit about the importance of this division of the firm, emphasizing that it brought in a lot of money and that we better not "fuck it up". He then gave us to his top associate, Martin.
Martin quickly stripped away any illusions that we would get anywhere near a client or a courtroom.
"You will be our moles. We will have you digging deep into background and bringing us nuggets. If you produce no nuggets, we have to question whether you're worth keeping. This, dear children, is the big times. You do not take a breath unless we can bill you for it. You may have time for a quick pee during the day, but do your shitting on your own time. As you walk back to your miserable cubby, take a look out the window and enjoy the sunlight. It will be the last time you see it for at least these six months. Now, scurry away and I will send someone around with your assignments. She will show you our library. Count on spending lots of time there and on your computers. We've given you passwords and access to all the major search programs we use. So, move along. If you are lucky and don't crack under the strain, kill each other or someone else, and, most importantly, do not make a fucking mistake, you may make it to full-time associate."
Ferry and I found our way back to our cubicle.
"Inspiring," she said.
"God, nothing like making you feeling you're dog shit on the sole of the world," I moaned.
"It better be dog shit and not your own," she said with a laugh. "Remember, shitting is on your own time."
We both laughed. Our good mood was soon ended by the arrival of a legal assistant pushing a cart piled with folders. She efficiently outlined what we were supposed to look for in the folders and that the partner on this client wanted our input by tomorrow morning.
After she left, Ferry and I looked at each other. "I guess Martin was right, we won't be seeing much sunlight," Ferry said.
I pulled my butt home at 10 pm. All I wanted to do was crawl into bed, but I knew if I did not get some physical activity in I would soon turn into a blob.
I stripped and dug my jump rope out of my backpack. I learned in law school that opportunities for exercise were limited. I started carrying a jump rope with me and whenever I had a few seconds of spare time, I skipped to get lots of aerobic benefit. I also added some Tai Chi to help me release stress and would throw in some crunches, push-ups and chin-ups for muscle toning.
I did close to twenty-five minutes of skipping before I took a quick shower, downed two energy bars and fell asleep in less than a minute.
The next day was more of the same. Ferry and I found we worked well together. She was more of a free-association thinker while I was a one step at a time guy. I'm a little older since I had first gotten a masters in finance before entering law school.
We took our first break for both bathroom and food at 2 pm. We found the lunch room and picked up two sad looking tuna sandwiches, chips and cokes, which we ate at our desks while slogging through files and doing research.
Our assigned legal assistant popped her head in at 4 and said the partner we did the work for wanted to see us.
He welcomed us. We sat in his office looking out the tall windows at the city skyline.
"That stuff you gave me today was not all shit," he said.
We took it as a compliment.
He then went on to tell us where he wanted more background. We left knowing that getting out before nine would be a miracle.
Once again that night, I stripped and did a half hour of rope work.
I found this was going to be my routine. It was September and the days were growing shorter and chillier. I left in the morning when it was hardly light and returned in total darkness. I had yet to turn on the large screen TV in the living area. I slept, worked, jumped rope and started over again.
Ferry and I worked thirteen days straight without a break. It was the Sunday of our second week before we could take a day off.
I slept late that morning. I got up and made myself a real breakfast with bacon and eggs I bought on the way home last night. I was enjoying reading the Sunday paper when I heard a knock at my door. I rarely wore clothes in the house and pulled a blanket from the couch around my middle.
Since I knew no one in town, except for work, I assumed it was the doorman bringing up some package or dry cleaning. I opened the door to find two young and incredibly beautiful women staring at me.
"Uh, hi," I mumbled, feeling awkward being so exposed.
"So, you're Thumper," the blond haired one said.
"Pardon?"
"What the hell do you do up here," asked the brunette.
"I'm sorry," I replied beginning to get irked. "Who are you?"
The blond replied. "We are the people that live below you. All we hear every night is some ungodly pounding on our ceiling. It sounds like a rabbit banging its foot."
It then dawned on me that my rope jumping must be right over their bedroom.
"Oh, I'm sorry. I never thought about the noise. Look, come in."
They exchanged a look and then eyed my mostly naked body. They both zeroed in on my blanket and I could see the indecision in their eyes.
"No, come in, I'll go put some clothes on. There's a fresh pot of coffee on the counter and some warm toast. Help yourself and I'll be right out."
They exchanged another look and took a step inside. I made my way down the hall and quickly pulled on jeans, a sweatshirt and slippers.
They were sitting at the tall stools at my kitchen counter and fixing their coffees.
"Let's start out the right way," I said.
"I'm Kyle Anders." I shook hands with each woman.
"Brittany Edwards," said the blond.
"Tiffany Moran," offered the dark-haired one.
"So, I guess I've been making a racquet. Again, sorry."
"It's just that we go to bed really early and it wakes us up," offered Brittany
I caught the "we" part. If their apartment had the same layout, they must be sharing one bedroom and presumably one bed.
"Oh," was my best response. "How early do you get up?"
"No later than four," said Tiffany.
"What the hell do you do?"
They looked at each other.
"We're on the morning news on Channel 4"
"Really?"
"Yep," said Brittany. "I co-anchor the news part and Tiff is the weather reporter. We're the top rated morning show."
"Sorry, I don't watch any TV. So, I guess if you're up at four, you must go to bed at..."
"Between 8 and 9. Today is our day off, so we can sleep late," Tiffany said.
"Look, I'll stop jumping rope..."
"Oh my god, that's what you were doing," said Brittany. "We could not figure it out. We had envisioned some totally weird sexual thing, but no one could last that long."
I explained my work situation and how late was the only time I had.
"You should have said something before now," I said.
"We stopped up a bunch of times, but you were never here," said Tiffany.
"Well, I won't bother you again."
"We don't want you to stop exercising," said Brittany, "Maybe you could just do it another time."
"I don't have any other time," I said.
The three of us sipped coffee and didn't say anything.
"How about if you did it in this room?" Tiffany offered, looking at the spacious living room.
"I never thought of that. But, wouldn't it still make noise?"
"What if you got an exercise mat, or something," she said.
"That's a great idea. I'll get one today and try it out. You can let me know how it sounds."
After the women left, I dressed and went down stairs. I asked at the front desk if there was a store where I could get an exercise matt.
The manager on duty asked me what I needed. He thought for a second and then made a call.
He talked with someone and then hung up.
"I might have something that will work."
He led me down to the basement and unlocked a large storage closest. In the back were a stack of exercise mats.
"We used to have a workout room. It was never used, so the management turned it into a second laundry area. It works out better that way. You can take as many of these as you want."
I eyed the sizes and chose two that would probably fit in the space without too much disturbance to the furniture.
Within an hour, I had everything set up. I called the number Brittany had left and told her I was going to try out the new system.
I jumped rope on the mats for about ten minutes and then called back down.
"We were in our room and hardly heard anything. This is going to work great, Kyle. Thanks."
One crisis with neighbors solved.
***
The person I was sub-letting from had a cleaning lady. He didn't want to lose her and was sure if he cancelled her for six months, he'd never get her back. He said he would pay her if I wouldn't mind having her come in every other week. She was due to come in on Monday.
I arrived home Monday evening with take-out Chinese. I came in my apartment and knew she must have been there. It smelled clean. I went to my bedroom to find clean sheets and towels. Everything was dusted and the kitchen was spotless. I knew I would enjoy having a cleaning lady.
I ate some supper and put the leftovers in the fridge.
I stripped in my room, grabbed my jump rope and went to the living area. I stepped up on the mats and began my workout. Not only did it deaden the sound, but I was easier on my ankles and knees than the thin carpet in the bedroom. I also did a bunch of stretching exercises. I felt great after my shower and fell quickly to sleep.
My routine was settled. I began to look forward to the exercise part of my day. I was in the third day of working out in the living room at around 10 at night and had just taken a break after doing ten minutes of crossovers with my rope when the land phone rang.
This was first it had sounded since I moved in. I was surprised that there was even one here. I found a cordless phone in its cradle on the bookshelf next to the flat screen.
"Hell-o," I said.
"You look fabulous when you work out."
My blood froze. It was a woman's voice, but how could she know what I was doing.
"Who is this?"
"No one you know." The voice was deep and quite sexy. She didn't sound like a kid, but I couldn't make out if she were in her thirties or even forties.
"Look, I don't have time for crank calls, so..."
"This isn't a crank call. I really enjoy watching you work out. You have a beautiful body."
I looked around. I then noticed the drapes across the window were open. I never opened them and quite frankly never even noticed them. The cleaning lady must have pulled them back.
I crossed to the window and pulled them shut.
"Oh, why'd you do that?"
"You could see me?"
A deep and sexy laugh. "Of course I could. I assumed that's why you left the curtains open."
"No. As a matter of fact, I never even thought about them being open or anyone looking in."
"Sorry, then."
She sounded disappointed.
"Wait, how'd you get this number?"
"It's Ken's number. I've had it for a long time." That voice was getting to me.
I pulled back part of the curtain to look out.
"Where are you?"
"On the other side."
"Which apartment?"
"No can tell," she said. I could hear some humor in her voice. It just made it sexier.
"What's your name?" I demanded.
"Call me Artemis, Kyle."
"How do you know my name?"
"It's not too hard to find these things out. The guys downstairs know everything. Don't bother asking them who Artemis is."
"Not your real name, I take it."
She laughed softly. God, it was a sexy sound.
I kept looking across the courtyard in front at the other wing of the building. Some apartments were lit but most were in darkness. She had to be close to the same level as me. If she were any lower, she couldn't see deep enough into my living room. If she were one or two, or maybe even three, stories higher, she could get a good look. There were five apartments opposite me on each level. That meant there were fifteen or twenty possibilities.
"Well, Artemis, the show is over and these drapes are remaining closed."
"Are you sure that's what you want?"
"Huh? Why would I want someone spying on me?"
"Now that you know, it won't be spying," she said, once more with a laugh in her voice.
"Ok, then, why would I want you looking at me naked?"
"Because it would excite you."
"Not likely," I said.
"Kyle, you live alone. You have no girlfriend, or boyfriend, that comes to see you. You leave early in the morning and come home late at night. So, you have no sexual release. You like to exercise naked. I think you have a bit of an exhibition streak in you. I think that helps you manage your sex drive."
"Ok, Artemis, I don't exercise nude to show off to anyone."
"But, you like being nude, Kyle. I've seen you walk around your apartment naked, sometimes, like last night, you even have an erection. I like that very much."
"This is getting sick. I'm going to hang up. I think I may call the police. Maybe they can trace this call or something."
"Kyle, do what you want. I'm just saying that you like being naked. I think deep down you maybe thought someone could see you. Well, I'm that someone. I am not offended. I am turned on. I want to keep watching you, Kyle."
I felt my dick jump at her words. Was she right? Was I secretly hoping someone might have seen me naked?
"You're crazy, Artemis. I told you I never even thought about the drapes being open."
"I believe you, Kyle. But, I also think that some part of you might have hoped for something just like this."
"Like what?"
"Like a woman watching you. Like a woman enjoying your young, tight body. Like me admiring your cock. Like all that, Kyle."
Her words made me excited. My dick started to thicken and get hard.
"Still sounds kinky to me," I said trying to sound strong, but my voice was betraying the growing desire flowing from my loins.
"Of course it's kinky, Kyle. That's part of the fun. Now, open the curtains."
She wanted to see me again. I was tempted to pull them back. Part of me wanted to show her my hard dick. I wanted her to admire me; to fantasize about me sexually.
"Artemis, I'm going to hang up now."
"Ok, Kyle. I hope you change your mind. I'll be watching."
I pressed the end button and then scrolled through the recent calls. The last call just read Private Caller.
I went to bed without showering. I replayed the conversation over again in my mind. My hand slipped onto my hard cock. I slowly began stroking. In a few minutes I came harder than I could ever remember.
She had touched something deep inside me. I always felt I had a bit of an exhibitionism streak. I remember when a bunch of us would go skinny-dipping with both guys and girls and how exciting that was. Playing strip poker in college was always a big turn on for me and I never minded losing and being naked in front of the girls who were playing. Did I really want this woman looking at me in the nude? As I drifted to sleep, I was completely hard again.



The next day at work I was tempted to tell Ferry about the call. I decided not to do so because I didn't want to tell her I was nude in my apartment and exercised naked. Also, I was afraid that she might be grossed out thinking I was turned on by the experience.
For two days, I worked my usual grueling schedule. I kept my drapes closed and I didn't work out.
On the third night after the call, I got home and felt like I was in the grips of a sexual desire stronger than I had experienced before. I drank two quick Scotches and went to my room and stripped. I grabbed my jump rope, walked to the living room and slowly pulled open the drapes.
With the overhead lights and table lamps turned on, I stepped up on the mat and began to jump. More than ever before, I was aware of my dick bouncing up and down. It slapped my stomach and then flopped between my legs. After a solid thirty minutes, I slowed my pace and eventually stopped. I grabbed a towel I had left on the couch and dried myself. I spent extra time rubbing my cock and balls. I pulled the towel away and faced the dark of the window with a semi-erection.
I then did a long session of stretching, making sure I faced the window.
As I did bends and stretches I turned my back to show my ass.
I wondered the whole time if Artemis were watching. I finished and went to the fridge to get some chilled water. The phone rang.
"That was beautiful, Kyle. Thank you."
"This is strange, Artemis."
"Yes, but I find it delicious. God, I nearly came looking at your ass as you bent over. It is a work of art."
I chuckled. "You only loved my ass."
"No, dear boy, I loved it all. I think you have a magnificent cock. When it's bouncing up and down, it just rocks my world. It's the kind I like—long and slender. You are beautiful."
"Thanks, Artemis."
"You're welcome. Does this mean you'll keep the drapes open from now on?"
"I don't know. What if somebody else sees me?"
"Kyle, most of the people on this side of the building are snowbirds. They have already left for Florida or Arizona. There is one apartment where an elderly couple lived, but they both recently had to move to assisted care. There is another one whose owner has macular degeneration and couldn't see past her fingers. No, Kyle, we are in luck for now. It's just you and me."
"Still, I worry."
"Why don't you move the mats back farther into your room? That will cut down on the number who can see in."
"Like just those on the same floor as me?"
"Don't go getting too cute, Kyle. Anyway, I think that there are two floors that could see nearly to the back of the room. Don't try to find me, Kyle. If you do, I'll end it."
I felt a tug in my gut. I did not want to end it.
"I won't, Artemis, I promise."
Hanging up, I rearranged the furniture and dragged the mats farther into the room. I turned to the window and smiled. Her conversation got to me and I was hard. I looked at the window and turned out the lights.
The phone rang again.
""That's a sweet erection. Did I do that?"
"You have a sexy voice, Artemis."
I swore I heard her purr. "Thanks, Kyle. Stroke your cock for me."
I hesitated for a second. I turned a light back on and then my hand found my erection. I slowly moved it up and down.
"God, that's hot. I'm touching myself right now."
I stroked faster and could hear her breathing hard.
"I'm going to cum, Kyle. Will you cum for me?"
I pumped hard and felt my orgasm rising. I grabbed my towel and in a few seconds was pumping a heavy load into it.
I heard deep moans from the phone.
"Oh, god, I needed that," she said. "Thanks. Next time, Kyle, I want to see you come. Don't hide it in the towel. Let it go so I can watch."
My mind was racing. She wanted to see me masturbate again. I was falling in love with a voice and willing to do whatever she asked.
My work days now seemed to drag on forever. I longed to get home to perform for Artemis. She would call at the end of my routines and we would talk. At first it was just about how I looked. Soon, though, we just talked. We'd bring up things from the news, places we traveled to or wanted to visit. I picked up that Artemis had been to many places, or at least knew a lot about cities like Paris, Rome, Milan and other European locales.
After working late by myself for hours, I got home on Friday and rushed to undress. I was walking into the living room when my cell rang.
It was Ferry. She left early today to surprise her boyfriend on his birthday. Now, she sounded drunk.
"What's going on, Ferry? You're not making any sense."
"I just found out my fucking dickhead of a boyfriend is fucking around on me?"
As much time as Ferry and I spent together, we didn't talk a lot about our personal lives. I knew she lived with a guy, but that was the extent of my insight into her private life.
"Are you sure?"
"Well, I walked into our apartment and caught him with his cock in some bitch's cunt. What do you think?"
I had never heard her swear like this.
"I'm sorry, Ferry. Is there anything I can do?"
She started crying. I listened for a while.
"Ferry? Is there something I can do?"
"Can I crash at your place tonight? I don't want to go back to my place and I have nowhere else."
I inwardly groaned. This meant my nightly session with Artemis would not happen.
"Sure. Come on over. You can sleep on the couch."
"You're awesome, Kyle."
I gave her the address and alerted the desk that she would be coming. I looked across the dark space and shrugged my shoulders.
The land line rang.
"What's up, Kyle?"
"A friend from work just broke up with her boyfriend. She's going to crash here tonight. I have to get dressed. Sorry, Artemis."
"It's ok. That's sweet of you. Or, maybe you want to have sex with her."
"She's just a co-worker, Artemis. I like her, but we are not involved."
"Ok. I mean even if you were involved, I hope we could still have our special relationship."
I stopped when I heard the word "relationship." Was that what we are having?
"Artemis, we can talk later."
I pulled on jeans and a tee shirt and picked up other clothes lying around the apartment and tidied up a bit. The phone rang and the desk announced that Ferry was there. I asked them to send her up.
"I think I should accompany her," said Harry.
"That bad?" I asked.
"Yes, sir."
"Thanks, Harry."
In a few minutes there was a knock and I opened to find Ferry barely standing as Harry held her up.
"Help me get her on the couch," I asked.
We maneuvered Ferry to couch and eased her down. She closed her eyes and looked like she passed out.
"Thanks, Harry, I'll catch you later." I had no money on me.
"No problem, Kyle. It's ok. She's going to have a whopper of a hangover tomorrow."
I nodded and saw him out.
Ferry had her winter coat on and was dressed in her work clothes consisting of black slacks, white blouse and black silk vest. Pulling her coat from her, I eased her sneakers off. I knew she kept a sensible pair of black pumps in her drawer at work, but traveled in her sneakers.
I debated on what to do next. I didn't want to undress her; that would be creepy. At the same time, she had no other clothes and if she made it to work tomorrow, I didn't want her looking like she slept in them.
My thoughts were interrupted by the land line.
"She looks wasted," said Artemis.
"Completely. I'm wondering what I should do about her clothes."
"Oh, like whether to let her sleep in them and be a mess or get her out of them and risk her screaming rape."
"God, I never thought about rape. I don't think Ferry would do that."
"Furry?"
"No, F-E-R-R-Y. It's a bit of a story and I'll explain at another time. What should I do, Artemis?"
"That's so cute," she said in her deep sexy voice. "You're asking me for advice."
"Well, you're the only woman here, or at least that I can talk to."
"Well, in the end, I think she would prefer not to look like a gal who slept in her clothes while passed out drunk. I say take off her pants and blouse, but definitely do not mess with her undies. And, give her something to wear, like a big shirt of yours."
"Thanks. Call me later."
I got a blue oxford shirt from my room. Standing over Ferry, I called her name. No response. I grabbed her toes and shook her foot. Just loud snores came from her mouth.
I bent over and spoke into her ear. "Ferry, I want to get your good clothes off so they won't get wrinkled. Is that ok?"
Nothing. I lightly tapped her face, "Ferry, I'm going to undress you. Is that ok?" I said more loudly.
She opened her eyes for a second, smiled and said, "I'm all yours." She then closed her eyes and passed out again.
Deciding to move ahead, I undid her belt and opened her waistband. Easing down the zipper I could see she was not wearing pantyhose. The top of a pair of black panties came into view. I lifted her and eased the pants past her hips, down her legs and off her. I folded them and put them on the coffee table. She wore black, sheer knee-highs and I pulled them off. Her toenails were a bright pink.
Her bikini underwear was satiny and clung to her. I couldn't tell if she was "furry."
Working her vest off, I undid the buttons on her blouse and slipped it free. She wore a matching black satin bra. Her nipples pushed against the soft fabric. Her breasts were small, but I had figured that out just by seeing her in clothes. She had a flat and firm tummy. The top of a tattoo showed at the band of her panties. I could just see a curved section of something red. I couldn't make out the design and I was not about to lift the band to look inside. I felt guilty enough seeing her like this. God, I hoped she wouldn't hate me.
I pulled my shirt on her, struggling with her arms. I finally was able to button it up. I slipped a pillow under her head and covered her with a down comforter. I opened the half-bath door and turned on the light. I figured if she got up in the night, she might be able to find the toilet.
I left another table lamp on and headed to my bedroom. I stripped and crawled into bed. The bedside phone rang.
"Nicely done, Kyle. You were gentle and gentlemanly."
"I still feel like a perv."
"Well, you weren't. But, if you'd like to feel like one, go back into the living room and give me a show."
"Are you crazy? What if she wakes up?"
Artemis laughed. I got hard listening to that laugh. "Seriously, Kyle, you think she's going to wake up. Come on, I really want to see you. Are you hard?"
My throat was dry, but I managed to croak, "Yes."
"Good, because I'm wet. I want to get off looking at you all hard standing a few feet away from your co-worker. God, that's hot." Artemis moaned into the phone.
I got out of bed and slowly walked to the living room. I quietly moved over to the couch. Ferry was still snoring, but softer, and breathing more steadily this time. She was in a deep sleep.
I moved to the window. I still held the phone in my hand.
"How's this?"
"Mmm, too dark. Turn on another light."
I looked back at Ferry, but she hadn't moved. I turned on another table lamp and it illuminated my body.
"I love your hard cock, Kyle. Stroke it for me."
I looked over my shoulder once more and confirmed Ferry was sleeping. I moved my hand to my erection and began moving it slowly up and down.
"Ooh, I like that. That's a big cock, Kyle."
I kept stroking, picking up the pace.
"Do you masturbate after our sessions?"
I whispered "yes" into the phone.
"Good. Me, too. I also masturbate during them. I'm doing that right now. Kyle, I am so wet. I have two fingers inside. I'm going to put the phone down because I need to use my other hand on my clit."
I heard her moans and then detected a squishy sound. Artemis must have placed the phone next to her pussy. I could hear her fingers sliding in and out and the wet sound as she worked them harder.
I picked up my pace. I could not last much longer. I gestured for Artemis to pick up her phone.
"What, Kyle? I've already cum twice and heading for a third."
"I can't hold out much longer," I whispered.
"Let it go, baby, let it go. I want to see you cum."
I felt my balls tighten and the hot liquid race up my dick. I exploded and sent streams of cum out toward the window. I could hear Artemis encouraging me, but I was beyond needed any urging. I kept pumping and shot three more streams before I started to regain my senses.
"That was beautiful, babe. I loved watching you cum."
"Kyle? Kyle is that you?"
My heart stopped as I heard Ferry's voice.
"Kyle is that you? Where am I?'
I dropped the phone on a chair and quickly moved back to the couch. I was naked, but there was nothing I could do about it.
I knelt down beside her, hiding my naked lower half. She was trying to sit up.
"Where am I?"
"You're in my apartment. Remember you called and asked if you could crash here?"
"I did?"
"Yeah, you didn't want to go home because of, well, what you saw before."
Ferry rubbed her temples and then popped her eyes open.
"Shit. That asshole was screwing someone in our bed. God, what a fool I am."
I took her hand and eased her back down.
"Don't worry about that tonight. Just try to get some sleep."
"I'm sorry I've put you through all this, Kyle. I remember going to a bar and ordering shots of tequila. I don't know how many I had, but I sorta recall calling someone."
"I guess that was me. I think you took a cab here. You're ok now. Just rest."
"Thanks, again, Kyle. You're sweet."
She ran her hand down my arm. She closed her eyes. I watched her and then she opened them
"Kyle, I think I saw you at the window. You were naked."
"Uh, Ferry, I had to get up to, uh, go the bathroom and decided to check on you. You were still asleep. I was going to close the drapes so the sun wouldn't wake you in the morning. That's when you called out."
"Oh, ok. You know I kinda remember something else. But my mind is so foggy."
"Yeah, that happens after tequila. Just go back to sleep. I'll see you in the morning."
Ferry closed her eyes. I stayed by her side until her breathing evened out. I didn't dare risk cleaning the window now. I walked over and pulled the drapes closed. I picked up the phone and was about to go back to my bedroom.
"I don't know if this is a dream or not," I heard Ferry say. "But you have a fantastic ass."
She rolled over and I made my exit.
The next morning I was up early and showered and dressed. Ferry was still sleeping as I made coffee. Being a Saturday, we didn't have to show up for work until 9.
I cleaned off the streaks on the window and then started breakfast. I was making toast when I heard her stirring.
She opened one eye and looked my way. Her hair was a mess, her mascara was streaking her cheeks and her entire face was puffy. Thank god she didn't have a mirror handy.
Slowly she sat up and I brought her a large mug of coffee, fixed as she liked it with three sugars and five creams.
She wrapped her hands around the mug and inhaled the aromas before taking a sip.
"Ah, that feels good. Kyle, you wouldn't have any Advil to go with this?"
I smiled and got a bottle from the kitchen. I poured two into her palm. She looked at me and I poured two more. She swallowed them with a drink of coffee.
I sat on the edge of the large coffee table. She had the comforter wrapped around her legs. After a couple more sips, she looked at her pile of clothes next to me.
"Uh, I don't suppose I was able to take those off and pile them so neatly on the table."
I smiled and said, "Not really."
"God, I am so embarrassed. Kyle I never get like this. God, I am so, so embarrassed. You had to undress me. Shit!"
She took another sip and then looked over the rim at me.
"At least I had good underwear on."
We both laughed.
"Ferry, I'm sorry. I debated about letting you sleep in your clothes. But I thought if you want to go into work today and not have to go home, you probably didn't want to look like, well, like you slept in your clothes. I tried to be as discrete as possible."
"I believe you. I know you would never do anything to take advantage of me. Thanks, Kyle."
I nodded and thought how close I had come to lifting the band of her underwear to look inside.
"God, tequila wrecks me," she said. "Makes do crazy shit. Also, gives me weird dreams. I could swear we were talking last night and then I saw you naked. That was a dream, right?"
I felt my balls tighten. "Ferry, I came in to close the drapes so the sun wouldn't disturb you. You woke up and we talked for a couple minutes."
"Were you naked?"
"I had on boxers. I guess the naked part is a dream."
"Wow, it seems so real. As I said, tequila messes with me bad."
"Do you feel up to going to the office?"
Ferry grinned. "No, but I will. We have a lot of crap to get done."
"Yeah. How about you grab a shower and I'll make us some breakfast. We'll spurge and take a cab in. We should be able to make it close to nine."
"Deal."
I took her mug and she stood, letting the comforter drop on the couch. Without being too obvious, I admired her slim legs. She picked up her pile of clothes and took the mug back from me. I pointed her toward my room and told her there were clean towels in the bathroom.
I further admired the sway of her firm butt going down the hall. In a few seconds I heard a scream. I was hurrying down the hall when Ferry appeared in my doorway.
"I look like shit, Kyle. I can't believe I let you see me like this."
"I think it's kinda cute."
"Cute! You've got a strange sense of cute. I scared myself looking in the mirror. Could you find my purse? I might have enough make-up to do emergency repairs."
I found her purse and brought it to the bathroom. I could hear the shower running.
"Got it," I shouted.
"Could you put it on the counter?"
I pushed the door open. My shower door was opaque and I could make out her naked form behind it.
"Hey, no fair staring," she said with a giggle.
"Just putting the purse down," I called out.
"Not all that much to see, anyway," she called out and laughed again, "especially after last night."
"Ferry, I didn't see anything. Really."
"I believe you."
All the while I was staring at her nude back. I could clearly make out her form and her tight rear.
I left the bathroom and adjusted the erection that immediately appeared as I glimpsed her body. I certainly seemed to think there was more than enough to see.
Work sucked and I felt bad for Ferry. She never complained and held up her share of the case we were working on, with the help of caffeine and Advil. We wrapped around six after the partner reviewed our material and said it didn't suck out loud.
Standing outside our building, I offered to buy her supper.
"Think I better go home and face the inevitable."
Ferry told me she spoke with her boyfriend this afternoon when I was in the library. He tried to apologize, but she cut him no slack.
"Really, Kyle, can you think of any reason that would justify screwing someone else? And, doing it our own bed."
I had no answer to that.
"I told him it was over and to pack his shit. He was crying and begging for a second chance. No way. I sorta thought he was a dick before. Now I know for sure."
"Do you want me to come along?"
"Why?"
"I don't know. In case, like he gets weird or something."
Ferry considered what I said.
"You mean if he gets violent?"
"It happens, Ferry."
"Don't think so in this case. He's a prick, but he has no balls to go with it."
We both laughed.
"Call me, though," I said. "Let me know everything's ok."
"I promise. And, thanks again. You were a good friend."
She hugged me and kissed my cheek. We waved and headed in our own directions.



True to her word, Ferry called later that night. I was doing naked Tai Chi for me and Artemis.
"Well, it's over." I could detect a thickness in her voice that led me to think she had been crying.
"Rough?"
"You could say that. Shit, Kyle, the guy cheated on me. I wanted him gone. But, still, I broke down and was all girly-girly bawling my freakin' eyes out. Finally, I just pushed him out the door. I sat and cried for an hour before I could call you."
"Want some company?"
She paused for a long time.
"Thanks, but not tonight. I'll be all right."
"I can bring tequila," I said.
She laughed. "Just what I don't need. Seriously, I think I'll just sit here and have a one person pity party."
"Call me tomorrow?"
"What for?" she asked.
"Just to say hi. I don't want to worry about you."
"Ok, I'll call. Thanks, Kyle. I appreciate it."
"Take care, Ferry."
For more than the first time, I thought about Ferry as an attractive and sexy woman. Recognizing all the complications, let alone our firm's rules against involvement with co-workers, I wondered if maybe we could move in an interesting direction.
To be continued.
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As I put my phone down after saying good night to Ferry, another vision of her sleeping in underwear on my couch flashed through my mind. Her body was more than attractive and had me thinking about maybe being in a situation where I could remove her clothes while she took off mine. I was idly stroking my dick as I was still standing nude in my living room. I was enjoying letting my imagination going a little wild when the land line rang.
"Hi, Kyle," purred the sexy voice of Artemis.
"Hey. What's up?"
"Was that Ferry on the phone?"
"How could you tell?"
"You were smiling all while you were talking."
"She's nice."
"And cute," added Artemis. "So, anything up?"
"Yeah, she bounced her cheating boyfriend. It's the right decision, but I think she's still broken up about it."
"Those things hurt, no matter who was at fault."
"Voice of experience?" I asked.
"Might say I've had a few occasions like that."
"Is that all I get?"
"For now, yes. We have more important things to discuss."
"Such as," I prompted.
"Such as letting me watch you get off again."
"Care to join me?"
"Oh, I will, babe. No doubt about it."
"Can I ask you something?"
She hesitated and then told me to go ahead.
"Do you use a telescope or binoculars, or something?"
That sexy laugh sent a ripple through my body.
"I have a very expensive pair of binoculars. I have a stand for them so I can look and have two hands free. It really brings things close. It's like I can reach out and touch you."
"Would you like that?"
She was quiet for a long time.
"Kyle, I don't want to do anything that would jeopardize what we have. I think that watching and fantasizing is what works right now."
"Ok, I'm good with this."
We hung up and I start playing with myself. In short time I was hard. What surprised me was the mental images of Ferry lying on my couch in her underwear that did the trick. I pumped hard and soon was shooting all over the mats.
I answered the phone.
"Beautiful, Kyle. I came, too. Thanks."
"Thank you, Artemis. Will I ever get to meet you?"
I heard a long sigh. "Kyle, as I said, let's keep it like this. We both have fun and there are no turns in the road we have to manage. Can we do this?"
"Sure, Artemis. We can do this."
***
As time went on, Ferry and I seemed to deepen our friendship. She never brought her personal life into work. The one time I asked about her ex, she just answered, "Ancient history."
Occasionally, we'd stop for a drink after work. We enjoyed talking with each other about non-legal stuff. We both shared an interest in old TV shows and would test each other on stupid trivia questions about Friends, Seinfeld and especially Curb Your Enthusiasm.
Nights were reserved for Artemis. I still exercised naked and she still watched. She didn't ask me to masturbate every evening, but I never refused her when she did. We talked a lot about travel and film. She knew a great deal about foreign films. A couple times we each logged into Netflix and watched the same movie together. It was almost like a date. Except on most dates I'm not naked and I usually have met the person I'm dating. Without ever having seen her, I felt like Artemis was becoming one of my best friends.
***
It was Thanksgiving week. To our shock, Martin said we could have all Thanksgiving off and to our greater amazement he told us to take the day after as a holiday. We did have to come in on Saturday, but having two days in a row off was more than we ever expected.
After I changed my exercise routine and didn't keep them awake at night, the TV Girls and I started to become friendly. We would often see each other on weekends in the elevator or laundry room. They were always cheerful and we enjoyed each other's company. I had them up a couple times for drinks and a pizza. They reciprocated and had me down for drinks a few times.
They invited me to their apartment for Thanksgiving dinner. Brittany said Tiffany would do the cooking since, as she put it, "I totally suck in the kitchen."
They told me I could invite a friend. I asked Ferry.
"Really, the TV Girls can cook?"
"I don't know, but Brittany says Tiffany can."
I had Tivo'd the morning news a few times to watch them. I had to admit they were good in that vacuous way of morning television.
"So, this is just like the two of us going to their apartment for dinner?" Ferry asked.
"Uh, yeah. I think that's what it means when someone asks you to join them for Thanksgiving."
"No, I mean it's not a, well, a date."
I looked at her.
"You think I'm asking you out?"
"No, not really. I just wanted to be clear if you were or weren't."
"I don't think I am. But, say I did. What would you say?"
"You mean hypothetically if you were to ask me out, say to a Thanksgiving dinner, and, again, hypothetically you were asking me to go as your date, what would I say?"
"Exactly," I said laughing at her convoluted question. "Hypothetically, speaking."
Ferry smiled at me, "Well, hypothetically, I think I'd say yes."
"Really, Ferry. You'd go on a date with me?"
"Of course I would. Kyle, you're the smartest guy I know. You're way brighter than most of the partners here. But, Jesus, you are slow to pick up on some things."
"You mean you wanted me to ask you out?"
"Yes, Kyle. I wanted you to ask me out. I mean I keep asking you if you are doing anything on Sundays. Do you have any plans? Is anything going on?"
"I thought we were just talking."
"We were talking. But, I was trying to send you a message, too."
"Ferry, I wanted to ask you out for a long time. But, I felt you were still getting over the asshole. Every time I mentioned going to a bar with some other people, you said you wanted to just hang out at your apartment. I assumed you didn't want to get involved with anyone."
Ferry looked around our cubicle to see if anyone was passing by. Seeing we were alone, she leaned in and kissed me.
"Kyle, I did want to hang around my apartment. I sorta hoped you would want to hang with me. And, I don't want to get involved with anyone," she said. "I want to get involved with you."
I smiled all the way home thinking about that kiss. Ferry was really cute and she wanted to go out with me. She's a few inches shorter than I am, making her about 5'7". As I found out the night she passed out, she has a fit and trim body with nice legs. Her brunette hair falls to her shoulders and is usually pulled back into a loose ponytail. Her blue eyes would light up with excitement when we were working and she was deep into it. I began to wonder what she would be like in bed. I then told myself to slow down. We were just going to go to a dinner together.
I came into my apartment and turned on the lights in the living room. The phone immediately rang.
"Hi," I said knowing it must be Artemis.
"Hi, yourself. What's up?"
I told her about work and then that we were going to the TV girls for Thanksgiving.
"That's nice. I'm happy you won't be alone. But, who is 'we'?"
"Ferry."
"Ah, the cute one with the sexy underwear."
I laughed and nodded.
"So..."
"So, what?" I pushed back.
"So, are you two becoming an item?"
"An item?" I said and laughed. Maybe Artemis was older than she sounded.
"You know what I mean. Are you two starting to date or get involved?"
I eased my winter jacket off and went to the fridge for a beer.
"Funny, we talked about the dating thing," I said. "I think we agreed we might try it."
"That's nice, Kyle. From what you've told me, she sounds like a great person. I'm happy for you."
"Honestly?"
"Absolutely," she said. "As long as we can continue in our special way."
"I'd like that."
"Wonderful, because I've got a little surprise tonight."
"What's that?"
I could hear Artemis let out a long breath.
"We want you to strip in front of us."
"Us? There's someone with you?"
"That's the second part of the surprise. My daughter is here."
My heart stopped.
"Artemis, I'm not sure about this. I mean it's one thing that two adults agree on the exhibitionist and voyeur thing. I don't think we are breaking any laws. But, I cannot involve a child. That's wrong and totally illegal. There are laws against any sex involving minors."
Artemis' hearty laugh filled the phone.
"Kyle, you are so sweet. Yes my daughter is my child, but she is not a minor. She's over 21 and going to be a junior in college. How old do you think I am?"
I never resolved how old I thought she was. Her voice was not that of a twenty-year old. But, to have a daughter who was probably 20 or 21 could make her close to late forties or fifty. I don't want to guess the wrong age.
"Uh, I don't know."
"Well, let's leave it at I'm old enough to have a daughter in college, but still far from collecting social security. Does that freak you out?"
"No. I'm good with all that."
"Ok," Artemis said, "will you strip for us?"
"Can I talk with her?"
I could tell Artemis had covered the mouthpiece with her hand as muffled voices sounded in the background.
"Hi, Kyle."
The voice was a younger version of Artemis. The same deep and sexy quality made my blood pump a little faster.
"Hi. What's your name?"
"You can call me Dido."
Laughing I said, "So your mother is from the Greeks and you're from the Romans."
She giggled and said, "We both like the classics. I'm glad to see you do too."
"So, you're ok with all this"
"Mom has been telling me about what you two do. I think it's sexy. I want to see what she gets to see."
"You don't think it's kinky?"
"God, yes. It's way fucking kinky. That's the attraction. I know my mom is a sexy and sensual woman. I hope I can be like her all my life. She gets a real rush from watching you. So, I'm all for joining in."
"You know she does more than just watch."
A pause and then, "Yes. She told me. It's sexy."
"Ok, can you give me back to your mom?"
"Sure, but I hope you go through with this."
"So?" Artemis asked.
"You're sure?"
"Yes, Kyle. We are both very sure."
I put my handset on speaker and set it on the side table nearest me.
Slowly I unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off. I was wearing a long-sleeved tee shirt and pulled it over my head.
"Nice pecs," said Dido through the speaker.
I kicked my shoes off and bent to tug my socks from my feet.
I looked into the dark night and undid my belt. Unsnapping my pants, I slowly slid my zipper down. Easing them past my hips, my pants hit the floor and I stepped clear.
"Are they silk?" asked Dido.
I ran my hands over my front feeling the smooth fabric.
"Yeah, it's an indulgence."
"Nice," said the voice from the phone.
I grabbed my waistband and began to lower my boxers. I quickly spun around and pushed them off, exposing my butt to the mother and daughter watching me.
"Wow," came the voice. "Flex for us."
I flexed my cheeks, pulling them in as tight as possible.
Slowly I turned and faced the unseen duo voyeuring me.
My dick had begun to swell with the excitement of the moment. I was beyond just hanging loose and my dick began to lengthen and thicken.
"Ooh"
I was not sure if that was Artemis or Dido.
A breathy voice came out, "Touch it."
Definitely Dido, I thought.
I slid my hand on my base and ran it up to my tip. As I stroked, it became more extended and much thicker.
After a little more pleasurable effort, I was at full mast.
"Let us see it," commanded Artemis.
I took my hand away as my erection bobbed. I turned sideways and let the women admire how it stood out from my body.
"That's beautiful, Kyle," said Dido.
"Cum for us," said Artemis.
I faced them and began stroking with a purpose in mind. I imagined two beautiful women watching me and quickly worked myself to a plateau. I slowed to tease more pleasure from my actions and to tantalize the women. For a second, an image of two heavy, slovenly women with hairy legs crept into my mind. What if my fantasy women were some ugly hags? Then, I figured that with their sexy voices, they must be hot. Anyway, my hand was feeling too good on my dick to worry about what they looked like. They liked watching me and that was enough.
I began playing with my balls that still hung low and hadn't tightened to that pre-cum state.
"Those are awesome," called Dido. "They look so big. Are they sensitive?"
I nodded and held them up for them to see.
"What do you like done with them?" asked Artemis.
"I love having them licked and sucked. Having a ball in a woman's mouth and feel her tongue push against is exquisite."
"Oh, I could do that," exclaimed Dido. "I'd love to suck that nut. I'd suck it good, Kyle."
I played with them a bit longer and then let them drop. I took my erection and spread some pre-cum along my shaft.
"Do you like sucking cock, too?" I asked as I pumped.
"A cock like that," answered Dido, "would be fabulous. I'd try to get all of it in my mouth, maybe even down my throat. Would you like that, Kyle? Would you like to deep throat me?"
The level of sexual talk was much higher with Dido and was turning me on. I groaned with the thought of a young mouth on my cock. "Yes," I whispered and pumped harder.
I stroked and the women watched in silence. After a few minutes I told them I was close.
"Do it," cried Dido.
I pumped hard a few more times and let it loose. My knees buckled with the intensity of my orgasm. My cum shot out as I kept contracting with hot pleasure. My hand was covered in warm liquid.
"Taste it," said one of the women.
I never had sampled my own cum, but I was still so turned on, I moved my fingers to my mouth.
I stuck two fingers in my mouth and tasted my sperm for the first time. I cleaned my fingers and showed them to the window.
I heard a long moan. Next Dido's voice softly said, "I just came really hard, Kyle. Thank you."
My erection had subsided, but I stood still facing the window.
"That was the best ever," said Artemis. "I came, too. Thank you, Kyle. Thank you so much. We're going to say goodnight. Have a great Thanksgiving tomorrow. Enjoy your date with Ferry."
"Furry?' I heard in the background.
"I'll explain later, sweetheart," Artemis said.
The connection went dead and I slowly turned out the lights and took a shower before falling into a deep sleep, accompanied by erotic imaginings of what the mother and daughter looked like. My dick was hard thinking about the mother and daughter masturbating together as they both watched me jerking off. I fell asleep with my hard dick in my hand.
***
Ferry insisted on making her own way to Thanksgiving dinner. Arriving at my door a little past noon, she gave me a kiss and dropped her large purse on the counter. We shared a mimosa and had the opportunity to talk before going downstairs.
"You know, I noticed these mats the night you took me in," she said. "Why are they here?"
I explained about my exercise routine and the disturbance it had caused to the TV girls.
"Since I moved my workouts to this room and installed these mats, there have been no complaints."
I left out the part about exercising in the nude and, for some strange reason, neglected to mention I performed for an anonymous stranger across the courtyard. I also omitted the part of my stranger's daughter witnessing my exhibitionism. And, I totally forgot to mention I masturbated for them. Well, it was our first date and I didn't want Ferry running out of the apartment fearing she had tangled with a pervert.
"So, this is our first date?" she said.
"I like the sound of 'first'. It implies there may be more."
She raised her glass in response.
"So far, so good."
We talked a little about work and then caught ourselves.
"I don't want to spend the little time we have away from the firm talking about that place," Ferry said. "Tell me about the TV Girls. I suppose I ought not to call them that."
"Not to their faces," I deadpanned.
I described our first meeting and then how I watched recorded newscasts.
"They look great on TV and are entertaining."
"I suppose that's what the station is looking for—entertainment," Ferry commented.
"Yeah, if you really want news, you should listen to NPR or something. Local TV covers the fires, flood and floggings."
"We have floggings?" she asked.
"Well, it was alliterative hyperbole," I responded.
"Shit, you are sounding more like a lawyer every day," Ferry said with a laugh.
"God, promise to shoot me if I become an asshole."
"You mean more of an asshole?"
"Ouch," I said. "Am I that bad?"
"No, it's just that alpha lawyer dog thing rears its head every so often."
"Like..."
Looking into the orange remains of her mimosa, Ferry swirled the contents around. "I didn't mean to get into this today. It's Thanksgiving and we're going to dinner soon."
"And, it's our first date," I reminded her.
"And, it's our first date," she rejoined.
"But, seriously, you think I've been obnoxious."
"No, I wouldn't say obnoxious. Certainly not to me. Kyle, I couldn't ask for a better work buddy. But, you seem to get so competitive with the younger associates, especially when we're around Billy the Kid or Martin. It kinda scares me. I can almost see your fangs."
I laughed, but not with a lot of humor. "Ferry, I saw real fast how cutthroat it is at the firm. I want to be a good lawyer and I want to get an offer to stay with them. It's the best opportunity I will have. They start new associates at close to six figures. So, yeah, I push hard. I want them to know I can work hard and be tough. The law is basically a competition. One side is always going to come out on top. I want to be on the winning side."
"I'm competitive, too, Kyle. But, I guess I don't see that I have to climb over bodies to make it up the ladder."
"Ferry, I'm not trying to lay waste to the other lawyers. I am trying to be seen and to get ahead. If that means I have to step on a few toes, then step I will."
"What if I were in your way?"
I didn't respond. I asked myself what would I do if I thought Ferry was a threat? I pushed the thought aside as the all-male half of my brain brought up an image of her in her revealing undies and the libido half of my brain told me I had a chance to not only see more, but also experience the delights of the beautiful woman in front of me.
"Ferry, I'm not trying to screw you over," I finally said.
"Thank god," she replied.
"What you thought I was trying to screw you over?"
"No stupid, thank god you didn't say you weren't trying to screw me."
We held each other's gaze. Slowly our mouths moved toward each other and we kissed passionately for the second time since we've met. This kiss tasted of orange juice, strawberry gloss and woman. I kissed her lips and offered my tongue. She willingly accepted.
I took her glass and placed it and mine on the coffee table. Pulling her into my arms, I kissed her deeply. I moved my lips around her face kissing her eyelids, cheeks and ears. I nuzzled my face into her neck and inhaled the soft fragrance emanating from her skin and the subtle scent she wore. She made a sound that only encouraged me.
My hand slipped onto her right breast. Ferry was wearing a collared shirt underneath a cashmere sweater. I could not detect a bra and felt her nipple harden at my touch. I gently squeezed the small, soft mound and a breathy sound escaped her lips and flowed into my mouth.
I fondled her and we kissed passionately.
My hand moved from her breast and moved in the direction of her knee. Her crepe skirt was bunched up. Ferry reached out and took hold of my wrist.
"I think we should be heading down to dinner."
"I think I have everything I need right here," I said as my hand rested on her thigh with the soft material underneath.



"Maybe, but let's hold off for now. We should get going."
"As long as this is not a 'no never', I'll agree."
"It's a 'no, not right now and we'll see about later'. Ok?"
"I'm an optimist and you've given me hope." I placed both hands behind her head and pulled her mouth tight to mine. We kissed, exchanging tongues, for several minutes. I slid both hands down to her breasts and squeezed.
"Oh, that feels so good," she exclaimed.
"Your breasts feel so soft," I said.
"What there is of them," she replied with a chuckle.
"There's plenty here, Ferry. I want to see them."
I pinched her nipples and she squirmed.
"Not now, Kyle. Not now."
Breaking away, Ferry stood and grabbed her bag.
"Need to repair the damages," she said with a smile and headed toward my bathroom carrying her purse.
"You're beautiful, Ferry."
She turned and looked at me. "Thank you, Kyle."
She made her way down the hall. Once more, I admired the sway of her hips and the definition of her butt under the clinging fabric. I prayed dinner would not last too long.
I had told Ferry before that I was fairly sure Tiffany and Brittany were lesbians in a relationship.
Laughing, we both said, "Not that there's anything wrong with that."
Ferry assured me she had no hang-ups regarding gay people and that "some of my best friends are gay."
I knocked on 5G and Tiffany answered the door.
Her dark hair was cascading in soft waves and rested on her shoulders. She wore a pale blue top that complimented her eyes. The fabric was some sort of cotton that clung to her frame and outlined a magnificent bust. She obviously wore a bra, but her nipples still managed to make their presence known.
She embraced me and said welcome. I introduced Ferry and they hugged, as well.
In the living room were three other people. Two women sat on the couch and a man stood by the bookcase. Tiffany introduced the women as Shari and Anu. Shari was tall and Nordic looking, while Anu was shorter and dark. They were a striking couple.
The man was Henry and he was Britany's brother.
Tiffany offered champagne and we soon were toasting the holiday. This brought Britany around from the kitchen area carrying a tray with plates of light hors d'oeuvres. We clinked glasses and saluted the occasion. I introduced Ferry to Brittany and she immediately came over and hugged Ferry.
"Any friend of Thumpers..." she said with a smile.
"Humper?" Ferry said shooting me a glance.
"No, Thumper," I quickly said emphasizing the "Th". I explained for the benefit of everyone how I met Tiffany and Brittany.
We each exchanged a little background as we sipped the bubbly and munched on rice wafers and carrots. Shari and Anu were friends of TV Girls, whom they met in a gay business women's club. They were just returning from their honeymoon after being married in late October. We offered congratulations and then talked about their trip to Hawaii.
Henry lived out of town and was an administrator at a small college upstate. He was single and kidded his sister that she needed to find some straight women for friends.
"It kills me to see all these beautiful women who have no interest in me," he said smiling.
Brittany came back and said, "Hey, I'm sure there are just as many straight women who would have no interest in you."
Henry mimed being stabbed in the heart and we all broke up.
We soon moved to dinner. The girls had set up a make-shift table in the living room and surrounded it with folding chairs.
"Mike, the night desk man, let us borrow an extra door from storage and loaned us two saw horses. The folding chairs came from work. We have to get them back to our cafeteria tomorrow." Tiffany explained all this while she began bringing out plates and platters of food.
We dug in. Everything was delicious. The conversation flowed freely.
Shari asked me about my exercising.
I explained that I developed the rope-jumping habit because it required no equipment, except the rope, and could be done anywhere. I added that I also did Tai Chi and strength building and stretching exercises.
Tiffany said, "That makes a lot of sense. I never have time to hit the health club. Hey, could you show me your workout? I bet I could get into a routine like that. I like the thought of Tai Chi. Maybe some weekend I can come up and watch you."
The others looked at me and I felt myself turning red.
"Really, Kyle," Ferry said, "that sounds like a good idea. I think I'd like to join in, too. We could come over and watch you."
My blush deepened.
"Uh, well, maybe, but I'd have to alter some of my routine," I stammered.
"Why?" asked Anu.
I took a deep breath, avoided looking at Ferry and said, "Because I do it nude."
The table was silent.
"All the more reason to watch you," piped up Tiffany.
That broke everyone up.
"So, what's your answer," Tiffany asked again.
"God, I guess if you wouldn't be entirely grossed out, sure."
"Really, Kyle nude?" said Ferry.
I glanced at her. She had a slight smile that was impossible to read.
"I've seen naked men before," Tiffany said easing some of the tension that crept in. "It's no big thing. Wait, sometimes it is a big thing."
The other women laughed at the pun.
"Ok, call me on Sunday and we can set a time," said Tiffany.
"Yes, Kyle, do call her," Ferry said. "And, maybe you could give me a jingle too."
"No problem," I said. "Anyone else?" I was trying to lighten the mood.
"I'd love to," said Shari, "but we're in the process of moving to Atlanta. Anu has a new job in a bank and I'm going to continue my human resource consulting. But, thanks for asking."
The flow of the conversation picked up and we chatted for another hour. Tiffany served a selection of pies for dessert.
After dessert and coffee we played a couple rounds of Trivial Pursuit Master Edition. It was close to 8 pm when we made our good-byes.
Riding the elevator to my floor, I said to Ferry how impressed I was with the way everyone played.
"Disappointed you weren't the only smart one in the room?"
"Am I that shallow," I asked with a pout.
"No, just kidding. But, I bet you thought that Tiffany and Brittany were airheads."
I realized that was exactly what I thought.
"Well, when we were doing the dishes—as good girls do while the guys watched a football game..."
"Hey, Shari was watching, too. And you said you didn't want us in the kitchen."
"God, Kyle, we always say that. The sad part is guys always believe us. Anyway, while we were cleaning up, I learned that Brittany has a degree in journalism from Syracuse and won a couple regional awards for her reporting before coming to a major market. Tiffany has her bachelors from MIT in meteorology and is halfway to her masters from there. So, don't let the pretty packaging fool you."
"You think they're pretty," I asked.
"God, men!" she sighed. "Of course I do, because they are. And, no, I am not interested in them sexually. Not like some people I know who couldn't keep his eyes off Tiffany's boobs."
"I was not staring," I complained.
"Well, it was the closest next thing to staring."
"Are you pissed?"
The elevator stopped and the door opened.
"Of course not. Why should I be? It's only our first date. Why should I be offended that you're ogling some girl's tits and inviting them to watch you prance around in the nude?"
We stepped out before the door closed.
"I think I detect some sarcasm," I said.
"You'll make a great lawyer, Kyle, being able to pick up these little subtleties."
I opened the apartment door and Ferry rushed in. She grabbed her purse and turned.
"Don't leave," I said.
She glared at me.
"Please!"
Ferry shook her head. "You know Kyle you have all the ingredients to become a first class asshole."
"Look, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to stare at Tiffany like that. It's just that..."
"That they were in front of your eyes," barked Ferry.
"God, was I that obvious?"
"Only to those in the room, Kyle."
I tried to look contrite.
"Oh, and thanks for the heads up on your naked dance routine. I mean it might have been nice to know that before you sent out blanket invitations."
I placed my arms on her shoulders, but she shook them off.
"Ferry, I was not planning on that. It just came up in the conversation."
"I get that part. But, do you think you could have said you'd think about it and then discussed it with Tiffany alone, like, maybe after you fucking told me? Huh, do you think that would have worked?"
"Ferry, I..."
"We sat in this very room talking about the mats and your exercise right before we went downstairs. That might have been a good time to mention your dress code."
"Ferry, I was embarrassed to tell you."
"Embarrassed! Why?"
"I thought you might think it was strange or weird."
"Possibly," she said the fire still burning bright in her eyes. "But, what I think for certain is strange and weird is that you announced it at a dinner table, to people you hardly know and then offered a blank check to come and watch. It was embarrassing for me. I think those people all thought we were a couple. And, thinking that we were a couple, they probably assumed that I knew you liked to work out naked. The fact that I was totally clueless made me seem like a jerk. And, besides all that, telling people they could watch you naked. That, Kyle, is very fucking weird."
Ferry slung her purse over her shoulder and brushed past me.
"Let me take you home," I offered.
She paused and turned back to me.
"Give me twenty bucks," she retorted.
"What?"
"I left the house with just enough money to get here. I need money for cab fare."
I pulled money from my pocket and gave her a twenty. I wondered how she'd planned to get home. Then it hit me. Maybe she was not planning to go home tonight. I looked at the large purse she carried. It could easily hold extra clothes. Shit. I really screwed this up.
"Thanks for a lovely and memorable first date. And, this time I place a lot of emphasis on the word 'first'. Good night, Kyle."
I watched her go out. I give her credit. She did not slam my door. But, I could hear her pounding the down button as she waited for the elevator.
As I heard the elevator door closing, my land line rang.
I snatched it and a soft voice said, "Trouble in paradise?"
I lost it.
"Jesus Christ. Do you think I might be able to have one fucking moment when I'm not being observed like an animal in a cage? Can I not have at least that much?"
I slammed the phone back down and headed to where I kept my liquor. I retrieved a bottle of single malt and poured a hefty portion into a tumbler. I downed it, feeling the burn until it hit my stomach. I poured another and took a long sip.
I walked over and flopped on the couch. The phone rang again.
I debated about answering it, but finally picked it up.
"Sorry, Kyle. I really am."
I realized it was Dido.
"Me, too. I lost my cool."
"Kyle, I wasn't just sitting around spying. I just got in and noticed your lights on. I saw you and that pretty girl. At first I thought she was a friend and then I could tell you were arguing. I probably shouldn't have called."
I finished the scotch and went back for a refill.
"Nah, it's Ok, Dido. I just messed up and am pissed at myself."
"Wanna talk?"
"I don't even know you. But, right now I think it might help."
I gave her a recap of the argument.
"So that was Ferry. She is really cute. I get why you would not want to break up with her."
"Dido, this was our first so-called date. I don't know if there was anything to break up from. Although, I am pretty sure that now there never will be."
"Don't be too sure, Kyle. Let her cool down. I bet she really likes you and would be willing to give it another try."
"Why do you say she likes me?"
Dido giggled. "'Cause my mom likes you. She's real good about figuring people out. She says you're a nice guy." She laughed and added, "A nice guy with a great body and wicked cock."
We both laughed at that. "Is your mom home?"
"No, we went to a restaurant for dinner. She then was going to meet up with some friends. I didn't want to go, so I came home."
"I thought all the apartments were the same," I said. "Where do you sleep?"
"Mom bought two apartments and made one big one out of them. I have my own room and bath."
I did some mental calculations. Even with a cursory appraisal, Artemis spent a minor fortune on her apartments. I wondered what she did to have that sort of money.
"So, what's your mom do?"
After a long pause, Dido said, "Can't say, Kyle. Mom made it clear that sort of info is off limits."
"Ok. Tell me about what you're studying. Can you do that?"
"Sure, it's pretty boring. I'm majoring in French with a minor in politics."
We began talking, much like Artemis and I do. I learned she traveled a lot to the places her mother had been to. I assumed they did it together.
"Are you going to study abroad?"
"Yeah, next semester I'll be in Paris. I get to live with a host family and take courses at the Sorbonne. You should come and visit."
"That would mean we'd have to meet in person. I thought that was against the rules."
"Shit, I forgot. That sucks. I bet we could have a lot of fun in Paris. Maybe mom might change her mind. She could come, too. She really knows Paris."
"And, she speaks French?"
"God, she's even better than I am and I'm pretty freaking good. I guess it's because of all the time she lived there when she was...Shit. Forget that."
I laughed. "Don't worry, Dido. I won't tell her you let a little secret out."
"Thanks, Kyle. See you are a nice guy."
We talked some more and I downed another scotch. I was definitely feeling the effects as the night wore on.
"So, I guess you don't feel like exercising tonight?"
"No, not really."
"Too bad. I like looking at your body—a lot."
"You must see your share of nice looking college guys."
"Not as many as you might think. I'm on the shy side."
"Are you a virgin?"
Laughing she said, "I'm not THAT SHY."
We both laughed.
"What could I do to entice you to let me see you?" Dido asked in a soft voice.
I thought about the young woman sitting in the dark across the way. I really wasn't up for any exercise, but I could strip and see what happened.
"I'd want to see you naked."
"God, Kyle, I just can't. I promised mom I would not let you know which apartment is ours. Sorry."
"Yeah, me, too. I guess I'll go to bed."
"Give me your cell number."
"What?"
"Kyle, just give me your number."
I recited my number.
"Expect a call," she said and hung up.
I got up and semi-staggered to my room to use the bathroom.
Lying on my bed afterwards, I felt my phone buzz.
I checked it to see I had a new text message.
I opened it and saw the text, "Here's a start."
I scrolled down and saw a photo of a naked breast. She had pulled her shirt open and exposed her left breast. It was not big, but had a lovely shape. Her areola was small and topped by an erect and dark nipple.
I texted back. "Beautiful. More?"
"In living room," appeared on my screen.
I walked back down the hall and stood in front of the window.
"Strip"
I looked at my phone screen and then out into the darkness.
"Both tits," I wrote and hit Send.
In a few minutes I opened the new message. The selfie showed both breasts as Dido laid on her back. They were sweet.
I smiled and waved. I then stripped. I was at half-mast.
"Awesome!!"
"Glad u like it," I responded.
"stroke it"
I moved my free hand to my cock and soon had it hard and erect. I kept moving my hand slowly up and down.
I broke the rhythm and sent a message.
"what r u doing"
"same thing"
"show me"
I stood naked in the window and waited.
It took about five minutes before the buzz.
I opened the message and looked at a close up of a pussy with just a light trail of blond hair above the full and pink lips. A long finger, with a manicured nail, was touching the tip of a clit just escaping its hood.
My cock throbbed.
"wow" I wrote.
"cn u finish"
"i will if u will"
"deal" read her message.
"record it" I entered.
"k"
I put my phone down and cupped my balls as I pumped my erection. My arousal encompassed my entire body. Every nerve ending in my body seemed to be attached to my cock. I pumped and remembered the pictures Dido had sent. Her small breasts and exposed pussy fought each other for prominence in my brain. I kept stroking.
I finally could not hold back any longer. My pelvis shot forward and I exploded sending ropes of liquid against the window. I kept moving my hand and coaxed several additional spurts. Knowing what Dido liked, I cleaned my fingers of my cum.
My dick was still hard when my phone buzzed.
I picked it up and quickly clicked on the video file attached.
Dido's legs were spread wide. She moved her finger along her slit and rubbed her clit. Slowly she inserted one long finger inside and moved it in and out. I could hear her moan. She fingered herself for a long time. Her hips lifted from the bed and her thighs twitched. The picture jumped around; no doubt the result of her being too excited to keep her other hand steady to record her arousal.
She added a second finger working in and out of her pussy lips. Her thumb now moved rapidly over her completely exposed erect clit. Her cries became louder.
"Oh, fuck, I'm going to cum."
Dido slipped a third finger inside and then I could see her twitching. She closed her thighs, trapping her fingers inside while she continued to flick her clit. The picture shifted to a view of the covers on the bed. She must have dropped the phone. I heard her soft screams as her orgasm overwhelmed her. Finally, she lay still. The camera came back to focus on her naked lower body. Her thighs fell apart and she extracted her fingers. The picture moved so now I was looking directly at her still open pussy. The lips were wet and moisture covered the tops of her thighs. It was a site like none I had ever seen.
The video ended.
My phone buzzed.
"That was fucking intense," said Dido with a breathless intensity.
"Absolutely."
"You're still hard."
"Well, I did have some major visual stimulation."
"Glad I could inspire you."
"Dido, that was amazing erotica. You are pure sex."
"Now, I'm blushing. Kyle, I have never done anything like that. I need to trust you."
"No one will ever see it, unless you approve. I promise."
"Thank you," she said.
"Will you cum again for me and this time you record it?"
Just the thought of it made my cock jump.
"On two conditions," I said.
"What?"
"One, I have to lie down. I can't stand much longer. I want to go to my bed."
"Ok. It won't be as good as watching you, but I will get to watch the video over and over. What's the second thing?"
"I want a picture of you standing. You know a mirror selfie."
"I can't show my face. I promised mom."
"You don't have to. Just show me from your neck down. I want to see how you look standing up. Oh, and I want a shot of your back. I need to see what your butt looks like."
"God, this is so hot," she said. "I'll go to my bathroom and do it."
I went to my room and pulled down the covers on my bed. I played around with placing my phone on the bedside table. I wanted to be able to use both my hands. I found a good spot and angle. I looked at my hard cock on the screen.
My phone buzzed and I grabbed it. Opening the message I saw a picture of a naked woman showing from neck to mid-thigh. Dido's breasts looked bigger now that they were not flat against her chest. She had a narrow waist and the thin strip of blond hair led my eyes to her still swollen sex lips. I scrolled down to the second picture. Dido had a slender back and a round butt. Thank god she was not a three hundred pound witch.



The phone buzzed.
"So?" she said.
"You're beautiful, Dido. Thank you."
"You're welcome," she said, sounding like a little girl.
"You look tall."
"You mean freakish," she answered with a laugh.
"Not at all. I find it a turn on. Are you tall?"
"I'm almost six foot. Almost as tall as my mom."
After a quick pause, she said, "Shit. I should not have said that."
"It's ok. Again, our little secret."
"Cool."
"Are you ready?" I asked.
"More than you'll know."
I ended our call, switched over to the camera function and hit Record. I started off recording close-ups of my balls and cock. I moved the phone around to get every angle. I placed the phone on the spot I had picked on the table and checked to be sure I could see my erection.
Using two hands, I began working on my balls and staff. The fact that I just came minutes ago meant I could last a long time. I stroked, pulled, and tugged on my balls. I was making small noises as the pleasure built. I kept thinking about the video of Dido masturbating and picked up my pace. Finally, I was ready and said "I'm ready." I pumped a few times and soon began shooting all over my stomach and chest. It felt so good to achieve this relief.
I wiped my hands and texted the video to Dido.
It was more than a few minutes before I heard the land line ring. I picked up the handset.
'Nice show, mister."
Artemis' sexy voice caught me by surprise.
"Oops, is mommy going to be mad?"
She laughed, "I should be, but that was quite erotic."
I said it was for me, too.
"Kyle, Dido showed me the pictures she sent you. I am a little shocked, but I'm more concerned. I would never want those to get in the wrong hands."
"Artemis, I promise I will never, ever show them to anyone unless you told me it was ok. I will download them to my computer, put them in a password protected file and delete them from my phone. I don't back any pictures up to the cloud, so when I delete them, they will be gone from my phone. I would never do anything to embarrass or harm either one of you. Besides, you now have a video of me masturbating. You can hold that over me."
"Kyle, I would never do that to you."
I trusted her. I hoped she trusted me.
"So, I guess I just witnessed my first 'sexting'. I like it." Artemis laughed.
"Like it enough to do one yourself?"
The silence hung on the line for a while.
"I don't know," she finally said.
"How about you and Dido do a side by side like she did. You know in the mirror, no faces showing."
"I'm not sure," she said.
"Look, you've been watching me naked for months. I get that you don't want me to know who you are. I never tried to find out. But, this way I will have an image that I can use to get myself going."
"You never seem to have a problem getting going," she retorted.
"Well, I would love to see what your body looks like."
"Let me talk it over with Dido. I'll call you back."
I lay on my bed replaying the images Dido had sent while playing with myself. Even after two strong orgasms, I had an erection that begged for attention.
I was right at the edge when my cell buzzed.
I saw I had a text and almost came with the anticipation of what might be waiting.
Opening the text, my dreams came true.
Two women stood next to each other facing the mirror. Their heads could not be seen, but their bodies were wonderfully exposed. I recognized Dido on the left. A slightly taller body demanded my attention.
Artemis' breasts were larger and fuller than Dido's, but I would not describe them as big. Her areolas covered the entire tip of her breasts and were oval shaped. They showed pink in the picture. Her nipples were dark and extended at least a half inch. If Dido's were an A or small B cup, Artemis was a solid C.
I admired her long torso. Her stomach was toned and tight. Her hips were larger than Dido's and sexily flared out. She, too, was blond, but a darker shade than her daughter and had a wide and long rectangle of pubic hair compared to Dido's thin strip. Fortunately, each stopped the growth above their sex lips. Artemis had full lips, with a slight view of her inner lips extending into sight. I came as I looked at her pussy.
I scrolled down to find a rear view shot. I thought I was seeing double. Two, firm, round and toned butts appeared.
These were two of the most beautiful bodies I had ever seen. If the faces even came close to matching the bodies, this mother and daughter team would rate a twenty on a scale of ten.
The landline rung.
"So?" The low voice sent a shiver through me.
"Not wanting to be too gross, Artemis, I admit I came looking at you. You are amazingly beautiful. And, of course, I already knew Dido was as well. Thank you."
She giggled, "You're welcome. God, that was a rush taking those photos and then hitting send. I feel so naughty."
"Think sexy, not naughty."
I heard a full-throated laugh. "Kyle, I already know I'm sexy. But this made me feel like I'm right on the edge."
I had an instant insight into her. She was self-assured and confident. This was a woman who recognized her beauty. I wondered if somehow she used it in her life. Maybe she was an actress. That would make sense as to why she did not want to let me know who she is.
"Kyle, this has been fun. I think we may have opened another door that could lead us to even more fun. But, I'm tired. We're going to bed now."
"Ok, good night. Tell Dido I think she's fabulous. I am going to think about you both tonight."
"Ah, Kyle, you don't have to just think. You can look at us, too."
The line went dead.
I took her advice and looked at their pictures. After my fourth orgasm of the evening, I drifted off into a contented sleep.
I woke up the next morning, and transferred all the images from last night onto my laptop. I then, as promised, erased them from my cell. I played the video of Dido masturbating and this time enjoyed it on the 17" screen. I joined her virtual masturbation with my own in real time. I came hard into a wad of tissues.
Would I ever put faces with these incredible bodies? Would I ever know who they were? Little did I know that fate would intervene sooner than I'd expected.
To be continued...
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Thanksgiving turned out to be quite different from what I had imagined. My first date with Ferry started out great and ended in disaster. Only too late I realized she was probably planning to spend the night. I screwed that by not telling her about my exercise routine and then announcing how I jumped rope naked to everyone at the dinner table. Stupid move on my part.
The evening was saved somewhat, when both Dido and her mother sent me naked pictures of themselves. They were bodies from which dreams were made. And I did dream about them all night. In the morning, I relived those dreams sitting at my computer. Shutting down my laptop, I stretched and looked outside.
Having an unexpected day off on the Friday after Thanksgiving, I was enjoying the freedom of doing nothing. The weather was clear and the temps were in the mid-40s. I decided it was a perfect morning for a run. I pulled on clothes and took the elevator to the ground floor. Each wing of the apartment building had its own elevator. I stepped into the hallway and started toward the lobby. I stopped when I heard a voice.
"Mom, come on. The car is already here."
That voice! It was Dido.
I stopped behind one of the columns that bracketed the entrance to the lobby. I peeked around and saw the back of a tall, young blond tugging a rolling suitcase. My eyes shifted to a taller woman talking to the desk attendant.
She had short-cropped dark blond hair and was wearing a green cape with her legs wrapped in black leggings. She finished her conversation and reached down for another smaller rolling bag. As she turned to go toward the front door, I saw her face.
"I know that face," I thought as my heart pounded. "Where do I know her from?" I stared. She was easily the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.
As the doorman held the door open an older woman entered.
She stopped and called out.
"Diana."
The two women air-kissed.
"Going somewhere," the older woman asked.
"Taking Fanny back to school. I should be gone a while. I have some business in the area I need to see to."
"So, it's not another jaunt for some fabulous photo shoot in Paris or something."
The laugh that always made my dick jump carried across the lobby.
"No, not this time. Take care, Marion. Our car's waiting."
"Have a good trip. Nice to see you again, too, Aphrodite."
They left.
"Diana? Photo shoot?"
I felt a gut punch.
"Jesus, that's Diana Xavier or Di X. She was a top model for years. On the cover of every major magazine, two-time SI swimsuit issue cover girl, spokesperson for the most expensive perfume in the world. Jesus, I've been flashing one of the most beautiful women in the world."
I abandoned my run and went back to the apartment.
I Googled Diana Xavier. Between Wikipedia and about a thousand other websites, I devoured every bit of info.
She began her modeling career at thirteen in Teen Vogue. Since then she's been at the top of everyone's A-list of models. She married a famous Greek movie director when she was barely 19 and had a daughter, Aphrodite, before she was 20. I did the calculations and knew that Diana was probably around 40. She and the director split and she never remarried. She kept a villa on an island in Greece, an apartment in France and was spotted in all the "in" places around the world. She seemed to have remained on good terms with her ex. There were many pictures of the three of them on holidays sailing in the Aegean Sea or shopping along the Champs Elysees. She was linked in the tabloids with movie stars, athletes and politicians, and with a couple playboy millionaires thrown in. She still worked and had morphed her career into being an owner and spokesperson for her own line of cosmetics and fashions geared to the middle-aged woman. By all accounts it was a smash success. Estimates put her net worth at over $26 million. She could have any man alive and she spent her time watching me whack off.
I was still digging through the web when my cell buzzed.
"Hi, Kyle. It's Dido."
"Hi. What's up?"
"Just wanted to say good-bye. I'm heading back to school. I won't be home until the semester is over."
"Ok. What school is that?"
She laughed, sounding exactly like her mom. "Nice try, dickhead. Anyway, I wanted to say thanks. It was a fun time."
"Well, I enjoyed it too. And, just to let you know, I've already deleted everything from my phone and have it securely hidden on my laptop."
"Did you look at them again?"
My voice caught in my throat as I answered, "What do you think?"
"Oh, I'd say definitely."
"Guilty as charged."
"And...?"
"I masturbated. Came really hard."
"Just what I wanted to hear," she said with a soft laugh.
"Which pictures turn you on more? Mom or me?" she asked. I could hear her mother reprimanding her in the background.
"Both and equally so," I said truthfully. "I think I have the privilege of seeing the two most sexy and beautiful women around."
"That's sweet, Kyle. Hey, I have to say bye, 'cause mom wants to talk. Can't wait to catch up in December."
"Ok. And, Dido?"
"Yeah?"
"You could always send me more pictures."
"Right. You could do so, too."
"Yeah. Bye."
I heard rustling and then Artemis was talking to me.
"Just wanted to let you know that I'll be gone for a bit."
"Sorry to hear that. I'll miss you."
Artemis sighed, "I'll miss you, too. It's funny how close we've grown together. At least, that's how I feel. I didn't mean to speak for you."
"No, I absolutely feel the same way. You're like my best friend right now."
"Better than Ferry?"
"God, I'm not sure she will even speak to me again. But, yeah, I really like being able to talk with you."
"Maybe, I could call you while I'm gone. Would you mind if I called you on your cell now that I have the number."
"No, feel free. I guess you'll probably block your number."
She hesitated before answering. "For now, yes, I will. Sorry, Kyle."
"It's ok. As long as I hear from you, it's cool. Hey, I'll put the number in my contacts as Artemis, so when you call I'll know who it is."
"Maybe, I could make up for it by sending a picture now and then. You know, no faces, but other things you might enjoy."
"Thanks, Artemis. Now I'm as hard as a rock."
She laughed. "I take that as a yes."
"Definitely a yes. Send me anything. So, where are you going?"
"Ooh, you are trying to be clever. Let's say I am dropping Dido at college, visiting with friends and then taking care of some business. I might not be back for about a month. Dido and I will probably be getting back to the city around the same time."
I could already feel the pain of being separated from our nightly pastimes.
"I'm going to miss you."
"Me, too."
"Artemis, would you do me a favor and think about something?"
"Ok, what?"
"When you and Dido get back, could we meet? I would love to go out to dinner with you, actually with both of you."
A long pause began to make me feel I've crossed the line.
"Kyle, it's not because I—make that we—don't like you. But, I'm not sure I'm ready to expose myself—excuse the horrible pun—to you yet. Let me think about it, though."
"Ok. As long as you think about it, I'll be happy."
We talked a little longer and then ended the call.
I went back to Google and with a bit of work discovered Dido, or Aphrodite, was attending school around Boston. Fanny is a nickname for Aphrodite. I also discovered that Diana's firm used an ad agency from there.
I sat back feeling proud of my detective work.
Suddenly, I remembered my pledge to both women that I would protect their intimate pictures and not try to discover their identity. Was I violating the spirit of that promise by digging into their private lives? Diana was strong in her desire to protect her identity. I made a decision to do no more searching and to let events play out as Diana wanted. I also told myself to only think of her as Artemis.
I spent the rest of the day doing some recreational reading and relaxing. Saturday morning I rose early and dreaded seeing Ferry in a short time. Would she still be pissed at me? I guess I was going to find out.
I arrived before her and started in on the pile of work that our legal assistant had left in our in box.
Ferry appeared right at 9 am. She dumped her purse on the floor and draped her down coat on the chair in the corner.
"Morning," I said.
Looking at a file on her work area, she quietly said, "Morning."
No more. I figured the frosty temperature outside had now penetrated our cubicle.
We worked hard all day. I took a quick break at 2 to grab a sandwich. I brought a bagel and water back to Ferry.
She never looked up and said, "Thanks." She didn't touch the food.
At 6 o'clock Martin came by to say we could go home. Well, he said we could leave as soon as we finished what we were working on. Fortunately, we had just wrapped up the memo to the partner whose case we were supporting.
On the sidewalk, I asked Ferry if she wanted to get a drink or something to eat.
"No, thanks."
"Look, Ferry..."
She turned on me, her eyes ablaze.
"Don't fucking 'Look, Ferry' me. I'm pissed. Get it? Pissed."
I nodded.
"Good. Now just leave me alone. We have to work together for a couple more months. Let's just get through it."
I decided to not push it. I said good-night and we went our separate ways.
After a dinner of hot dogs and scotch, I crawled into bed.
My cell phone woke me. Before answering I saw it was almost 10 am.
"Speak," I said, my voice sounding husky.
"Oh, I woke you."
A clear voice with perfect diction filled my ear.
"S'ok Tiffany. What's up?"
"Just calling to say hell-o and to ask if you want to come down for lunch of leftovers."
"Sounds great. What time and what can I bring?"
"Around noon and I think we have everything covered. Except..."
"Yeah?"
After a pause, she added, "Bring your jump rope."
We enjoyed a meal of turkey sandwiches piled with lots of meat, stuffing, cranberry sauce and mayonnaise. There was enough pie remaining to have some for dessert.
We were relaxing in the living room. Tiffany asked if Brittany would give her a hand. They headed to the small extra room. In a few seconds they were coming back holding a mat and each had a rope looped over her arm.
"We followed your lead and got a mat from downstairs. Can you help us get it set up?"
I helped them rearrange their furniture and placed the mat closer to the window than it would be in my apartment. I didn't think they would probably face the same challenge I did.
"So, what'd you say?" asked Tiffany. "Can you show us a routine?"
Laughing I said I imagine they knew how to jump rope.
"Well, I haven't done it since I was a little girl and mostly it was rhyme skipping, you know two girls turning the rope and one or two of us skipping and calling out a rhyme. I never did it alone."
Brittany confessed to being a total klutz and doubted she could jump without killing herself.
"Maybe I could learn Tai Chi," she offered.
"Well, let's start off easy," I said.
We arranged the mat and I pulled off my shoes and socks.
"That's all," teased Tiffany.
I smiled and took my rope. I started with some easy running in place jumps. Wearing jeans and a sweater was an unusual sensation and I stumbled a couple times. I also worked up a sweat too quickly.
I stopped and asked if they would mind if I got more comfortable.
"Not at all," said Tiffany with a smile.
I pulled off my sweater and stood now in just a tee shirt on top. Tiffany joined me. She had pulled off her sweater and was now wearing yoga pants and a red sports bra. Her magnificent breasts strained the fabric of the bra. Brittany sat and watched.
We jumped together for a bit. Tiffany's breasts moved up and down and became a major distraction. She smiled as she knew the effect she was having. After five minutes we took a break. Sweat was covering her brow and the start of her cleavage peeking out of her bra.
As Tiffany took a breather, I started skipping. Once again, my jeans constricted my movements and I felt clumsy.
"This isn't working," I admitted. "I'll go upstairs and change into shorts."
"Or," said Tiffany, "you could just lose the jeans."
I looked at her and then Brittany.
"That might work," I said with a smile. "But, I wouldn't want to gross you out."
"Oh, I think we can handle it," said Tiffany.
I undid my jeans and slid them to the floor. I also pulled my tee shirt over my head. I thought if you want a show, I'll give you a show.
"Very nice, Kyle," said Tiffany. "You're a lot more buff than I thought."
I grinned and picked up my rope. I felt much freer and began slowly. Soon, I was working at a fast pace. I was beginning to sweat heavily. Tiffany and Brittany were just watching now.
I took a breather.
"Are they silk," asked Brittany as she touched the fabric of my boxers.
"Yeah," I confirmed. "One of my few indulgences."
"They're nice," said Tiffany. "But aren't you afraid you'll ruin them by getting them all sweaty?"
I looked at the two women. They smiled and looked directly at me.
"They might get a little funky," I said. "What should I do?"
"Simplest solution is usually the best," answered Tiffany.
"Usually," I said.
"Almost always," said Brittany.
I handed Tiffany my rope and slowly eased my boxers off. I felt a rush as I exposed myself to the attractive women standing next to me. The rush was the same as when I showed myself to Artemis and Dido.
"Very nice, Kyle," said Tiffany.
"Well," said Brittany, "definitely manly."
I laughed and took my rope and started jumping. I experienced an adrenaline rush as my dick bounced in rhythm with my skipping. Soon, the endorphins kicked in and I was flying.
The women watched.
After ten minutes of steady jumping, I slowed and finally stopped. Breathing hard, I asked if I could have some water.
Brittany went to the kitchen and brought me a tall glass. I drank it. Tiffany disappeared and returned with a towel.
"You're comfortable being naked, aren't you?" asked Tiffany.
I shrugged.
"I think you like it," said Brittany.
I smiled. "Yes. Does that freak you out?"
"What? Looking at you naked or that you like showing yourself to us?"
"Either. Both."
Tiffany walked behind me. She wiped my back with the towel. She moved the terry over my buns and squeezed them. Moving the towel aside, she let her fingers trace the shape of my butt.
"Kyle," she said, "we make no secret that Brit and I are lovers. But, I also have been with men."
Her hand traced the muscles in my back and shoulders.
"In fact, I was engaged when I met Brit. I had a couple flings with girls in college, but nothing serious. Then I saw Brittany walk into the station. I never saw anything so beautiful in my life. We were hired the same day and started on the morning cast the following week."
Tiffany walked around in front of me and dried my chest.
She ran her bare hand over my pecs and down each arm.
"Within a week, I was no longer engaged and we became lovers. I don't mind saying it was the best sex I've ever had. It still is." Tiffany turned and air kissed Brittany.
Using the towel, Tiffany dried my lower legs as she knelt in front of me.
"We plan to be married," she said as her towel-covered hand cleared perspiration from my dick and balls.
"Congratulations," I said and drank some more water to clear my dry throat.
"You have a nice cock, Kyle," said Tiffany as she continued to kneel. She ran her hand up and down my bare shaft.
"Tiffany, what are you doing?"
She looked up at me and smiled.
"Working up to make you a proposition. I want to let you know I am not afraid of a man or a man's cock."
I had thickened and was at half-mast.
Tiffany ran her fingernails along my balls. I became erect.
She stood and Brittany came beside her.
"Kyle, we would like you to perform our wedding. We plan to get married just before Christmas. We both have time off in January and will take our honeymoon then."
"I would be honored. I just have to get my justice of the peace license. That can be done quickly. But, you didn't have to play with my junk to get me to agree to perform your wedding. Not, that I'm complaining."
"Thank you." Tiffany ran her hand up and down my hard shaft. "I know. But, I find your erection quite enticing, Kyle."
"I find your touch enticing," I added.
"You see, Kyle, the other thing is that we want a child."
"Yes," said Brittany. "We want a child soon."
"So, we were wondering if you would be the father," said Tiffany as she tightened her hand around my shaft.
My balls shrunk.
"Me?"
"Yeah," said Tiffany as she continued to stroke me.
"Why?"
"For lots of reasons," said Brittany. "First, we both like you. When we first heard the racquet you were making, we thought you were probably some asshole. But, you immediately understood and changed your workout so it wouldn't bother us. That was very nice.
"Then we got to know you. Obviously, you are very smart and ambitious. Good qualities for a father."
Tiffany had moved behind me and pushing her breasts into my back continued to play with my erection.
"And, you are knock-dead handsome," breathed Tiffany into my ear.
"So, nice, smart, handsome," said Brittany. "Sounds like a deep gene pool."
"Now, I've confirmed that you have the bonus that makes me happy," Tiffany cooed as she squeezed my erection.
"So, will you consider it?" asked Brittany.
"You're sure? You could go to a sperm bank and pick the qualities you're looking for."
"That's a crap shoot, Kyle," said Brittany. "Too many chances for screw-ups. We want to go with a sure thing. We really like you and you have everything we're looking for. You're what we want."
"So, I guess we'd still have to use something like a bank. I mean I would, what's the term, make a deposit and then they would inseminate you."
"No," said Tiffany, as she ran her finger along the tender under part of my shaft.
"We don't want that. We want you to make the deposit in me. Let's cut out the middleman."
"What?" I cried.
"Think about it, Kyle," said Brittany. "Our child would be conceived like children have since time began. We don't want our baby to be some sort of clinical procedure. We want conception to come from the natural way."
"Wow. I need to think about this. And, Tiffany, I cannot think about a fucking thing with you touching me."
Laughing she released me. "I just want you to have a taste of what it could be like."
I felt her moving behind me. She came around to face me. I stared. She had pulled off her sports bra. Her naked breasts defied gravity as they stood out from her chest. The large round mounds moved up and down with her breathing. I saw her nipples, a deep pink, had hardened.
She leaned in, pulled my hands to her breasts and kissed me.
My erection banged against her stomach.
"It wouldn't be a hardship to have sex with me, Kyle," she said.
"Definitely not," I thought.
"So, will you think about it?" asked Brittany.
I pulled away from Tiff.
"I really need to consider it," I said. "It's certainly something I never thought about. I don't know how I would feel about being a father, even a surrogate father. I just need to think."
"We understand," said Brittany. "But, we know you would be perfect."
"Do you want me to finish you," Tiffany asked. "I wouldn't mind giving you a BJ."
The thought of her pretty mouth on my cock sent a shiver up my spine. A thought flashed through my brain. How many men in the metropolitan area fantasized about getting a blow job from Tiffany as they watched her every morning?
"As tempting as that is," I said, "I'm going to pass until I sort this out."
She nodded. Tiffany bent and picked up my boxers. Kneeling, she placed a tender kiss on the tip of my erection. In reaction, I pushed forward, parting her lips. She licked my head.



"The offer is still open," she said and sucked me into her mouth while her tongue toyed with my shaft.
Calling on all my strength I stepped back. She handed me my boxers, I pulled them on and then finished dressing.
"I feel bad having you go away in this condition," Tiffany said running her hand along the outside of my tented jeans.
"Hey, I'm single. I'm used to dealing with this situation."
We all laughed. Each woman kissed me and we said good-night.
Within five minutes of being my apartment, I was in bed stroking hard. The orgasm was massive and accompanied by the vision of Tiff's beautiful breasts.
I spent the rest of the day sitting naked at my laptop researching paternity issues. Well, I also found time to review the pictures and video Dido and Artemis sent me. As darkness chased the light away I found myself missing them and my evening rendezvous before the window.
My thoughts slowly returned to Ferry. I wondered how it would be when the two of us saw each other again. Ferry, Artemis, Dido, Tiffany and even Brittany fought for attention in my imagination. Obviously, I was a confused man.
***
Monday in the office was less tense. Ferry seemed to have lost her angry edge. She was not back to her easy and warm self, but I no longer felt that daggers were piercing me every time she looked in my direction.
Around 3 we were at a point where lunch was possible.
Grabbing a couple sandwiches and cold drinks, we returned to our cubby.
"Nice job on that contract," I said. "Finding that reverter clause on the old deed is a home run. If we missed that, the whole deal could have fallen apart."
"Thanks," Ferry said.
"We're a good team, Ferry."
"In the office," she replied and tossed her trash.
"Can we talk about it?"
"Isn't the woman supposed to be the one to say we need to talk?"
"Usually, but I want to see if we can get past where we are." I looked at Ferry, who continued to avoid my gaze.
"We have a lot more work, Kyle."
"Let's finish and then we can have dinner tonight."
"I don't know..."
"Ferry, I really like you. I'm attracted to you. I think we could develop something between us. Let's not just dump it."
Slowly she met my eyes.
"Ok, dinner and we talk. No promises, Kyle, I am just agreeing to talk."
"Deal," I extended my hand. Ferry smiled and shook it.
We cleared up our assignments by 7 and walked outside. The temperature had dropped and the wind had picked up.
"Let's go to the Thai place around the corner," I suggested. "At least we won't freeze our asses off getting there."
In ten minutes we were seated at a quiet table in the back of the restaurant and were waiting for our beers to arrive.
"What a bitch of a day," Ferry said as she took her first sip.
"Couldn't put it better myself," I replied, "except as a man I can't use the word 'bitch' without being accused of using sexist language."
"That's bullshit," Ferry said with a smile, "we all call Martin a prick."
"True, true," I agreed and drank some beer.
We placed our orders and sat in silence, neither one of us wanting to begin the discussion we both knew was ahead.
"Ok, I'll go first," I said.
She nodded.
"Ferry, I apologize for maybe embarrassing you on Thanksgiving."
"Kyle, you did embarrass me, but that's not what pissed me off."
"What, then?"
She fidgeted in the booth, sipped some beer and looked around the restaurant.
Turning back to me she said, "I felt like I didn't know you. Like you had some secret life that you were hiding from me."
I tried to keep my expressions neutral. If you only knew, I thought to myself.
"Kyle, you seemed, I don't know, excited talking about exercising naked. And, then you acted like it would be no big deal if those women saw you naked. That's what really pissed me off. I felt like maybe we were heading in a special direction."
"I hoped we were," I said softly.
Our waitress arrived with our dinners. We stopped talking and began eating.
After a couple bites, Ferry put down her fork.
"Do you, Kyle? Do you want something special to happen between us?"
I swallowed and looked at her. I was again struck by how pretty Ferry is.
"Yes. Yes, I do. I want you very much, Ferry."
Ferry signaled to our waitress.
"Could you wrap all this up to go and bring our check, please?"
The waitress looked surprised since neither plate was hardly touched. She took them away and quickly returned with a bag and the check.
I paid and had to rush to keep up with Ferry.
She had hailed a cab by the time I exited the restaurant. I piled in after her and heard her give the driver her address.
She slipped her hand in mine and smiled.
The taxi pulled over in front of an old brownstone. I paid him and Ferry led me down a flight of stairs and underneath the stone steps leading to the ground floor. She unlocked the door and pulled me inside.
Turning on the light revealed a small studio apartment. To the left was an efficiency kitchen and table with two chairs. To the right was a seating area with three bean bag chairs, a small flatscreen TV and piles of books scattered about. Against the back wall was a double bed bracketed by two night stands. I saw two doors next to the bed assumed one must be a bathroom and the other a closet.
The room was clean, but obviously Ferry had not tidied up today. There were a pair of pink panties and a black tee shirt on the floor next to the bed. The sink held some dirty dishes and days' worth of newspapers were on the table and by the chairs.
"Why don't you use the bathroom," she said, "It's the door on the right."
I was about to tell her I didn't have to go when it dawned on me she probably wanted to do a quick sweep of the mess.
I hung my winter coat on the peg behind the front door and crossed to enter the bathroom. Since I was there, I used the toilet and washed my hands and face. I brushed my teeth with my finger. I took a couple minutes to examine all the things Ferry used to make her bathroom her own.
"Can I come out now?" I yelled through the door.
"Just a sec," she said.
I waited.
The door opened and Ferry stood in front of me dressed in a short silk robe.
"Ah, you've been busy."
"Tidying up a bit," she said.
"Love your housecleaning outfit."
Ferry blushed and said she needed to use the bathroom.
"Make yourself comfortable. There's beer in the fridge."
We exchanged places and she closed the door behind her. In a second she opened it.
"Uh, don't make yourself too comfortable. Clothes-wise that is."
She must have noticed the disappointment on my face.
"I want to do that, Kyle."
I smiled as she closed the door.
I was reading the front page of the morning paper when she reappeared.
"Hungry? I can nuke our leftovers."
"Ferry, I'm much more interested in you making me more comfortable."
Grinning, she stood in front of me and pulled my sports coat off.
Slowly she unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it free. She tugged my tee shirt off and touched my bare skin.
"You have a nice body, Kyle."
"There's more," I answered.
I pulled her to me and we kissed. Our previous kisses were a little tentative and tender.
She crushed her mouth against mine and our lips seared each other. I slipped my hands on her butt and felt the tight package underneath the soft satin of the robe.
I ran my hands up her back and around to her front. I cupped her breasts, sensing she still wore a bra. As I squeezed each breast, her tongue plunged into my mouth.
We kissed passionately for a long time, our bodies rubbing against each other. My erection chafed against the inside of my pants as she ground into it.
I moved my hands from her chest and pulled the knot free on her robe. It fell open and I guided it off her shoulders. We parted long enough to allow it to float to the floor. My hands ran over the combination of bare skin and soft underwear. Everywhere I touched opened a new sensation.
Ferry tilted her head up and we kissed, our bodies tight against each other. My hands found the clasp on her bra. With the tension loosened, the material fell down her arms. Stepping back, I let the light garment fall free. I looked at her small and proud breasts. Tiny areolas and nipples standing erect caused a moan to escape my lips.
"Beautiful," I said.
"Thank you," Ferry replied with a smile. She knelt and unbuckled my belt. Opening my pants and easing down the zipper exposed my erection pushing against the silk boxers I wore.
Ferry eased my pants down and freed my feet from shoes and socks. Leaning in she kissed my erection through the silk, leaving a dark mark on the light blue material.
She eased the waistband past my tip and in a second, I stood naked in front of her. Running her fingers along my shaft, Ferry tipped the head to her lips and breathed across it. Her warm breath sent cool shivers up my spine. She licked me from top to the base and sucked a ball gently.
My arousal made me dizzy. I bent and pulled her up. I hoisted her into my arms and walked to the bed. Balancing her with one arm, I yanked the covers off and eased her onto the bed.
I quickly rid her of her black panties. Ferry had a wide strip whose edge met a vibrant tattoo. I stared and then laughed.
"Oh, god, you're laughing at me."
"What is that?"
"A dwarf."
"One of the seven?"
She nodded. I bent to look closer. The dwarf wore a wide grin and arched his back. His middle extended toward the thick, black patch. It was then I noticed that her pubic hair was shielding a large erection on the dwarf.
"Which one is he?"
"Happy."
I howled. "Yeah, I can see that now."
"Oh, how I wish I could undo that decision," Ferry sighed.
"What made you do it?"
"One word," she said.
I waited.
Grinning, she said, "Tequila."
We both burst out laughing, until I had to hold my sides.
When I could breathe again, I said, "Well, I guess that's better than Grumpy."
"Oh, I'd say that'd be appropriate once a month."
It took me a second, but then I got the joke. We both lost it again.
Finally settling down, I kissed Ferry. "I'm sure there is a great story to go with this little fella, but I am more interested in picking up where I was just a minute ago."
I gently spread her legs and crawled between them. I bent over her and kissed one taut nipple. Ferry squirmed under my attention. I fondled her other breast and then switched mouth and hand.
Ferry was pushing her chest toward my face. I let more of my weight rest on her until my erection lay along her damp pussy.
Slowly I broke away from her breasts and kissed my way toward 'Happy'.
The closer I neared my target, the stronger was the exotic scent. I nuzzled her soft, dark hair and let my lips settle on the damp spot between her thighs.
Using the tip of my tongue I gently licked the length of her slit.
"Oh, that's nice," she sighed.
I spread her lips and inserted my tongue as deeply as I could. I worked in and out and ran it up and around her clit. Ferry pushed her crotch hard against my face. I spent a long time on her clit and when I sensed she was peaking, I softly bit down.
Ferry grabbed my hair and pulled me tight against her. Groaning she clamped her thighs around my head and let her orgasm roll over both of us.
I moved my face to rest on her tummy.
"That was awesome. Now, I want you inside me."
A sense of panic swept over me.
"Uh, Ferry, you know I was not expecting this."
"Yeah, but it's a nice surprise, right?"
"A great surprise. You are so beautiful and I want nothing more than to make love to you."
"I sense a 'but' coming," she said.
"I didn't bring any protection with me,' I told her.
She looked at me and then grinned.
"What?" I asked.
"The asshole didn't take everything with him."
Ferry bounced over to the nightstand and pulled a package of condoms out of the drawer.
"Thank god for the asshole," I said "Maybe he wasn't all bad." I ripped open the foil package.
"I wouldn't go that far," said Ferry, but the look on her face said she was happy as I unrolled the condom.
Ferry guided me onto my back.
She climbed on top and ground her pussy against my erection. Bending she kissed me and lifted her hips. I reached down and aligned my tip with her opening.
She eased herself down and slowly took me inside.
Sitting up, Ferry looked at me. "I've waiting for this for a long time."
"Me, too."
"Your dick is big, Kyle. I like how it fills me. Let's fuck," she said and starting moving up and down.
We soon found a rhythm that worked for both of us. I used my thumb on her clit. She grunted with each thrust as she steadied herself by supporting her weight by extending her arms and placed her hands on my thighs.
Even with the condom, I felt her smooth insides. I lifted my hips to thrust deeper as she bore down on me. I was rapidly approaching the point of no return and let Ferry know.
"I'm real close," she panted. "Can you hold on a little bit longer?"
I used all my strength to delay the inevitable. Ferry leaned forward and pushed hard.
"Now," she cried.
I pumped hard and deep and within seconds we each discovered the sweet release we were working so hard to achieve.
Ferry kept moving through her orgasm and then collapsed onto my chest. I was still inside her and had not gone completely soft.
"I'm impressed that there is still life in that very attractive cock, but I need a rest," she said and slid off and snuggled next to me. Ferry rested her head on my chest and within a minute I heard her steady breathing. I pulled the covers over us.
With her in my arms, I thought about what just happened. I know I wanted to have sex with Ferry, but I'm surprised at how quickly we moved from hardly talking to enjoying each other in bed. I ran my hand over her naked flesh. Ferry looked great without clothes. She has a tight and toned body. Her small breasts are perfectly proportional and her butt is the stuff of dreams. I chuckled as I recalled the horny dwarf hanging around her pussy. I closed my eyes and thought that life was going really well.
That first night of passion was one of many.
We seemed to usually end up at Ferry's apartment. Our lovemaking stayed within fairly conventional bounds. Ferry was more comfortable relying on usual positions and comfortable places.
In the office, we remained focused on business. The most we ever ventured were small touches and caresses as we worked closely together.
One Saturday after a late night at the office and a later dinner, I took Ferry back to my apartment. We made love in my bed. After we were finished, I got up and went to the kitchen to get some bottled water for us. As I turned from the refrigerator, I saw Ferry behind me. She had pulled on one of my shirts and carried my silk boxers.
"What are they for?" I asked eyeing the boxers.
"I don't think you should be walking around naked," she replied.
"Why not? I certainly don't think we have anything to hide from each other."
"Well, I just think it's sorta gross to be running around nude."
"Ferry, I'm nude in your apartment."
"It's different."
"How?"
"Well, I just have one room, with just one window and this is a whole apartment. It just feels odd to walking around here, like in the kitchen, without clothes."
"I do it all the time."
"God, I hope you keep the drapes closed," she said. "You wouldn't want anyone to see you like that."
"If you only knew," I thought.
"Let's go back to bed," I said and tossed my boxers on a stool.
We made love again and fell asleep.
Ferry had to meet a cousin who was visiting in town. She was up early, showered and fixing her make-up while I lounged in bed.
"Staying there all day?" she teased.
"Maybe. I think I just might stay here until you come back and I can ravage you."
She smiled and worked on her eyeliner.
"I think you should get up and dressed."
"I may get up, but am definitely not getting dressed."
"Kyle, you can't spend all day naked."
"Why not?"
"It doesn't seem right, that's all."
Ferry finished getting ready and gave me an air kiss to avoid messing her freshly painted face.
"Talk to you later," she said slinging her leather bag over her shoulder.
"Not see you later?"
"I don't know how long my visit will take. I also need to clean my place, do laundry and other things. So, I'll call you and we'll see."
I waved and she left.
I grabbed my tablet and viewed the pictures from Artemis and Dido I had downloaded on it.
I enjoyed a long, slow masturbation watching them.
As I was cleaning up in the shower, I wondered what Ferry would think of the exhibitionist relationship I had with the mother and daughter. I was pretty sure the answer would be that she would not think highly of it. In fact, I bet she would be scandalized.
I dried myself and walked naked into the living room. I sat on the couch and flipped on the TV. I half-heartedly watched a football game, but my mind was on Ferry and how our relationship was developing.
She is truly beautiful and I enjoy sex with her. In the beginning I imagined that she could be the one. As I got to know her, however, it was becoming clear she would not understand the thrill of exhibitionism. I was still exploring that side of me and didn't understand exactly why it excited me as much as it did. The only hard fact was it did excite me—a lot.
Having sex with Ferry was fantastic, but I missed the excitement of my nightly rendezvous with Artemis. I stroked my dick until it stood straight up and then grabbed my phone and took a selfie looking down my naked body stretched out on the couch. I sent it to Artemis and Dido with the simple message, miss u both.
A minute later I received a reply from Dido. "miss u 2". The text was accompanied by a shot of her breast exposed as she lifted her hoodie.
"Yeah," I thought, "Ferry would definitely not get this."
Ferry called later and said she was going to stay home. We'd see each other at the office.
The next week at work was basically hell.
Martin was all over us, pushing for a major background report on a company our client was trying to acquire. Ferry and I were putting in 12 hour days and Martin was calling us on the hour to see what new info we had found and to curse our lack of progress. He wanted our memo and wanted it now.
On Thursday, I needed something to eat and the café had nothing left. It was after four and I hadn't had a bite all day.
"I'm going to run to the deli and get something. What can I get you?"
Ferry asked for a Greek salad while I was already salivating over the thought of a hot pastrami on rye with spicy mustard.
I called in the order on my cell and then handed it to Ferry.
"Martin's been calling us on my phone. You better keep it. If he calls tell him I'm in the library and give him an update. I'll be back in fifteen minutes."
Ferry nodded. I had unlocked the phone and disabled the feature that re-locked after a minute of non-use.
"Thanks, but hurry, Kyle. If Martin finds out you left, he'll have our balls."
"Yeah, that would be bad. Worse for me, come to think of it."
"Absolutely," she said with a sly smile, "after all they belong to me." She reached out and cupped my balls. For her it was a major and rare display of public affection. For me, it reminded me how much I'd like to get laid.
It took me almost twenty minutes because of lines at the deli, but I burst into our cubicle holding the bag like I'd just won a gold medal.
"Food is at hand," I proclaimed.
Ferry stared at me. It was not a friendly stare.
"What's the matter?"
She looked at my phone. "You got a message."
"Shit. Martin called?"
Shaking her head, she said. "I thought it was Martin so I clicked on it. It wasn't 'til I opened it that I saw it wasn't from Martin. It definitely was not from Martin."



I grabbed the phone and saw the text. It was from Artemis.
My heart fell into my stomach. I opened it. "miss u so bad. B home soon" I scrolled down to see a picture of her blond pussy and two fingers deep inside her vagina.
"Ferry..."
"What the fuck, Kyle? I mean, what the fuck?"
I saw the tears in the corner of her eyes. I knew her last boyfriend cheated on her and she took it badly. I wanted to explain that this was not the same.
"Ferry, let me explain. I am not cheating on you."
"Oh, what some random woman sends you a selfie while fucking herself and I'm supposed to think what? Wrong fucking number? Don't think so, Kyle."
"No, Ferry, I know who sent this. It's just that she and I are not involved."
"Really!" Ferry snorted and shook her head.
"Yeah, really," I answered a little too aggressively.
"Well, how do you explain sending a picture of your hard cock to someone and getting a picture of her tit in return?"
"Fuck," I screamed to myself. I forgot to erase Dido's exchange from my phone.
"That is also not what it seems," I pleaded.
"Well, I guess I am too fucking stupid to understand life, because when a guy is sharing naked pictures with two women, I just naturally think there is definitely something going on."
I wanted to explain everything. I was organizing my thoughts when my phone buzzed.
I jumped. Don't let this be one of the girls I prayed.
It was Martin. I opened the text. It was simple and direct. "i'm fucking waiting"
"Ferry, this is Martin. We have to finish this report and get it to him. I want to tell you everything, but we have to get him this info now. Can we talk later?"
"Fuck you, Kyle."
She turned and began pounding her keyboard.
Knowing pushing it now would only make things worse. We worked for three hours straight. Ignoring several additional nasty texts from Martin, I finally texted him that the report would be there in a half-hour.
My phone buzzed.
"15 mins or ur fucking finished"
Ferry and I completed the memo and emailed it to Martin in about twenty minutes. We sat waiting for a reply and not talking to each other.
A half-hour later, my phone buzzed with a call.
"Pretty fucking amazing, Anders. You and Ferry did good. Take the rest of the night off."
He hung up before I could say anything. I figured I probably would not have pointed out that the night was more than half over by now.
I informed Ferry and suggested we get a drink.
She didn't answer.
"Ferry, we have to talk."
"Kyle, I don't 'have' to do anything with you. I don't even know who you are."
"Ferry, please, let me explain."
"I can't imagine how you can explain what I saw on your phone."
"At least let me try. We have something good together."
"I don't know what we have, Kyle. But, I'll give you one drink."
She pulled on her coat, hefted her bag and stormed out of our cubicle.
Sitting in a booth at the back of the bar, I told Ferry about how I first encountered Artemis.
"You mean you purposely let her see you nude?"
I nodded and added, "Well, it was only after she had first seen me without my knowledge."
"I find that quite strange, Kyle."
"Ferry, I guess I'm finding I'm a bit of an exhibitionist."
"A bit!" she sniffed.
"It's exciting. And, she likes watching. So, I guess we each are touching something elemental in each other."
"I bet you're touching something. Kyle, be honest with me. Have you two been fucking?"
I vigorously shook my head.
"We've never met. She won't even tell me her real name."
I knew I was holding back on Ferry. For some reason I did not explain how I came to know who she was.
"But you talk with each other?"
"Sometimes, yes." Again I failed to explain how much we talked and how we had developed a close relationship via our conversations.
Ferry was quiet and I imagined considering everything I'd said.
"What about the pictures?"
"We started sexting each other, almost as a joke. Now, it's just a game."
"I still think this is bordering on sick," Ferry said looking past me into the bar. "But, there's another thing."
I raised my eyebrows.
"There was another picture of a tit from someone called Dido. Who's that?"
I took a deep breath. I feared this would be the turning point. After hearing what I was about to tell her, Ferry could write me off forever.
"It's her daughter."
She stared at me, her mouth open.
"Her daughter?"
I nodded.
"That is so sick. So, so sick."
"Ferry, her daughter is in her twenties. Her mother knows about it. Dido, that's the daughter, likes to watch, too."
Ferry sat across from me with her head in her hands. She swayed back and forth in the booth.
"I'm completely freaked. I thought I knew you and now to hear all this. God, Kyle, it's like finding my dickhead asshole of a boyfriend fucking someone else in our bed. I thought I knew him, too. Kyle, you helped me through a rough spot. I mean I came to you a drunken mess and you..."
Ferry stopped and looked at me, horror taking control of her face.
"That night—in your apartment. After you put me to sleep on the couch. You came in and when I woke up you said you were just closing the drapes. Oh god, Kyle, tell me this bitch was not watching us. Tell me she didn't see you take off my clothes. Please, tell me that didn't happen."
My silence was the answer Ferry dreaded.
"You fucker!" she cried out loud enough to turn heads in the bar. "You fucking creep."
Ferry pulled her coat on and stormed toward the door. I dropped money on the table and followed her out.
"Do not touch me," she screamed as I took her arm.
"Ferry, it's not like you think."
"Oh, yes it is," she said. "It is exactly like I think. You are a pervert. You used me to show off to your pervert girlfriend, or whatever the fuck she is. God, to think I trusted you. Jesus, I slept with you. I took you into my bed. What a complete idiot I am."
She took in a deep breath and the tears started flowing down her cheek.
"I fell in love with you. Are you happy now? That's right, I love you. You and your sicko friend can have a good laugh over that. Little mid-west girl gets fucked over by big city asshole. Yeah, have a great fucking laugh."
"Ferry, please, try to understand..."
"Fuck you, Kyle Anders. Fuck you now and fuck you forever. Do not ever talk to me again."
Ferry turned and ran to the corner. She hailed a cab and in seconds was out of sight. I wondered if she was also out of my life.
I walked home in the cold. By the time I reached my building I was chilled to my core. I stood under the shower until the hot water started to fade. I crawled into bed with my head spinning.
Reaching for my phone, I called up Artemis' last message.
I hit "Message" and typed, "call me pls. important"
Ten minutes later my phone buzzed.
"Hey, what's up?"
The sexy voice that stirred me now sent me over the edge. I started crying.
Artemis listened as I wept. When I could get myself under control, she said, "Talk to me, Kyle. What's the matter, darling?"
Her use of "darling" made me shiver. Taking a deep breath, I poured out my heart and told her everything that happened.
"Kyle, I'm sorry," Artemis said. "I feel responsible."
"No," I answered. "I love our relationship. I guess Ferry is not open to seeing other possibilities in sex. For her, it's conservative love-making, covering up outside of the bedroom and not much else. Maybe it's better I found out now, rather than later. I wonder how we'll get on in the office now."
Artemis stopped trying to make me feel better and told me about a play she had seen. Soon, we were talking as usual. It hit me that she knew how to make me feel better without dwelling on the problem. After almost an hour of chatting, we said goodnight.
I rolled into the office a little past seven-thirty. The receptionist told me Martin wanted to see me. I told her I'd just go to my office and drop my coat. I really wanted to see if Ferry were there.
"Mr. Anders, he said you were to go directly to his office. I think he is already annoyed that you weren't here when he arrived."
"When was that?"
She looked at her watch. "About twenty minutes ago."
I pulled my coat off and dropped it on a chair in the reception area. I quickly walked to Martin's office and knocked.
"Anders, come in. Decided to slack off a bit this morning?"
I was thinking of an answer, when he smiled.
I had never seen Martin smile. It was not a pretty sight. And, it was obviously not a natural thing for him to do.
"Just kidding, Kyle. Sit down."
He had never called me Kyle before. I was beginning to sweat. Is this how they kick your ass out of the firm?
"I know I've been riding hard this last week. This deal is huge, both for the client and for us. If we can win the proxy fight and our client takes control, we will earn a major bonus. Plus, he will retain us as legal counsel. He also has his eyes on three more acquisitions. This will be the fucking money machine from heaven."
"Great," I said.
"Yeah, well, that memo you and Ferry did was A Plus. It was the best piece of work I've seen in a long time, including stuff from partners. I shared it with the client and he just about came in his pants. He insisted he wanted the two of you assigned permanently to his account. I told him you were probationary employees and did not get directly involved with clients."
Martin paused and drank from his large coffee mug.
"You know, Anders, I don't like clients dicking around with the way we work. But, he said that if we wanted his business, he wanted to meet you two and wanted you on the team. What could I say?"
The scary smile crossed his face once more.
"I said of course. So, Anders, welcome to the team."
"But, isn't it still against our policy to have probies in direct client contact?"
"Sure is. That's why as soon as you sign this offer, you will be a full associate in the firm. I think you'll like the offer. The starting salary is at the high end of the scale and we are waiving the waiting period for all benefits. Plus, you will start with five weeks vacation. That last part doesn't mean shit, since I doubt you'll find time to squeeze more than a week out of the year. But, you can bank it and if you leave, you collect the equivalent in pay."
I wasn't sure I was hearing correctly. I thought maybe I was going to get tossed and now Martin's handing me my dream on a sliver—or at least silver-plated—platter.
"I don't know what to say," I managed to get out.
"You better fucking say yes."
I nodded and said, "Yes, definitely, yes."
Martin slid the folder with the offer and background info across his desk.
"What about Ferry?" I asked. "Is she accepting an offer?"
"That's the strange part," he said. "She called me last night—at home. Said she had thought about what she wanted and didn't like big city life and being in a big firm. She resigned effective immediately."
My stomach turned and my heart pounded.
"I tried to talk some sense into her. Even told her about the offer. She was adamant. So, I told her to be here first thing in the morning with a signed resignation letter and I would have security walk through turning in all her firm material. She asked if she could come in at six this morning. I coordinated with security and she's gone."
"Gone, like in left the building."
"Gone, like in left the fucking state. She told security she had a ten am flight to Kansas City. Never even saw her myself. I really hate to see her go. She's smart as they come. Not bad on the eyes, either. I don't know how you could have worked so closely and not tried to get into her pants."
As offended as I was by his attitude, I simply said, "Isn't that against firm policy?"
"Yes, but if we enforced it we'd lose half our firm. Anyway, hope she finds what she's looking for. As for you, once you sign the offer, I'll have Marge work with you to get settled in a new office. No window yet, but at least it has a door."
"Can I look this over before signing?"
Martin's scary smile just got scarier.
"Don't trust me?"
"Not that, Martin. But, if I'm as good a lawyer as you think I am, I'd be a fool to sign anything without reading it."
Martin laughed. Well, I think it was a laugh. It sounded more like a frog with respiratory disease.
"You're a piece of work, Anders. You got balls and talent. Going to work out just fine. I better watch my back with you."
I smiled and thought, "Yes, you better." I took the folder and went to my cubby.
I signed it without reading all the fine print. I knew I would the second he told me about it. I waited another hour and called Martin's assistant to tell her I had the executed offer ready. She came to retrieve it and told me to start packing.
By two in the afternoon, I was sitting in my new office. It didn't have as much square footage as the cubby, but I was alone and, as promised, had a door. It even had my name next to the door. I calculated what my new take home pay would be and started surfing BMW sites.
My euphoria was short lived as Angela, my new assistant, whom I shared with five other associates, knocked and walked in. She pushed one of the familiar carts I'd come to hate. She piled the folders on my table, handed me the memo from Martin and left.
"Have fun, Kyle," she said closing the door.
The piles on my desk didn't seem to go down at all. By ten that night, I was so bleary-eyed, I just gave up and took a cab home.
After a large scotch, I dialed Ferry's cell.
The call went straight to voice mail. I hesitated and left a message asking her to call me. After hanging up, I knew that was the wrong approach. I called back. This time, I told her how sorry I was at the mess I made. I told her I cared for her and would love to speak with her, if she felt like it.
Plopping down on the couch with the bottle of scotch in one hand and a tumbler in the other, I considered the mixed emotions of the day. I achieved my goal of being taken on as an associate, and done so ahead of any of the other probies. Today, I also lost the possibility of a relationship that had all the potential of making me happy for my life. I finished another mouthful of scotch. Was this how life worked? You achieve balance by talking on and letting go. I was not sure this trade was equal. Which was more important to me? Ferry? The job?
I drank some more. The only decision I came to was to go to bed and plan to go to work tomorrow morning. Maybe I was becoming a first-rate asshole.
Ferry did not call me back.
To be continued.
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While I missed Ferry and kicked myself for screwing up the relationship, I also was pragmatic. Maybe I was becoming the asshole Ferry said I was, but I pushed her to the back of my mind and focused on the life facing me every day.
My days blurred together. I met with the major client who liked my work and we seemed to hit it off. He got into a habit of calling me directly and asking my opinion. I told Martin. He scowled, swore, accused me of undercutting him and finally reminded me to bill for "every fucking second you're on the phone with him." I learned that one thing trumps all: Billing.
Rarely did I arrive home at my apartment before ten. After a week of slacking off exercising since I was on the road at one of the client's factories, I arrived home on Saturday night, stripped, picked up my jump rope and started getting my ass in gear.
Dripping sweat I paused and pulled off my ear buds when I thought I heard my cell.
Hoping it might be Ferry, I grabbed it from the kitchen counter. I didn't recognize the number and said hell-o.
"Kyle?"
"Yes."
"We're at your door. You didn't answer, but we could hear you in there."
I recognized Tiffany's voice.
"I was jumping rope and had my earbuds in."
"Ooh, like jumping rope and, you know..."
I chuckled, "Yeah, and you know..."
"Let us in."
"You mean as I am?"
After a slight pause and hearing Tiffany whispering to Brittany, I heard, "Please."
Artemis was still away. So my exhibitionist desires were thwarted for close to a month. Exposing myself to the TV girls was definitely appealing. Recalling the one other time it happened, I smiled and walked to the door.
Pulling it open while letting it cover me, I invited the women in.
I closed the door and they regarded me.
"Wow," said Tiffany.
"You're all sweaty," offered Brittany.
"Britty, never mind the sweat, check out the bod. It looks better than I remembered."
That made us all laugh.
"So, are you finished exercising?" Tiffany asked.
"I was planning an a few more minutes."
"Great, we'll just make ourselves comfortable.
"Do you have anything to drink?" Brittany asked.
I pointed to the fridge and told them they were welcome to anything they could find.
In a minute they were sitting on the couch. Brittany had a white wine and Tiffany was drinking beer from the bottle.
Normally I faced the windows, but I turned and stood directly toward my audience.
I slipped my earbuds in, poked the iPod cradled in the holster fixed to my bicep and picked up the rope.
Beginning slowly, I picked up the tempo. My dick was bouncing and my sweat was flying.
I couldn't hear the comments the women were exchanging, but their eyes never went higher than my waist. I mixed up my routine with two feet skipping, crossovers and a few other moves.
I then began to slow and let my heart rate come down from its peak.
Panting, with my hands on my hips, I came to a stop. The rope lay at my feet and I gulped large amounts of air.
Tiffany spoke. I pulled the earbuds out, "What?"
"You are fucking gorgeous," she repeated and smiled.
"Can you get me the towel?" I pointed to it hanging on the back of a stool at the kitchen counter.
She brought it and said, "May I?"
I made no response and she wiped my face.
Tiffany moved behind me and mopped the sweat from my back. I sensed her kneeling behind me. Her hands moved over my naked butt. I jumped when I felt her lips caress one cheek. Instinctively, I flexed. She groaned and kissed the other one.
Tiffany moved in front. The towel moved across my chest.
She knelt and dried each leg. Finally, she placed the towel over my sex and gently rubbed. After a few seconds, I knew I was dry, but made no attempt to stop her. Tiffany cradled my balls in the towel and massaged them. By now, nature was taking its course. She pulled back the towel to expose my erection to her lover and herself.
"Kyle, this is awesome." Tiffany ran her hand up and down my shaft.
"We wanted to discuss the baby-making thing," said Brittany. "I guess this would be a good time."
Tiffany continued to play softly with my hard dick.
"What makes you say that?" I joked.
"I guess asking if you are up for it, would be idiotic," said Brittany. "The question is, will you?"
"I've thought a lot about it," I answered. I looked at the beautiful woman at my feet. "If we can agree about me giving up all paternal rights and that you agree not to pursue me for any rights, then, yes I am willing to help."
Brittany snorted. "Even though you sound like an asshole lawyer, we both like you a lot. I know Tiffany has the hots for you. Now, I can see she also likes the equipment. So, yeah, we agree to all that legal bullshit. We will sign anything you give us."
I nodded and stroked Tiffany's thick hair.
"So, when?" I said.
Tiffany moved forward and took my dick into her mouth.
With a wry smile, Brittany asked, "How's that for an answer?"
I helped Tiffany up.
"My place or yours?" I asked.
"Since we're here and you're ready," she said, "as long as your sheets are not like totally gross, I say let's go."
I took her hand. "Clean sheets went on Monday and I was out of town Wednesday to this morning."
"Perfect."
"Not to be indelicate," I said, "but since we are trying for pregnancy, we will be having unprotected sex. Maybe we should discuss it."
Tiffany said, "Since we started thinking about this, both Britty and I have been tested. Clean as clean can be. And, neither one of us has been with anyone else. Your turn."
"When the firm offered me the associate position, they required a complete—and I mean as complete as any tight-assed lawyers could make it—physical. So, I was tested for everything, including STD's. Just like you, all clean. And, I have not been with anyone since then."
"Wow, that's a long time to go without you-know-what," said Tiffany.
"It is what it is," I acknowledged.
Tiffany looked at her lover. There was a look of anticipation in her eyes, but also something else. I studied Brittany's face. Sorrow. She was giving her lover to someone else. I imagined she was wondering if should she stay on the couch or go back to their apartment.
Pulling Tiffany with me, I walked to stand next to Brittany.
"Brittany, you know we are doing this to make you both happy. This could be the start of your family, your child. I am only the delivery system of one small part. In no way, does what Tiffany and I do take away from the love she has for you."
Brittany could no longer hold back her tears. She nodded.
I held out my hand, "Please join us."
Her head sprang up. "Honestly."
"Yep. I think you need to be involved."
Tiffany kissed my cheek and we both helped Brittany off the couch.
Hand in hand in hand we walked to my bedroom.
I pulled the top covers back.
"Any boundaries?" I asked.
"Make love to her as you would any woman," said Brittany. "Our child should begin with a beautiful act of love."
"Undress her," I said to Brittany.
The women faced each other and then kissed. Holding tightly, they kissed deeply and for a long time.
Breaking apart, Brittany slowly unbuttoned Tiffany's blouse. She threw it on the chair. Kneeling, she undid her jeans and pulled them down. She quickly removed her lover's knee socks. Brittany slipped her fingers in the elastic of Tiffany's bikini bottoms and eased them past her hips and to the floor. Tiffany stepped out of them.
Looking at her lover's exposed sex, Brittany pressed her lips to her. She breathed in and kissed her all around her lips and the neatly trimmed dark patch. I admired the small and tight butt. Her stomach was mostly flat but swelled in a sexy way as it approached her pussy.
Brittany stood and reached behind to undo Tiffany's bra. Letting it fall between them, she cupped her lover's large breasts. Next, she bent and kissed the stiff nipples one at a time. Tiffany threw her head back and groaned.
The hugged and kissed again.
"Do you want to undress?" I asked Brittany.
"Why?"
"I think you should be in bed with us. You can help get Tiffany ready for me. Maybe even help insert her. I don't know. I've never done this before."
"Never had a threesome?" asked Brittany.
"No. Thought about it though."
We all laughed and that eased some of the building tension.
"Yeah, I think I would want to be involved," said Brittany. "But one thing, and don't take any offense. Do not think I'm getting sexually involved with you. Please do not touch me."
"Sure. I understand. But, just so you know, you can touch me anytime you want."
Brittany nodded and smiled at me. She turned back to Tiffany.
Tiffany pulled her lover's sweater over her head. Brittany wore a thin, black bra. In a second it lay on the floor and Tiffany was kissing the small and beautiful breasts, making the nipples stand out.
She quickly undid her pants and pulled Brittany's panties off. She was clean-shaven. Tiffany ran her fingers along the smooth cleft while the two women kissed.
"Make me wet, honey," she said to Brittany, passion deepening her voice.
Tiffany lay back on the bed. Brittany slowly kissed her way down until her face rested between her legs. She began using her lips and tongue all over the now open sex of her lover. Tiffany reacted and moved her hips back and forth.
I was in awe watching them. It could not be easy allowing a man to watch this intimate lovemaking. I needed no additional stimulus to keep me hard. I was sitting a little behind Brittany and could see her own sex open as she knelt between Tiffany's legs. Soon, moisture was flowing down her thighs. I did all I could to hold back from kissing that beautiful and inviting pussy.
Brittany was working three fingers in and out of Tiffany.
"I'm ready, sweetheart. Let Kyle take over."
Brittany scooted up and they kissed again. She then rolled to the side. I knelt between Tiffany's spread thighs.
"You're sure?"
"Yes."
I leaned down, moving my tip to within a couple inches of her opening.
"Do you want to guide me in?" I asked Brittany.
"God, I never held one of those."
"I don't think you'll break it and I guarantee you won't get any dick cooties."
Slowly she moved her hand and took hold of me.
"It's really hard."
"Hence the term."
"Don't start being a jerk, Kyle," Brittany said. She pulled me and I let my body follow. She placed my tip between Tiffany's outer lips. Brittany kissed her lover and moved to the edge of the bed.
I began pushing in.
I eased inside. Tiffany made a small "o" with her lips as she expanded to accommodate my size. When I was fully settled, I looked into her eyes.
"Ok?"
She smiled and nodded. She turned to look at her lover. "Kiss me."
Brittany kissed her softly. Tiffany responded and pushed hard against the other woman's lips. I could see their tongues begin to move back and forth.
"I love you," Tiffany whispered.
"I love you,' responded Brittany.
She returned her gaze to me. "Let's do it."
I pulled slowly out until just my tip was trapped between her lips. Just as slowly I pushed back in. Tiffany smiled at the long forgotten sensation. As I pulled back out, Brittany gasped as she saw my slick erection pulling her lover's lips along the shaft.
"I never imagined it would look like that," she said.
"Touch it," I urged.
"Yes, please do it," said Tiffany.
Brittany ran her fingers along my wet shaft. I pushed back in as she kept her fingers close to Tiffany's entrance.
"God, that feels so powerful. I think I'm getting the attraction of a dick."
"Can't make me feel as good as you, darling," said Tiffany and took Brittany's hand in hers.
I began moving with rhythm, tip almost popping out and then thrusting back until my balls bounced on her ass. Reflexively, Tiffany spread her thighs farther apart and began pushing back with her hips.
Picking up the pace, I lifted one leg and put it on my shoulder. This enabled me to angle my approach and I hoped I was hitting her g-spot.
I saw Tiffany draw in a deep breath and felt I hit the target. I could sense her wanting to cry out, but holding back. Perhaps she did not want to let Brittany know how much she was enjoying the contact with a man.
Brittany must have understood the same thing. "Honey, let yourself go. It's ok to enjoy it. I want our baby to be conceived in a moment of pure pleasure. I want this for you."
Tiffany's eyes were squeezed shut. She opened them looked at her lover and smiled. After another thrust she groaned loudly.
"That is so fucking good," she said.
I doubled the pace, but still was not pounding her. Tiffany and Brittany continued to hold hands.
As I was ready to go into high gear, I lifted Tiffany's other leg onto my shoulder. I leaned forward resting my arms on either side of her head. I pounded. She grunted.
"Getting real close," I said.
"Ready when you are," Tiffany responded. Turning to Brittany she said, "Get my clit."
Going as hard and fast as I could, I could feel Brittany's fingers moving on her lover. Tiffany was making loud gasps as the two of us worked to bring her to climax.
"Coming," I grunted.
I paused and then felt the exquisite release flowing from me into Tiffany. Tiffany screamed as she came with Brittany's hand moving across her nub. She bucked hard against me, sweat glistening on her body.
I eased her legs down and withdrew. Brittany grabbed two pillows. She lifted Tiffany's butt and slid the pillows underneath.
"Says it helps the sperm reach the target," she said by way of explanation.
I lay beside Tiffany. Brittany kissed her lover.
"He deserves one, too," said Tiffany.
Brittany leaned across her and we kissed. Her lips were warm and soft. I touched her cheek and ran my fingers through her soft blond hair. We kissed again.
"Thank you, Kyle."
"I just hope those little guys are good swimmers," I answered.
"Me, too," said Tiffany. "But to be sure, would you mind a double-header tomorrow and one more on Monday?"
"God, the things I have to do to be your friend," I said in mock disgust.
We all laughed.
"You know," said Brittany, "I'm as horny as horny gets right now after watching you two."
"I think I have a remedy for that," said Tiffany.
"I don't want you getting up," Brittany replied.
"I won't."
Tiffany extended her tongue and licked her lips lasciviously. She patted the top of her chest.
Brittany knelt on her lover's stomach and started to inch up.
"Uh, this is my cue to leave," I said.
"Stay for one minute," pleaded Tiffany.
Brittany now hovered over her lover's face, her pussy inches from her mouth.
Slowly she lowered herself. I saw Tiffany's tongue slide out and ride the slit.
"Oh, god," said Brittany.
"You are so fucking wet," said Tiffany. "I think you may be a cock whore."
"Shut up, bitch, and lick my pussy. Eat me and eat me good."
I was shocked at the crude dialogue, but then realized they probably liked talking dirty to each other.
Brittany was grinding her pussy as Tiffany licked and used her tongue to probe.
I stroked Tiffany's hair, kissed Brittany on the cheek and headed for the living room.
I could still hear the cries, but at least I wasn't sitting in their bed. I washed my dick in the powder room and lay on the couch. I pulled a comforter over me and fell sound asleep.
Sometime later I was dreaming that I was receiving a first class blow job. I jolted awake to realize it was not a dream. I saw the tangle of dark hair covering my groin.
"Hmm, that is just about the best way to wake from a nap."
Tiffany broke contact and looked up.
"Thanks. Just another way to show appreciation."
"Where's Brittany?"
"Passed out. I guess I fucked her senseless, too." She smiled.
"Come here." I opened my arms and she slid into my grasp.
"Don't want me to finish. I don't mind."
"Thank you. It felt wonderful. But, I'd rather just cuddle you."
"A guy turning down a BJ? This definitely will make our morning newscast."
"Tiffany, before was special. I think we need to keep it at the level of both of us working to make you pregnant. I would love to give you oral and I would more than love you to continue what you were doing. That is getting close to the line, maybe even crossing it. Let's just be good friends and then fuck the hell out of each other. Can we do that?"
"Yeah, especially the fucking the hell part."
She rested her head on my shoulder and I stroked her back. Admittedly, I also fondled her ass, but it was in a nice way. Still, it was a sweet ass.
When I next awoke, it was dark out. I wasn't sure what woke me, but then I felt a kiss on my lips.
Brittany was sitting on the floor next to us.
"Hi," I said.
"Hi. She's still out?"
I nodded.
"Kyle, thank you. That was one of the most beautiful and erotic things I have ever witnessed. I have a good feeling that we're going to be successful."
"I'm happy to hear you say that. I was worried it might be awkward for all of us."
"I thought it might be, also. But, it wasn't. Almost makes me think being straight is not that bad."
"Yeah, well, watching you and Tiffany was beautiful."
"You didn't stay."
"I didn't need to. I could see how you love each other and I think you needed privacy after what Tiffany and I did."
Brittany kissed me again.
"Our baby is going to be lucky to have a daddy like you."
I must have shown something in my expression.
"Oh, I didn't mean it like that. I know you are not planning to be involved and we are not expecting you to do anything. You will have done enough if Tiffany becomes pregnant."
I relaxed and reached for her hand. We joined our fingers as I held her sleeping lover.
Just to be on the safe side, Tiffany and I tried four more times over the next two days. I was worried I was depleting the sperm supply by the end.
Brittany joined us for all those times. After once again doing oral on Tiff to get her ready, she took hold of my dick.
"I never touched a guy before we started all this," she said. Running her hand up and down my erection, she smiled. "I might lose my membership card in the All Girls Club, but would you mind if I kissed it."
"Brittany, you can do whatever you want."
She slowly moved her mouth to my tip. Pursing her lips, she lightly kissed my tip. She looked in my eyes and I smiled. She turned to look at Tiffany. Her lover nodded. Brittany opened her mouth and took my head inside.
After sucking gently, she withdrew it.
"Not totally disgusting," she said with a laugh.
"But, not very exciting?" I asked.
"Not really."
"Any other curiosity?" I said.
Tiffany and Brittany exchanged a look.
"I never had one inside me."
"Is it something you want to try?" I asked.
"Never did before," she said. "But seeing how Tiff reacts, well, I guess I am a little curious."
"I'd be happy to do it."
"Yeah, I know," Brittany said looking at my naked body. "For a guy, I guess any cunt will do."
"Brittany, that's not true, at least with me," I said. "Sure, men see a beautiful woman and they think about how she looks naked and how she would be in bed. But, that's fantasy. When it comes to it, I have to feel some emotional attachment in order to have sex."
"You have an emotional attachment to me?" she asked.
"I like you a lot. I've had sex with your partner. Yeah, I guess there is some sort of attachment. But, it is only if you thought you would want to do it. I guess what I'm trying to say is I would do whatever you want."
Tiffany sat up and kissed her lover.
"Honey, don't do this for me. I think you are trying to prove something you don't have to. I love only you. I don't want us to have a man in our lives. I appreciate everything Kyle is doing, but you don't have to screw a guy to make me happy."



"You don't care if I never have sex with a man?" Brittany asked.
"Of course not," she quickly replied. "I only care about you having sex with me."
They embraced and cried in each other's arms.
"Ok, now put him in me and let's do it."
We all laughed. Brittany guided me inside and Tiffany and I fucked until I came.
Brittany again positioned pillows under her girlfriend's butt. She looked at me and bent to take my sex coated dick into her mouth. She cleaned me of the co-mingled remnants of our love-making.
"Well, now I tasted it."
I kissed her. "You're a beautiful and remarkable woman, Brittany."
She beamed and laid back to cuddle her lover.
Sunday was to be our last effort since Tiffany was ending her estimated fertility zone. She had slept over on Sunday night and we screwed when she woke up early Monday morning before going to work. I immediately fell back to sleep and almost didn't make to my office until seven thirty.
I forced myself to leave early Monday night. Arriving home around six, I called down to the girls to see how they were doing.
"Do you think you've got one last go in you," Tiffany said.
"Sure."
"Be right there."
We were in bed and naked ten minutes later.
"Can I ask a favor?" she said.
"More than forcing me to fuck you?" I replied with a big smile.
"Didn't think it was such a hardship," she said.
"It isn't and you know it."
"I know, just kidding you back."
Her face turned serious. "Tonight, could you like make love to me?"
"I thought that was what we were doing."
"No we were screwing. And, believe me, it was great. No complaints."
"But...?"
"But, I want you to kiss me, touch me, fondle me. I want you to make love to me as if I were just a woman."
"What would Brittany say?"
"Brittany doesn't have to know. She's out to a dinner with the news director and the other anchors. I don't want to think of this as cheating, but I really enjoyed our sex. It's been super. I want to have one time that is like a man and woman together, not like a sperm donor and egg carrier. Kyle, I want to let go and really enjoy being fucked."
I thought about what she was asking. I looked at the beautiful and naked body in my bed. My hard dick was a testament to how attractive I found her.
I slipped my hand behind her neck and pulled her face to mine. Kissing her lips, I let my tongue venture out.
She moaned and opened her mouth. I moved my tongue inside her warm cavity. Tiffany responded and in an instant we were kissing passionately. She pushed me back and climbed on top.
My hands moved over her back and cupped her buns, crushing them to force her pussy hard against my erection. She wiggled back and forth to stimulate me even more.
I flipped her over and moved my hand to a breast. She exhaled into my mouth and gasped, "Yes."
I fondled the soft mound and thrilled as her nipple tightened into a hard point. I broke our kiss and moved to take the nub into my mouth. Tiffany's back arched and I opened to take her breast into my mouth. Although I could only accommodate part of her large breast, I sucked hard while running my tongue over the nipple.
I let my hand move between her legs. Sensing the wet warmth, I ran my finger along her slit. She moaned and I pushed inside.
"Yes, yes."
I moved my mouth to her other breast, sucking and softly biting.
Her legs parted and I added a second finger. Pulling from her breast I kissed my way down her stomach. Expecting her to stop me, I kept going until my chin brushed the soft hairs of her pussy. I pulled my fingers from inside and put my mouth on her puffy lips. She grabbed the hand that was inside her and began sucking my fingers.
I pushed her legs wide apart, slipped my hands under her ass and lifted her enough so my tongue could reach the center of her crack. I dabbed at her pink rosebud and she cried out. Slowly I licked up until my juice-covered tongue found her clit. Swirling around it, I opened my mouth and took the hard button between my teeth.
"Fuck, yes," she called out.
I kept the pressure on her clit and reinserted two fingers. I pumped hard while torturing her now tender and rigid clit.
I let my little finger of my other hand play at her butt hole as my fingers continued their thrusting.
"Yes, please, yes."
I paused long enough to push past her sphincter with my pinky. She bucked hard and in her movement buried my finger past the second knuckle.
I pushed my other fingers back inside her vagina, turned my wrist and sought her g-spot. Finding the rough bump, I pressed hard and moved my finger in and out of her backside. I kept biting and licking her clit.
"Oh, god, oh god," Tiffany said. I felt a slight rush of moisture run past my fingers and down to the bed.
Her vagina clinched my fingers and her legs closed on my head.
We lay next to each other on my bed, each of us breathing hard.
"I never thought a guy could make me feel that good with his mouth. Thank you, Kyle."
I kissed her. She smiled and kissed back. We began a hot make-out session. Slowly, Tiffany began kissing down my chest, nibbling on my nipples. I was hard and wanting.
"Kyle, please keep what I am going to do absolutely between us."
I promised.
Tiffany began making love to my erection with her mouth. After licking my shaft, she sucked each ball, using her tongue to add pleasurable pressure. Moving back to my tip, she slowly engulfed my entire dick until it hit the back of her throat. Tiffany paused, breathed in through her nose and next I felt myself moving down her throat.
She worked me with both hands, tongue and lips. It was one of the best blow jobs I had ever experienced.
"Tiff, I'm really close. If you want me to try to plant a little guy in you, we have to back off."
Tiffany eased off, putting little kisses up and down my shaft. I pulled her up and we kissed.
"Thank you, that was awesome," I said.
"And, thank you. I honestly believe that is the last blow job I'll ever give. I don't think I'll miss it too much, but I will savor—pun intended—this memory."
"Ready to continue," I asked.
Her kiss was all the confirmation I needed.
I knelt and eased Tiffany onto her tummy. Grabbing her hips I lifted her until her backside pointed up.
I aligned my erection with her wet hole and rammed in in one thrust.
"Fuck," she cried.
I moved quickly and pounded her hard. She began responded and pushing back as I moved forward inside her.
I was driven to make her come again and to enable myself to explode inside at the same time.
"Tell me when you're close," I said.
"Getting there fast," she replied.
I looked at the perfect ass cheeks moving back to allow her to take my cock. I raised a hand and swatted her right cheek.
"Aah,' she screamed.
Giving her no time to recover I slapped her other cheek. I placed three more whacks on each cheek as she squirmed and gripped my cock with her vagina. I bent forward, resting my chest on her back.
"Are you close?" I spoke into her ear.
"I'm there," she panted.
I slipped my hand onto her clit, thrust as hard and deep as I could and pinched her clit.
She shrieked and began convulsing. I let my load fly and felt spasm after spasm filled her.
She kept pushing her butt back onto me.
I was still hard.
"Fuck my ass," she said softly.
It took me a second to realize what she was asking. With my cock still in her pussy, I leaned over to my table and from a drawer pulled a bottle of lube that I kept handy for my frequent masturbation marathons.
I squirted a generous dab on her ass crack and around her opening. I used a finger to lube the outside. I squirted another dab and pushed it inside with my index finger. Tiffany made a sound I couldn't describe as my finger moved in and out. I lubed my second finger and slowly added it to loosen the tight muscle.
I pulled my cock from her pussy and covered it liberally with lube. I tossed the bottle aside and pushed my tip to her perfect rosebud.
"Ready?"
"Yes."
I pushed and felt the resistance I expected.
"Take a deep breath and let it out."
I could see her back expand as she breathed in and out.
"Five more and then I'll try again."
After her third deep breath, and just as she was drawing in the fourth, I rammed her. My tip slipped past the muscle and I was a third of the way in.
"Fuck, you said five. That was only three," she called out.
"Works better this way," I said and pulled back only to move deeper this time.
After two more repeated efforts I was totally in. My balls rested near her pussy.
"Ok, Tiff. Here we go."
I began moving faster and faster. She responded and wildly bucked back to accept my cock as it reached far inside.
I didn't think I could come again so soon and told her.
"Just keep doing it, I'm getting there."
I kept a steady pace, although I was quickly tiring.
"I'm going to get your clit."
She nodded and pushed back to eat my dick with her ass.
I took her clit between thumb and forefinger and squeezed.
"Harder," she gasped.
"Cock or fingers?"
"Both, now, now."
I thrust with all my strength and pinched hard on her clit.
I was sure her scream could be heard in every apartment in our building. This time I felt a gush of liquid spew from her pussy. I quickly withdrew my cock and she fell face down on the bed. Tiffany did not move. If it weren't for her panting, I would have thought she was dead.
I eased off the bed and went to my bathroom to clean my dick and fingers.
I snuggled in next to her.
"So, was that what you wanted?" I asked and kissed her ass.
"You bastard," she said, barely above a whisper.
"A bastard in a good or bad way," I asked.
"That is the best fuck I ever had," she said. Turning her face to me, she smiled and added, "With a guy."
"Then I take 'bastard' as a compliment." I kissed her and she crawled into my arms.
"Now, shut up and let's sleep."
I did and we slept until it was time for her to go to work.
***
It was almost Christmas Eve. My work bordered on insanity. Our client was in a manic phase and Martin, I, two other associates and three paralegals were putting in twelve-hour days. On the morning of Christmas Eve, the client called me. He said the president of the company he was trying to take over finally blinked and that they reached an oral agreement along the lines of the latest offer we had proffered. Congratulating me, he asked if I would have Martin call him.
I relayed the info to Martin, who once again groused about the client having direct contact with a 'fucking associate'. I could tell, though, he was quite pleased. He knew the firm would be earning a huge bonus, which meant his end of year bonus would be proportionately big. He waved me away and picked up the phone to call the client.
A couple hours later, he called me to his office.
Sitting with his feet on the desk and puffing on a huge Cuban cigar in violation of multiple company policies as well as state and city ordinances, he motioned me to a chair.
"Anders, we are sitting in the sweetest smelling shit you can imagine."
I tried not to imagine sitting in any kind of shit, but I didn't want to get him off track.
"After talking to Jerome's rival, I talked with their lead attorney. We ironed out the details and I sent him an electronic copy of a memo of understanding. He just sent it back with a fucking signature. I called Agnes and Billy the Fucking Kid. I think I gave them both orgasms. They are planning to have a very merry fucking Christmas."
Agnes was our managing partner and I couldn't conjure up any mental picture of her having an orgasm.
"Congrats, Martin," I said without excess excitement.
"What?" he snarled. "Oh, feeling like you didn't get credit? Listen, Anders, you are still a fucking associate. You can start getting credit when, no make that if, you make partner. Are we clear?"
"Crystal, Martin."
"Good," he said and took a long puff on his cigar.
He opened the credenza behind his desk and pulled out a bottle of Chevas Blue. He grabbed two tumblers and poured generous drinks. He handed me one and we silently toasted.
"Anyway, even without that hot piece of ass to help you out, you did a good job."
I inwardly bristled about his description of Ferry. I tried to disguise my feelings by taking a drink.
"Yeah, so I told Agnes and Billy that you deserved some special recognition."
I wondered where he was going with this.
"I pulled a couple strings and put that dike cunt's tits in a press."
"Who?" I asked getting lost in his slanderous babble.
"Sherman."
Anita Sherman was our CFO. I always suspected she was gay, but never thought of her in the graphic terms Martin used.
"She screamed and moaned, but finally she did what I wanted," he said with a self-satisfied smirk as he refilled our glasses.
Martin picked up an envelope on his desk and tossed it my way. I caught it.
"Open it."
Running my finger under the flap, I peeked in to see a check.
My stomach flipped when I saw it was made out to me in the amount of $10,000. I was so taken aback I didn't say a word.
"Hey, no need to go overboard," Martin sneered.
"No, thank you, Martin. I was not expecting this."
"Yeah, well don't fucking get used to it. But, you did good work. Of course Sherman said it will go onto your total compensation and you'll have to pay taxes, yada, yada, yada. So, have a Merry Christmas."
I finished my drink and stood. I wondered if Martin would stand also or offer me his hand.
He just puffed away and waved.
On my way back to my office I ran into Agnes.
She smiled and offered me her hand.
"Congratulations, Anders, I understand you and Martin closed the deal."
Suppressing the urge to tell her that I did most of the work and that Martin almost fucked it up twice, I said "Yes, signed and delivered."
"Good work. I assume Martin gave you the envelope?"
"Yes, thank you. I don't know what to say."
"Well, being managing partner has its perks. I only had to threaten Martin with his manhood if he didn't agree to sign off on the bonus. He was doing his regular bitching about new associates not deserving anything. I know that you busted your ass on this deal. The client loves you and we will earn generous fees for years to come. $15,000 is not a lot to show our appreciation."
"That fucking prick," I thought. "Not only did he not want to give me a bonus, he didn't give me everything I should have gotten."
"Well, Agnes, I will be putting it to good use."
She shook my hand again and hurried down the hall.
Back in my office I looked at the check again. "Oh yeah, Martin, you'd better watch your fucking back."
***
Tiffany and Brittany decided to marry on New Year's Eve. I had gotten my JP and helped them with the details of a marriage license. It was still relatively new in our state to have a same-sex marriage.
The girls reserved the club room in our apartment building. They would have a simple ceremony and then there would be a small reception. Although they were not deep in the closet, they did not want all their colleagues and their viewing audience to know they were getting married. I assumed that many of the male-dominated audience for the news had fantasies about these two beautiful women who greeted them every morning.
In addition to their families, they said that Shari and Anu would be there. They were also including a few close friends from the building and from their outside connections.
Tiffany called a couple days before the wedding and asked if they could come up. She said they wanted to review their vows with me.
Welcoming them in and sharing hugs and kisses, I thought I never saw two people more in love with each other. They held hands and a soft glow emanating from their faces.
We reviewed their vows and how the ceremony would go. Opening a bottle of wine, I told them how much in love they looked. They held hands and made eyes at each other.
"I think I might be pregnant," Tiffany said.
"Uh, isn't kinda early to tell?" I asked.
"Yeah, I should wait until when my next period should start. Then, I can do one of those pee tests. But, I just feel it. So, how about a glass of club soda?"
"Absolutely. Wine for you, Brittany?"
"Please and make it a big one."
Tiffany's was beaming. She wanted to be pregnant and it was obvious she wanted it in a big way.
I didn't want her to get her hopes too high and then be disappointed.
"Well, if it didn't work out this time, we can try again."
Brittany looked at me. "So, you didn't mind?"
Being the night before their wedding, I hesitated to engage in this discussion.
"You know I really like the both of you a lot. I am still honored that you thought I could be a good donor for your child."
"Nice to hear," said Brittany, "But you did like screwing Tiffany, right?"
"She's a beautiful woman, as you are, too. So, yes, it was sexy, pleasurable and..." I paused. "Terrifying."
An arched eyebrow meant Brittany was looking for more.
"I had to perform in front of you. I know how much you love Tiff and I could only imagine the conflict you felt watching her be intimate with another person, with a man. That was terrifying."
Brittany nodded. "Kyle, in spite of that dumb thing between your legs, you are a decent person. And, if we need to try again, I'm one hundred percent behind you."
Trying to ease the seriousness of our conversation, I said, "What will you be doing behind me?"
She screamed and hit me with a pillow from the couch. "You are such an asshole."
We all laughed and relaxed. I wasn't sure if I wanted Tiffany to become pregnant or if I really wanted to have sex with her again. Either way, I knew I hoped it worked out for these two women. I had grown to like them so much.
I lay in bed that night and tried to sort out my feelings. I was genuinely happy for Tiffany and Brittany. They would make good parents. I probed to see if I had any feelings about fatherhood. If I were to be completely honest, I had mixed feelings. I was proud that I was able to try to make Tiffany pregnant. I was also relieved that I was not going to have to raise a child. Well, at least not do it at this point in my life.
Thinking about children and the impending wedding made me wonder about Ferry. In spite of several phone calls and texts, I never heard from her. We had only been together a short time, but I think I felt more for her than any other woman I had ever dated. Was there a real possibility we could have found love and maybe moved to a commitment? I guess I'll never know.
On impulse I grabbed my phone and sent Ferry a text. I told her the wedding would be tomorrow and that Tiffany and Brittany had asked me to officiate. I ended with by saying I was thinking of her.
Staring at the ceiling in the dark, I also thought about Artemis and Dido. They still weren't home. Artemis had called me and said that she was taking Dido on a skiing trip in the Alps as soon as school was over. I kidded her about sharing so much personal information, but she just laughed. We still sexted among the three of us, but often we also just talked. I missed both of them. They were my best friends, other than Brittany and Tiffany.
I knew I should sleep, but my mind was in overdrive. My work load was growing absurd and I easily spent twelve hours a day on my practice. Agnes assured me I was on the partner fast track. Work was becoming my life. I didn't date anyone since Ferry left. If it weren't for TV girls, I would have been officially classified as a monk. Well, a monk who liked to flash.
As the night grew deeper, I realized I also missed the thrill of exhibitionism. I exercised, but now the drapes were closed. I wondered if I would ever rediscover the excitement of having Artemis and Dido as my audience. I couldn't name what made me so excited about exhibitionism. I didn't consider myself a pervert. I would never expose myself to children or to anyone whom I didn't think would also enjoy it. Still, the jolt I got when I knew Artemis and Dido were watching me was as powerful a drug as I could imagine. Recalling the first time I got naked for Tiffany and Brittany I felt my dick grow hard.



My thoughts circled back to Ferry. In this darkest hour I realized I loved her. Due to my own actions, I lost her. Yet, I still was drawn to exhibitionism. Soon, I couldn't think in a straight line.
It was well past three when I finally drifted off. Thank god I had both New Year's Eve and day off I felt I would be useless in the office.
To be continued.
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It was wedding day for Tiffany and Brittany. Even though I was only presiding, my stomach kept flopping. I had a light breakfast with the hope that some food would calm me. I dressed in my best dark suit, accented with a white shirt and red silk tie. With my notes in hand, I made sure I had the marriage certificate that I needed to sign to make the wedding official.
We were all scheduled to meet in the club room at ten-thirty and the ceremony would begin at eleven. I met the girls' parents for the first time. They seemed genuinely excited about their daughters marrying a woman.
Henry, Brittany's brother, was going to be best man and Anu was the maid-of-honor. We did a casual run-through and were satisfied we knew what we were doing.
Soon the seats at one end of the room began to fill. The girls were expecting about thirty people. One of their friends was a harpist and she played soft music as people gathered. She would also play to accompany Tiffany as she walked down the make-shift aisle with her dad.
I was chatting with Henry when I saw a blond head in the corner of my eye. I turned to see Artemis moving toward the seats. Dido was walking with her.
I stopped talking so abruptly that Henry asked if I were feeling ok. I gave no reply and his gaze followed my eyes.
"Oh, yeah, Diana and Fanny," he said. "Don't blame you man. They are beyond hot. Jesus, I don't think I've ever seen two women that good looking. Mommy is hot, but daughter gets me really worked up. Wanna meet them?"
"Huh," I turned back to Henry. "Uh, no, not now. It's getting close to the start."
I snuck one last glance in the direction of the mother and daughter duo. Artemis, or maybe I should begin thinking of her as Diana, met my eyes. She stared and then her lips formed a small smile.
"Christ, does she know I know?"
Just then the harpist began Pachelbel's Canon in D.
Brittany's father escorted her as she walked up to stand next to Henry. She was wearing a black dress with a high neckline and lace bodice. Her blond hair was woven into two long plaits and fastened up on her head. Her simple make-up complemented her fabulous facial structure. In short, she was beautiful.
We all turned as Tiffany and her father began walking toward us. She wore a simple white dress with an embroidered bottom. Her dark hair was swept up to expose a long and sensuous neck. Red lips and subtle blue eye shadow made her look like a voluptuous cherub.
They reached our make-shift altar. Her father lifted the simple veil she wore and kissed her. Each expressed their love for each other and he went to stand next to his wife.
Tiffany and Brittany held hands. I began.
A couple times I almost broke down, and most of those assembled could not hold back. It was so obvious that these two women were deeply in love.
Henry gave Brittany the ring and she placed on Tiffany's trembling finger. Anu then passed a matching one to Tiffany who slipped onto Brittany.
I pronounced them married and they kissed.
Applause broke out and a cheer went up.
They turned and waved to their families and friends. The harpist began Ode to Joy and they walked down to the rear of the room.
Anu hugged me and Henry shook my hand. We watched as a receiving line formed and the guests began to offer official congratulations.
I made my way to the bar set up in the corner and grabbed a flute of champagne. Henry opted for a beer. We both decided to skip the receiving line since we were so involved in the ceremony. We got our drinks and toasted.
"Hi, Henry."
I choked on my drink as I heard Artemis' sexy voice.
"Hey, Diana. You're looking beautiful as always. And, you, too, Fanny."
I froze in place.
"Kyle, I want you to meet great friends of Brittany and Tiffany. Hey, you all live here. Do you know each other?"
I turned to face the two women, one a younger carbon copy of the most beautiful woman in the world according to a few gossip mags.
"Diana Xavier and Fanny, this is Kyle Anders."
Diana extended her hand. I took it and felt a surge through my entire body. I was touching the woman of my erotic fantasies.
"Pleasure, Kyle. This is my daughter, Fanny."
We shook hands and I could see Fanny fighting the giggles.
"I gotta go and make nice with the parents," said Henry. "Catch you all later."
His exit left a void as all other sound in the room suddenly disappeared. I could only hear the blood rushing through my temples.
"So, Kyle," said Diana as she slipped her arm through mine and guided me away from the bar. Fanny followed holding two flutes. "How long have you known?"
My first instinct was to lie and pretend I didn't know what she was talking about.
The heat from her body infused my entire consciousness. Her perfume filled my nostrils and reached directly to my groin.
I faced her. "Thanksgiving."
She cocked her head. Taking a flute from Fanny, Diana sipped the amber bubbles. Her lips left a faint ruby mark on the rim.
I explained how I stumbled upon them.
"But, like you never said anything," said Franny.
"I didn't want to spoil what we had," I answered. "If you knew that I knew your identities, I was afraid you'd cut contact with me."
"And, you never told anyone?" asked Diana.
I shook my head.
"Never shared even one picture?"
"God, I'd never do that. Honest."
Diana sipped more of her champagne.
She smiled and leaned into me.
Her lips brushed my ear as her words escaped.
"I love your cock."
I became hard in an instant.
"Mom, what did you say?" asked Fanny.
"Just a little nothing," she cooed. "Why?"
Fanny's eyes drifted to my pants and Diana's followed. The bulge was obvious.
Diana slipped her arm back into mine, Fanny copied the movement on my other side.
"Let's go find a table to sit," Diana said.
Situated at one of the round tables, Diana asked Fanny to get us a plate of hors d'ouevres.
"Thank you, Kyle."
"For what?"
"For keeping our confidence. I imagine you could have made a lot of money and gained some notoriety if you shared those pictures."
"I could never do that, Artemis. Uh, I guess I should now call you Diana."
"At least in public," she said. Her hand ran up my thigh and lightly touched the hardness contained under my pants.
"Oh boy," I moaned.
"You know, Kyle, our little times together, well not really together, but you know what I mean."
I nodded.
"Those times have been quite exhilarating," she said this softly as her fingers caressed my erection.
"In fact, they have been some of the most erotic moments of my life. You brought out the voyeur in me. I couldn't stop watching you."
I took a drink of champagne to combat the parched condition of my throat.
"It was so special to me, too."
Fanny arrived with two plates piled with canapés, a variety of cheeses and an assortment of crackers.
"God, mom, what are you doing. Kyle looks like he might pass out."
"Just chatting, dear."
Fanny noticed her mother's arm extending under the table.
"Get the fuck out!" she exclaimed in a quiet voice.
She slipped her hand underneath the table cloth only to find her mother's hand in my lap.
Fanny ran her fingers up and down my shaft.
"God, it's like steel."
"Mmm-hmm," said Diana.
"Do you still have those pictures?" asked Fanny as she let her fingers probe my nut sack.
I nodded, unable to form words.
"And, they're safe?" added Diana.
Again a nod.
"Good," Diana said.
"Heads up, the happy couple approacheth," said Fanny as she withdrew her hand.
Diana stood and one by one embraced Tiffany and Brittany.
"Oh, you are the most beautiful couple I have ever seen. I ruined two hankies just looking at you expressing your love. I am so happy for you," Diana said.
Fanny hugged them both and then all four were dabbing tears.
"What, no hugs from our minister?" asked Tiffany.
"Yeah, come on. We need a hug from you."
I slowly stood, trying to use my jacket to cover the tent.
I kissed Brittany but kept my body away from her.
"What's up? Just because I'm married doesn't mean you can't hug me."
She pulled me to her. I heard her gasp as our bodies met.
She stepped back and looked at me. I gave a weak smile.
Tiffany pulled me to her. She kissed me and hugged me tightly.
"Wow," she whispered. "Do weddings always have this effect on you?"
I kissed her again and stepped back.
Fanny and Diana were doing everything they could to contain themselves.
Brittany noticed how they were behaving.
"What! Are you responsible for this?"
They couldn't hold it together any longer and exploded in laughter. People around the room turned to look at us.
Finally gaining control, Diana said, "It's a very long story. Some night we'll have dinner and talk about it."
"It's a crazy world, Brit," said Tiffany.
"Sure as shit is," she answered as she took her spouse's hand and they moved on to greet other guests.
"Bet they won't get as warm a welcome from those others," said Fanny.
The three of us burst out and once more every head in the room turned toward us.
Henry, Anu and Shari asked to join us at our table. There was a simple, but elegant buffet, and after fixing plates we sat and talked while we ate.
Henry went for thirds and at the same time Diana and Fanny headed to the ladies room.
Anu turned to me.
"Tiffany and Brittany told us what you are trying to do for them."
My look of surprise must have made them quickly explain.
"It's ok, Kyle. We won't tell anyone else. We were discussing whether Shari and I wanted to have a family and all the risks that go with sperm banks, artificial insemination and all that. They confided on how they were approaching it."
"You are a special person, Kyle," said Shari. "They are so happy and so grateful."
"Well, they are special people." I smiled and added, "Not like it was a hardship or anything."
"Yeah, we figured that part out," said Anu with a grin.
"Actually," said Shari, "we wondered if we might talk with you about, well, you know."
I startled.
"God, I don't know. Helping Tiffany and Brittany is one thing. But, I'm not sure if I should get involved beyond that."
"Don't want to be seen as a stud?" asked Anu.
"That's part of it. Don't take me wrong. I like both of you and you are beautiful and smart and everything else. But, I struggled with the whole absent fatherhood thing. You know planting a seed and then abandoning the fruit."
Both women nodded.
"Anyway, I'm flattered that you even think that I could serve in that way."
"We agree with Tiffany and Brittany. You have all the qualities we are looking for. You are a nice guy, smart and have no diseases. Kinda checks all the boxes."
"Thanks."
"So, will you at least think about it?" asked Anu. "Shari and I discussed it and I could easily make love with you."
I paused wondering if I should ask the obvious. I decided if I were to consider it, I had to know.
"Not to be crude, but has either of you ever been with a man?"
They looked at each other. Shari shook her head. Anu said, "a little bit."
"Well, when I was in college and between girlfriends and long before Shari, I met a guy. He was quiet, shy and socially awkward. We found ourselves sitting next to each other in a physics class and both of us were seriously over our heads. Thinking that two half-brains might add up to one, we started studying together. To our surprise we liked each other and became friends. Then, cliché that it is, we were drinking wine and sharing a j in his room. We got the giggles and fell against each other. The next thing I knew we were making out. To my even greater shock, I was enjoying it. Before I knew it, we were naked and our hands were going crazy."
Anu shot a glance at Shari and I felt she was sharing some new information.
"Well, we were really worked up. I saw him taking a condom from a box on his table. As he was opening it, I thought 'Wow, I'm going to fuck a guy.' He moved on top and I almost freaked out when he pushed it in. By that time, I figured what the hell and started humping back. It didn't last that long and I didn't cum, but I wasn't totally grossed out. Over the course of that semester, we did it about a half-dozen times. Right before the Christmas break I met a tall blond—yeah, I know I'm so predictable—and after the break, I broke up with him."
"You little minx," said Shari. "You had a guy. I guess you really do learn something new every day."
"I never meant to keep it from you," said Anu. "It was a long time ago, never meant much to me. And, since I met you, I've never thought about or wanted anyone else. I love you."
"I love you, too," said Shari.
They kissed, looked each other in the eyes and kissed again.
"So," Anu said turning her dark eyes toward me, "will you think about it?"
"I'll think, but no promises."
"That's all we ask. Thanks, Kyle."
She squeezed my hand. In spite of my best intentions, I imagined her small, tight, dark body naked underneath me. I wondered how dark her nipples were. Was she shaved? Would I be too big to fit inside her?
I snapped out of it as Diana and Franny returned to the table.
Henry announced that Brittany and Tiffany were about to cut the cake. We all gathered around a table with a double-layered cake on top. Holding the knife together, the women sliced through the thick icing. They cut a small piece and carefully fed each other, avoiding ruining each other's make-up.
A three piece combo began playing and Diana pulled me by the hand to the dance floor.
Slipping into my arms, she rested her head on my shoulder and we began to move with the music.
"I thought you were skiing in the Alps," I said while breathing in the intoxicating mixture of shampoo, perfume and woman. My cheek brushed against her short blond hair.
"We were," she replied. "We couldn't miss this wedding. Fanny and I adore Tiffany and Brittany."
"So, why didn't you tell me you'd be coming back?"
Diana raised her head. With even low heels on, we were eye to eye. "Figure it out, Kyle."
I ran various scenarios through my mind. One struck home.
"Oh," I said. "If you told me you were coming to the wedding, then I would know you'd be here and I might figure out who you were."
"Very good," she said and squeezed me close to her. "Alas, you were already a step ahead."
"Are you angry?"
Diana nestled her head closer to my neck.
"Actually, I'm relieved."
"How so?"
Diana moved her head and softly kissed my neck.
"Kyle, Fanny and I spent an inordinate amount of time discussing you." She laughed and continued. "I'm not saying it was time wasted, but we kept talking about if we should all meet. If we could go to dinner with you, as you asked? What would be the consequences of getting together? I wondered if there might be something beyond watching you naked and sending each other nude pictures.
Diana softly kissed my neck again. "I selfishly worried about my reputation if any of those pictures ever got into the public. So, much nonsense I now see."
I pulled back to look at her.
"Kyle, I now know you are true to your word. You've known who we are and never told a soul, never did anything to harm or embarrass us. Thank you, darling."
"Does that mean we can pick up where we left off?" I asked.
"Ah, now that is a totally other topic."
The music stop and still holding my hand we made our way back to our table. The other guests were also returning. Henry and Fanny had been dancing, as well as Shari and Anu.
Henry and I brought fresh drinks from the bar.
"Your sister and Tiffany look so, so happy," said Fanny.
"Yeah. They're totally in love. Even my parents can see it."
"Was that a problem?" asked Diana.
"In the beginning, a little. They sorta knew Brittany was not into guys. She never dated in high school or college. I think they tried to convince themselves that she was more interested in studying than sex."
He drank some of his beer and looked over at his parents.
"Then, Britty came home and came out. Not the best Christmas we ever had. They tried to be cool, but I could see Mom was really shaken. After her announcement, however, very little was ever said about her sexuality. I think my parents felt if we didn't talk about it, maybe it would go away."
"They came around at some point?" asked Diana.
"Funny how it happened," Henry said. "We were at a Fourth of July cookout in our town. Britty was visiting and we all just enjoyed having a good time. One of the neighbors, a real asshole, started spouting off about gay marriage. Our state was debating whether to legalize it. He was really being obnoxious and everyone could hear him. Finally he said something about he didn't want to live in a country that pulled down good folks in order to let degenerate fags and dykes pretend to marry each other."
Henry looked at Shari and Anu and shrugged an apology. They smiled, knowing it was not how he felt.
"So, my mother, who never—and I mean never—raised her voice or engaged in political discussions, walked up to him. She called him a stupid bigot. Well, that quieted the crowd. She said if two people loved each other it shouldn't make any difference what sex they were. And, if he felt threatened by same sex marriage, it might be because he didn't understand what it meant to be in love or to commit to another person. That last part was a real jab because almost everyone knew he was screwing his dental assistant. I mean everyone except his wife."
I saw Fanny looking intently at Henry as he became more animated.
"Well, the idiot didn't know when to just shut up. He said my mother didn't know what she was talking about. It wasn't normal for men or women to want to marry someone of the same sex. He then proclaimed all gays were disgusting and he'd never have anything to do with one."
Henry laughed to himself.
"That pushed my Mom's final button. She told him in that case that she and her family would be looking for a new dentist. She added that there were more than a few other families in town who had a gay member and they should also stop going to him.
"He looked at me and said, 'Henry's a fag?' My mother slapped his face and said, 'No, Brittany is a lesbian and I couldn't love her any more or be more proud of her. And, if you can't deal with that then go fuck yourself.'
"Well, you could have heard a pin drop in the entire town. I mean my mother never ever said 'damn'. After a couple more seconds, my Uncle Peter started clapping. Soon everyone at the party was applauding and gathering around Mom to tell her how brave she was. Britty was crying like a baby and Dad kept trying to go after the stupid dentist. It was a hell of a Fourth of July."
We listened and almost as one turned to look at the dignified, well-dressed and coiffed woman with the silver hair who told a dentist to go fuck himself.
"Yeah, when Britty brought Tiffany around, we all fell in love with her. I mean who wouldn't. Mom and Dad were elated when the legislature passed the same-sex marriage bill and then Britty announced she and Tiffany were going to get married. I think the only concern they have is they might not have grandchildren."
I moaned internally wondering how they might take the next big news, if it came to that.
Franny put her hand on Henry's shoulder and said, "Well, you could always give them grandkids."
He laughed. "Yeah, if I could ever find anyone desperate enough to marry me. Hell, I'd settle for one just desperate enough to date me."
We all broke out laughing.
Fanny looked at him and said, "I can't see that being a problem."
Henry turned scarlet and looked at her. "Really?"
Fanny nodded and said, "Come on, let's dance some more."
Shari watched them onto the dance floor.
"I think there's romance in the air."



Diana smiled and said, "Fanny always did fancy someone a little older." She slipped her hand on my dick as she spoke.
The rest of the day sped by. I danced with Tiffany, Brittany, Shari, Anu and Fanny. Although Fanny was reluctant to give up a dance with Henry. As the wedding drew to a close, the newlyweds made one last round for hugs and kisses and went back upstairs to their apartment.
Fanny announced she and Henry were going out clubbing.
"A little early for that," said Diana.
"Oh, uh, yeah," she said. "We might like stop at his hotel and relax a bit."
Fanny couldn't keep a straight face.
Diana hugged her and kissed her cheek. "Be careful, sweetheart. I love you."
"Love you, too, Mom. Hey, see you later Kyle."
We hugged and in a second she and Henry were off.
"Relax for a while?" I said.
Diana laughed. "Yes, I think they might be giving a new meaning to that term."
"Does it bother you?"
"What? That my daughter is going to have sex with a very nice and attractive young man?"
I nodded.
"No, we are past all that. I had quite a few talks with her about life, sex, love and the difference among all of them. She's not a virgin and she's not reckless. I think Henry might be a very good match for her. He's quiet where she's exuberant. He's got a subtle and dry sense of humor and she is outrageous. There's a lot of depth in him, Fanny will dig that. I just hope he can deliver in bed. Fanny hasn't had many lovers, but she knows what she likes."
Diana looked at me and let her eyes travel over my body. "That's why our times with you were fun. She loved your cock."
She paused and leaned in for a light kiss.
"As does her mother."
"And does her mother need any refreshing on the stellar attributes of what she loves?"
"As a matter of fact she does," said Diana. Taking my hand we headed toward the elevator. "And, she needs it right now."
For the first time I was inside Diana's apartment. She had completely transformed the space when she put the two units together. Everything seemed spacious. Her taste, as I would have expected, was impeccable. From the colors, to furnishings and original art work, her apartment reflected beauty and sophistication. That was Diana.
She went to a wine cooler located in part of one wall of bookshelves. She retrieved a bottle of Krug Clos du Mesnil 2000. I had never heard of this champagne. She uncorked it and poured two flutes.
It was like drinking effervescent atmosphere. I couldn't believe anything could taste like this.
We were standing in her living room, with only a few low lights.
"You look handsome tonight."
"Thank you. You are beautiful. I guess you hear it all the time and I wish I had better words, but you are simply the most beautiful woman I have ever seen."
Diana tilted her glass my way and finished. She topped both of our flutes.
"Want to hear a secret?"
"Sure," I said.
She slipped out of her shoes and sat on the couch, curling a long leg underneath her.
I sat opposite in a club chair.
"I've been voted all sorts of most beautiful. I say that not as a boast, because I've done nothing to earn it. I was born this way. I've never had plastic surgery, I don't believe in Botox. I am blessed with good genes. Thankfully, so is dear Fanny. I think she is much more attractive than I. God, I would hate for her to have to be compared to me and always be found wanting. That's why she goes by her father's mother's name and we use her nickname. No one will connect Aphrodite Xavier Corsini to Fanny Falcione.
"Anyway, at this point in my life I don't think about my face. I just take it for granted. I think that's one of the things that really excited me about you and me. You never saw my face. You got turned on by just having me look at you. For a long while, before we started sexting pictures, you never could even imagine my body. Yet, you were aroused."
"I think I could cum just listening to your voice," I said.
Diana laughed. "See, that's what I mean. I could have been five hundred pounds, but you liked talking with me."
"I liked talking with you," I said, "because I felt we became friends. We talked about so many things. Plus, you were a friend like when Ferry dumped me. You just stayed on the line and we talked and talked. You'll probably never know how much that meant."
"Kyle, I did it because I like you. I also felt we were friends. What's the term, 'Friends with benefits.' But, friends. Now, I know you found out who I was, but I never sensed a change. You were still the same Kyle. You probably don't understand how refreshing that was for me.
Diana ran her fingers through her hair. She looked around the room and then back at me.
"I've always had men wanting me. I say that not to glamorize myself, but to try to explain why what we have is special. Some men wanted me because I am beautiful. They saw only my face, my body. They created an image based on how I looked. Then, some wanted me because I was famous. I was the model on the cover of all those magazines. Everyone knew Di X. To them I was a trophy. They wanted to go to all the hot clubs and in spots. Everyone could see them with the famous model."
Diana sipped her champagne. She smiled at me and began talking again.
"As I began to understand about the fashion business, I learned that the pile of discarded pretty faces was very, very high. Someday the photographer or editor would say, 'No, no, she is too old.' That day could come at twenty-five, thirty or, if lucky, thirty five. But no matter when, it would come. I did not want to be just another pretty face that no one wanted any more. So, I began to build a small business. I was lucky to have some good advisors, and soon I had a not so small business. Now, I had men wanting me because I was powerful, and, yes, because I was rich."
She smiled again at me.
"So, you are thinking, 'Poor, Diana. So beautiful and so rich.' Well, what I wanted was just to be a woman who could enjoy the company of a man without worrying what he really wanted. One day I look out my window and I see a young, handsome man. He is naked. He looks so good. I watch. Then, to my great surprise, I call him. To my greater surprise, we begin to develop a relationship. He does not know what I look like, how famous I am, how much power I have or if I am rich. He just likes to show me his body and talk with me. We laugh a lot. Kyle, do you know how rare it is to just be able to laugh with a man? So, that is why I, well, why I cherish what we have."
"But, you were Artemis."
She nodded. "Yes, I was someone besides the great Di X for a while. And, a man found me interesting. Found me attractive for what I was, not who I was. I loved it."
We sat in silence sipping our champagne. Diana finished the bottle by splitting what was left between our two flutes.
"Now, what do we do?" she asked as she sat back down.
"What do you want?"
"I want you to love Artemis."
"I do."
"Not, Diana?"
"Don't really know her yet."
Diana stood and so did I.
I crossed the short distance and we embraced. I kissed her tentatively. She replied in the same fashion. I ventured my tongue. She moved her lips back and we stared at each other.
"I'm a lot older than you."
"Not all that much," I said. I pulled her head to me and pushed my tongue into her mouth. She made a small sound and began playing her tongue around mine. We stood there kissing for a long time. Our hands never moved from the back of the other's head. "Besides, I promise not to call you ma'am and I'll take it easy to accommodate your advanced age."
Laughing, Diana broke away. She moved back to the couch and sat.
"Strip for me, Kyle. Please."
I peeled off my coat and threw it on the chair. Slowly, I loosened my tie, unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it clear from my trousers. I slipped it off and tossed it atop my jacket. I inched my undershirt over my head and dropped it to the floor.
Diana stared at me in silence.
I knelt and untied each shoe. I pulled one, then the other free and removed my socks.
Standing, I undid my belt, opened my pants and let them fall. I stepped away from them and stood in front of her in black silk boxers.
As I hooked my thumbs in the waistband, she said, "Stop."
Diana put her feet on the floor and raised her butt from the cushion. She pulled up her black dress to expose the tops of her stockings secured by a garter belt. Her fingers disappeared in the darkness under her dress and emerged pulling a tiny black thong.
She eased back into the couch, spread her legs and let her hand venture into the black cave created by the fabric of her dress.
I could detect movement with her arm. She let out a long sigh.
"Continue," she said.
I pushed my boxers down, freeing my semi-hard cock. When they were completely off me, I spread my legs and stood in front of her.
Her arm continued to move. I could not see her hand or anything above the tops of her stockings.
"Touch yourself."
I took my dick in my hand and moved my fingers up and down my shaft. I felt the blood pushing the skin and filling me.
"Don't get completely hard," she said.
"Hard to control," I replied.
"Then stop touching yourself and come here."
I walked to where she sat.
Diana kept her hand between her legs and bent forward.
"I've said this a lot, Kyle, but I love your cock."
She kissed my tip. With her free hand she lifted it and guided it into her mouth.
My knees went weak as I felt her warm cavity embrace my sex. Her tongue darted all around and she sucked softly.
"I'm getting hard."
She pulled off and smiled. "Yes, I can tell. It's ok, I just wanted to start before it was completely erect. I love the sensation of a soft cock in my mouth."
Diana took me once again in her mouth and began moving up and down. She used her tongue to add exquisite pressure. I was slowly rocking to the rhythm she established. Her hand slipped onto my balls and probed until she isolated one nut. Pulling and squeezing it she upped the tension I felt. She kept me on the border of pain and pleasure. Sensing my unease, she released my nut and pulled her mouth off.
Immediately I mourned the loss of the hot, warm home for my erection. Diana dropped her head and licked the ball she had just tormented. I spread my legs and she sucked it into her mouth. I couldn't help but moan out loud. After tonguing and sucking it without mercy, I was bouncing on my toes.
Abruptly she released me. She pulled her hand from under her skirt and spread the aromatic moisture over the head of my dick. Taking my shaft she tilted it down and drew it into her mouth.
This time she was aggressive and moved me quickly to the edge. I let her know how close I was.
Pulling off, she said, "Give me everything you've got."
As soon as her lips found my cock-head, I plunged deep into her mouth. She gagged and then recovered. She grasped my shaft and guided me to a slow pumping. I felt her throat open and I was in. She sucked and stroked and I could hold back no longer.
Thrusting with my hips, I released the pent up desire and filled her mouth.
She swallowed and continued to pump me until I had nothing left and I began to deflate.
Standing, Diana pressed her lips to mine. I kissed her and felt her mouth open. I jammed my tongue in, tasting the remains of my deposit. She brought a wet finger and pushed it in. I tasted her strong essence, now mixed with the flavor of my own cum and her mouth. We kissed, holding each other around the waist, for a long time.
"Diana, that was..."
"No need to say anything, Kyle. In fact I always found actions speak louder than words."
Leading me by the hand we entered her bedroom.
Diana pulled down the covers on her large bed and flopped back. Staring at me, she hiked up her skirt revealing the thin blond strip and her full lips framed by the garter belt she still wore.
I dropped to my knees, pulled her to the edge of the bed and stared at her pussy. Controlling the urge to attack her swollen folds, I nibbled the inside of her thigh and worked my way up until I was near her pussy. I blew on her sex and then repeated my actions on her other thigh.
"This is very good, Kyle. I am now in your power." Diana let her head fall back on the bed and opened her legs even wider.
I traced her vulva with my finger enjoying the wetness that was everywhere.
I pushed my middle finger inside enough to cover the tip with her juice. I sucked it relishing the taste. I repeated my exploration and this time offered my finger to Diana. She greedily sucked it clean.
I could wait no longer. Licking slowly from taint to clit, I let my tongue explore the damp slit.
"Yes," breathed Diana.
I licked harder and faster. Lifting her butt, I pushed my tongue as deep into her as I could and tongue-fucked her until Diana responded with a groan and thrusts of her hips. Dropping her ass back onto the bed, I pushed her clit hood back and took the hard bud between my lips. She pushed even harder. I sucked it and played it with the tip of my tongue. Diana thrust harder. I finally took it in between my teeth and bit.
"Oh, fuck," she said as a spasm wracked her body. I felt a trickle of liquid move past my mouth and she shuddered again.
I eased off her clit.
"Fuck me now, Kyle."
I moved up and kissed her. She licked her own essence from my mouth and chin.
"I don't have protection."
"I am clean," she said. "And, my tubes are tied. Are you sure you're clean?"
"I know I am," I told her.
"I trust you, Kyle."
I placed my tip at her opening. She slipped her long legs around my waist.
I eased my head past her warm lips.
"That feels good," she said.
I went all the way in with a long push.
"Fucking shit," she cried.
I began a steady stroke. She responded with hip thrusts as her legs squeezed me tightly.
Knowing I could last a little longer than normal because of her blow job, I picked up the pace. I was going at her hard. She was grunting with every thrust.
I kept up this pace until I heard her moans come faster and the pitch rise. I rode her as fast as I could. I was almost worried I might be hurting her, but she kept saying, "Yes. Yes."
"Kyle, I'm almost there."
Resting on just one arm I took her hard clit in my free hand and pinched.
Diana screamed and squeezed her legs so hard I could hardly breathe. I could feel her vagina contract around my cock, stopping my thrusting. She shook her head back and forth and finally gave one last, huge thrust with her hips and went limp.
I took my hand from her clit as her legs fell to the bed. I was still hard and rolled onto my back while keeping my dick inside her. She lay on top of me. I felt small contractions of her vagina and could feel her pounding heart.
Diana kissed my cheek and said, "Beautiful"
She rested her head on my shoulder. In seconds she was sleeping.
Ten minutes later Diana stirred.
"Are you ok?" she asked.
"Never been better," I said as I ran my hands up and down her thighs and butt.
"I need to clean up," she said.
"Me too."
"Shower?"
"Reading my mind," I said.
We went into her bathroom. Diana took off her clothes and we stepped into her large walk-in shower. Her body was even more amazing in person than it appeared in the pictures she sent. I took a long time soaping up every inch. Her medium breasts felt right at home in my hands. In spite of our lovemaking a short time ago, she responded to my touch and kissed me.
She washed my once again erect dick.
"God bless young men," she cooed as she planted a series of tiny kisses up and down my shaft.
Finally admitted that we were totally clean, we toweled dry and went back to bed.
"I hate to leave such a beautiful thing in this condition," Diana said as her hand touched my erection, "but I need to sleep."
"Would there be any chance of some more when you wake up?" I asked playfully.
"Lots more, babe, lots more."
We pulled the covers over us, turned out the light and spooned until we both drifted off.
I had no idea what time it was when I felt a chill.
Opening my eyes, I looked at covers bunched below my knees. I refocused and saw a shadow near the bed.
"Hi, Kyle," she whispered
"Hi, Fanny," I replied equally quietly.
"Just got home," she said.
"Checking to see if your mom is all right?"
"Checking something for sure."
"That's cute."
"Can I snuggle?"
Frozen in indecision, I made no sound.
"Of course, you can," said a sleepy voice behind me.
"Thanks, mom."
Fanny was naked in seconds and crawled in facing me.
"So...?"
"What?" I asked.
"Duh! How was it?"
"Fanny, a man doesn't..."
"Fantastic, sweetie," said Diana. "I think Kyle is too much of a gentleman to talk about it."
"Cool," said Fanny as she leaned in and kissed me.
"Aren't you going to ask me about my night?" she said.
"Since you are home at, let's see, 12:30, I'd say so-so," Diana said.
"Actually, I had a blast. Henry is funny and nice."
"But?"
"Well, this is going to sound strange, but he didn't want to have sex on the first date. How's that for something completely new?"
"Maybe he's gay like his sister?" offered Diana.
"No, he was hard and swore he wanted me, but I think it's just like a personal code or something."
The conversation was bouncing over my body from one naked beautiful woman to the other. The feeling of Diana's breasts in my back and the contact with Fanny's thighs in the front made me feel like I was not totally neglected.
"Disappointed?" asked Diana.
"No, just horny?" Fanny said and laughed.
"Too bad," said Diana. "Not to rub it in, but I'm not."
"Lucky you. Would you mind if I at least touched Kyle?"
"No, but that would be up to him."
Fanny kissed me again, "Kyle?"
"Fanny, you are so beautiful and so sexy that it freezes my brain. I am not, however, going to have sex with you."
"I get that, Kyle. And, I'm happy that you and mom seem to have hit it off. I just want to touch you. I mean all the times I looked at you, it just makes me want to feel what I've seen."
I kissed her forehead and said, "This is only going to happen this one time."
"Ok."
Fanny ran her hand over my chest, across my abs and settled on my not so soft dick.
She explored it's length, hefted it and evaluated its girth and then slipped her hand on my nuts. By this time, I was totally erect. She stroked my softly and slowly.
"This is better than I imagined," she said.
"Amen," said Diana.
"Thanks, Kyle. But, would it totally freak you out if I kissed it?"
"Fanny, I just made love to your mother. I don't want to engage in any sexual activity with you."
"Just this once, promise," she said.
Diana stroked my back and said, "It's ok, Kyle."
She kissed me again pulling her body tight to mine. I felt her small breasts push into my chest. She released her hand and ground her trimmed pussy against my shaft. Slowly, she caressed her way down my body. As her nose grazed my erection, her hand circled me. With her other hand cradling my balls, she took my tip within her lips. I flinched. Opening her mouth, she guided me deep inside her. I could feel her tongue moving around my shaft as her hand played with one nut.
"Fanny, that's enough."
She sucked me hard and with a loud pop pulled off.
"Not nearly enough if you ask me," she said. Kissing me on the mouth, she again pushed her long tight body hard against mine. My hands found her butt and I held her close.
"Can I sleep here tonight?"
Diana said yes.
Fanny rolled over and backed into me. My erection nestled between her butt cheeks. "And, now I'm supposed to just go to sleep?" I wondered. Amazingly, I did.
Awaking the next day, I was now spooning Diana and Fanny had her butt pressed up against mine. Keeping still, I tried to reconstruct how I ended up in bed with the world's most beautiful woman and her incredible daughter. My semi became a hard-on. Diana stirred at the new sensation in her backside.



"Morning," she said over her shoulder.
I kissed her naked shoulder and reached around to cup a breast. "Morning."
"Finally, you guys are awake," said Fanny. "It's time to get up."
Chuckling Diana said, "Kyle's way ahead of you."
"Huh? Oh, you mean..." she spooned me and reached between Diana and me.
"Ah, isn't that a lovely way to greet the day?"
"Yes it is, dear. And, why don't you run along and start breakfast for us. We'll be out in a bit."
Letting out an exaggerated sigh, I felt Fanny move off the bed.
"Can't wait 'til I grow up and can play like the adults," she said in a mock little girl voice.
She moved around holding her clothes from last night. I drank in every inch of her long, naked body. I thrust between Diana's thighs.
"Run along, dear, you're making the poor boy crazy."
Fanny laughed and left the bedroom.
"Now, are you just going to tease me with that thing or do you have a plan?"
I rolled on my back and pulled Diana on top.
"He's ready. Are you?"
Diana kissed me and thrust her tongue deep in my mouth. At the same time she lifted her hips and my dick sprung up. She moved up my body and rose up higher until I felt her pussy rub my tip. She broke our kiss and sat up. Reaching between her legs she aligned me perfectly and sat down.
I was inside her with one smooth thrust.
"Aah."
She rested her hands on my chest and began to move. I played with her breasts as she found a rhythm that worked for her. With her eyes closed, Diana moved herself steadily to her climax. Feeling her contract around my shaft I reached my limit and released.
Diana collapsed on top of me; two sweat-covered bodies breathing in unison.
"Shower, then breakfast," she said and kissed me.
Within ten minutes we sat in the kitchen and enjoyed the pancakes Fanny whipped up. I wore my boxers and tee shirt, while Diana was wrapped in a silk robe. Fanny was wearing sweat pants from her college and a hoodie.
"So, what's the plan for today?" asked Fanny.
Diana sipped her coffee and looked at me. I nodded.
"I think Kyle and I are going to hang around here," she said.
"Does the image of bunnies come to mind?" Fanny asked.
We all laughed.
"So, what about you?"
"Actually, Henry texted me. He wants to go the park and skate."
"Cute," Diana said.
"Yeah, but I count this as a second date and so maybe I can get his pale body in the sack."
"Good luck," Diana said. We offered to clean up and Fanny went to get ready.
We were sitting in the living room and enjoying the gas fire, when Fanny reappeared. She wore tight jeans, a pink turtleneck covered by an Irish-knit sweater. Her blond hair was tucked under a pink beret.
"If Henry has a pulse, he's going to be a very happy guy," I said.
"Let's hope so," Fanny said and kissed her mother's cheek.
I stood and we hugged. She kissed my lips and grabbed my buns.
"You kids have fun and be careful," she said as she closed the door.
Diana turned to me. "Up for some careful fun?"
"Don't look forward to the careful part," I replied.
"Then, let's just fuck our brains out."
"I love the poetic way you talk."
True to her word we spent the next four hours in bed. We technically still had our brains in our heads, but mine was numb with pleasure. My dick was also sadly numb and limp.
Diana was placing tiny kisses up and down the soft thing.
"Is he permanently damaged?"
"No, he's a good soldier. Just on a short furlough."
"Glad to hear it," she said and took me inside her mouth. In spite of seeing her lush lips surrounding my dick, there was no response.
"Hmm," she said. "I thought you young guys could go forever."
"Five climaxes in one afternoon is forever."
"Ok, then how about food?"
"Love it."
"I'll call for takeout. Chinese ok?"
"Diana, it's New Year's Day. Either nothing's open or the wait will be hours."
She looked at me as a mother does to a dull child.
She grabbed her cell and told Siri to call "Lilac Blossom."
"Lan, Diana."
"Good and Happy New Year to you. I don't suppose you could possibly have some food sent over."
Diana played with my nipples as she spoke. "Oh, I wouldn't want you to..."
She listened some more and slipped her hand lower.
"That is so sweet."
Cupping my balls she let the man talk.
"Oh, use your judgment. Make it for three people. You can just have someone leave it with the desk. Please put it on my account and I insist you add 30%."
Diana moved to rub her pussy along my thigh.
"No, I insist. Thank you, Lan."
Diana climbed on top of me. Somehow her body brought life back to the dead.
"See, being the most beautiful woman in the world has its benefits." As she glided her pussy along my shaft, she called the desk to alert them to the delivery and asked if they would bring it up.
"I think I detect something that's already up," she said as she wiggled her pussy along my erection.
"Must be part zombie," I said. "The dead are walking."
"I am not going to cut off his head," she said as she guided me into her damp opening. "Maybe, I can see what smothering him does."
Diana's gasped her latest orgasm just as the doorbell rang. She rose and tied her robe around her.
Minutes later she called me to the kitchen. Her robe lay on the couch. Naked, we sat at the counter and enjoyed a delicious array of exotic tastes.
We were finishing with the last of our cold beers, when Fanny breezed in.
"Jesus," she cried out as she saw our naked bodies. "Have you no shame?"
"Lilac Blossom," was Diana's reply.
"Ooh,' Fanny replied and dumped her coat and sat at the counter.
"We worked up quite the appetite," Diana said. "How hungry are you?"
"Obviously not as much as you. I'd say I whetted my appetite."
"Sorry."
"No need," she said as she piled noodles and chicken on her plate. "I really like him. I think I'm beginning to understand the up side to waiting."
"Possibly," said Diana, "but you don't have a lot of time."
Fanny nodded as her chopsticks shoveled food in her mouth.
"Why?" I asked.
"I was going to tell you, Kyle. We're leaving for Paris on Sunday night."
My heart sank. That was only three days away.
"Fanny's school starts at the beginning of February and I have to be there for business. We will get some more skiing in, too."
"I'm going to miss you."
Diana smiled and said, "Well, we'll just have to make the best of the time we have, won't we."
Just the thought of days of making love to her had its effect. I stood and both women stared at the hard thing in front of them.
"I'll be in your bedroom needing serious consoling," I said.
"I am known for my bedside manner," said Diana.
"God, I'm going to my room and jam buds in my ears," said Fanny, affecting a fake pout.
After a few minutes alone in Diana's bed, she appeared. Standing naked in front of me, she fingered herself until her breath caught in her throat.
"Prepare to be consoled," she said as she began to crawl up the bed to me. The rest of the afternoon proved her abilities.
Fanny joined us in bed again at night. In the morning I was up early and searching for clothes. I had to get to work.
"Come over for dinner tonight," said Diana.
""Probably won't be before 7 or 8," I replied pulling on my boxers.
"It's ok, we'll eat when you get here."
After dressing I bent to hug and kiss her.
"Me, too," said Fanny.
I kissed her and she hugged me.
As I left the room, the two women had fallen back in the bed and their eyes were closed.
For the first time since Ferry left, I was looking forward to the end of the day. I found myself snapping at my legal assistant and generally being a pain in the ass. I wrapped up for the day around 7:30. Calling a cab, I cursed every red light on the way home. I rushed upstairs, stripped, showered and dressed casually. Within ten minutes Fanny was answering the door to their apartment.
Hugging me, she welcomed me in.
"Thank god you're here," she said as she led me into the living room by the hand. "Mom has been a B-I-T-C-H all day long. Please fuck her brains out tonight."
"Sorta what I had in mind," I answered.
Fanny stopped and kissed me. She had a strange look.
"What?"
"Just wondering what would have happened if I made the first move instead of Mom."
"Guess we'll never know," I said as I brushed her face with my hand.
"Guess not," she said and ran her hand over my crotch.
"Fanny, stop molesting him and come in here."
We smiled at hearing Diana's voice.
"Just warming him up," she said as we entered to find Diana lighting the candles on the table.
"Not necessary, dear." Diana was wearing a long cream colored robe. The material clung to her body, outlining the sensuous curves of her body.
"Uh, definitely not necessary," I said.
Fanny slapped my butt and said, "Go, boy, go."
We did take time to enjoy dinner together. Fanny offered to clean up and Diana and I were naked in bed before the first dish hit the sink.
Between an endless shitload of work in the office, spending the evening and nights in Diana's bed and fighting the constant flirting and teasing from Fanny, I thought I would not last the next few days. Being a trooper, I managed to survive—with a smile on my face.
They had a car to take them to the airport. After loading their luggage, Diana invited me to ride with them. She said the car would take me home. I sat between them as we traveled to the airport.
Diana kept the conversation light and humorous. In spite of her efforts, I was beginning to become depressed thinking that they would be gone. I would be alone again. This time, however, I would be missing the physical contact and the emotional connection I'd made with Diana and Fanny.
Sensing my mood, Diana pulled my hand into her lap. "Think you could get away and visit us in France?"
With the impending takeover of two new companies for my client, I doubted if I could find a way. I told Diana the cold facts.
"Well, we must talk all the time. I'll call."
"And, I'll send pictures," said Fanny.
We all laughed.
"Will you be sending any of those to Henry?" I asked.
"Nah. I think it would freak him out. But, I think I convinced him to come visit. If he doesn't fuck me in Paris, then all is hopeless."
As the car pulled into the airport, Diana leaned her head on my shoulder. The car stopped and Diana asked Fanny to get out and help the driver with the luggage.
"Kyle, these last few days have been wonderful," she said. "You've made me feel alive. I can't thank you enough."
"Why do I feel you're leading up to something."
"Kyle, I cannot change our ages. I am a lot older than you. I know you say it does not matter, but it does. I also have a hectic life that demands I travel a lot. In the best of both our worlds, I may see you once in the next six months. You are young and have a life in front of you. You must follow that life and not hold back because of us."
I started to protest, but Diana kissed me into silence.
"Maybe something will work out, but if not, I want you to know that you have touched me like no other man. Thank you."
"Thank you, Diana." The tears were beginning to roll down my cheeks.
"And, remember, Kyle," she said, "I still think you should try one more time with Ferry. I believe that really could be your future."
"Diana, I..." I choked back another sob.
"Diana, I love you."
"Kyle, I love you, too. But, love has many faces. For now, let's just leave it at one week of such intensity that it will color our lives. I'll call you."
Diana kissed me and slipped out of the car. I started to follow but she motioned me to stay. Fanny stuck her head back in and saw the state I was in.
"Kyle, what...?"
I shook my head. She crawled in and hugged me. After a moment, she kissed me. "We'll be together again, Kyle. I know it."
"I love you, Fanny."
"Yeah, I know," she said and flashed her brilliant smile. "I love you, too. Even though you resisted all my charms."
"Take care," I said and she backed out.
"You, too, Kyle." The door closed.
The driver climbed into the front seat and in a few seconds the women were disappearing behind me.
To be continued
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Work strung me out. I was so busy that I barely had time to dwell on missing Diana and Fanny. To be honest, I missed the easy way that Diana and I could talk with each other as much as I missed the sexual thrill of exhibitionism. Ok, that's not true. But, I did miss talking with Diana. Since she was traveling all the time, we rarely could make the time difference work.
Fanny was also five time zones away and busy with her school work, classes and enjoying Paris with her young friends. I didn't blame her for not communicating regularly. Still, I missed her funny take on life and, guy that I am, her sexy voice and her appreciation of my standing naked so she could see me.
So, at night their ghosts haunted me. I resisted the single malt in my cupboard fearing it would be too easy to slip into drinking my blues into oblivion.
When Diana could call, we tried to reestablish our previous relationship. But even though we both looked forward to our time on the phone, we both realized that something had changed. Our conversation in the cab finally sunk in. Diana was wise and knew that a future together was not going to happen. She also knew that I could not hide away from life nor could I rely on her for my sexual needs. Still, I missed her and held incredible memories of our hours in bed.
Fanny, although short on actual conversations, helped by sending me a steady stream of selfies from Paris. Some were cute as she posed with famous landmarks in the background. Many times she posed with her new friends. Others were special as she shared pictures of her lovely breasts and pussy with me. The best were when she would combine the two. One of my favorites was a selfie with the Eiffel Tower in the background and her left breast peeking out from her shirt in the foreground. Fanny asked for some pictures of my dick, both hard and soft. I complied and she said her new friends enjoyed them as well. She responded by sending me a selfie with her new best friend. They were standing in front of a window with the skyline of Paris in the background. The best part was they both were topless. I dwelt on Fanny's familiar small breasts and her friend's large ones. The irony was that instead of making me feel closer to her these pictures only made me feel the separation even more.
It was almost the end of January and my sublet was ending in a month. Not looking forward to searching for a new apartment, I procrastinated and refused to face reality.
I was talking to Diana about my need to find a new apartment when she offered to have me live in her unit. As much as I wanted to be close again, in my gut I knew that was not the right thing. I thanked her and said I would think about it. We both knew I would not accept.
It was a Saturday night and I was lower than usual. I hadn't seen Tiffany and Brittany much since their wedding. A number of their friends had been entertaining them at small celebratory dinners. The bottle of scotch was calling out to me when my cell buzzed.
Recognizing Tiffany's number, I answered.
"Hey, Tiff, how're you doing?"
"Great. Are you busy?"
"No, not really."
"Can we come up?"
"Sure."
Soon there was a knock and I let the girls into the apartment. They rushed in and hugged me. The look in their eyes told me something was up.
"Do you guys want a drink? I've got some champagne." I had pulled out the bottle and held it up.
Tiffany eyed the champagne. "Do you have any orange juice?"
"You want a mimosa," I said.
"No. I'm not drinking alcohol right now."
"What? You love champagne. Why are you..."
Then it hit me.
"You mean?"
Tiffany jumped in my arms. "I'm pregnant, Kyle. I'm having a baby. Thank you." She kissed me. I squeezed her and opened my arms to welcome Brittany. I kissed her and we shared a three-way hug.
I felt tears forming in my eyes. They noticed and sobbed. We then began laughing and crying at the same time.
"Tiffany, I am so happy for you. You two will make the best parents in the world."
We remained in a group hug. Tiffany said they could never thank me enough. She and Brittany then placed their hands on my crotch. "We also want to thank this guy," said Tiffany. "He was such a star."
"Well, I can say with no hesitation, that he was pleased to be of service." We broke apart and each of them kissed me tenderly. I fondly recalled making love to Tiffany while a naked Brittany looked on. Then I remembered the one time Tiffany and I were alone and screwed our brains out. I especially liked to replay that scene in my mind.
I poured two glasses of champagne and one of orange juice. We toasted, hugged and cried.
"We have other news," said Brittany.
"It's going to have to go some to top this news."
They shared a look and suddenly they were serious. "We're moving to California," said Tiffany, her eyes filling once again.
A gut punch.
"Why?"
"Brittany has a new job anchoring the early evening news on the top station in San Francisco. It's a major opportunity and a huge career step."
"Congratulations, Britt."
"Thanks. We're really excited. I mean the chance to be in such a major market is great. Plus, San Francisco is much more gay-friendly. I told the station management about Tiff and me, and that we were expecting. They are totally supportive. Half the station is gay and they said their audience will be really into the whole back story. So, there's so much going for us, we just have to move. Also, Anu and Shari are there, so we've got immediate friends."
I was nodding and understanding the truth of what they were saying. The east coast was still more uptight about same sex marriages, especially in public personalities.
"Aren't you happy for us?" asked Tiffany.
"Oh, I am. Really. It's just that, well, I'm going to miss you."
"We'll miss you, too, Kyle," said Tiffany. She came over and sat on my lap. "We both love you to pieces. You have been the best friend to us. And, you are the father of our baby. Kyle, you will always be an important part of our lives."
Tiffany squeezed me. I knew I had to put aside my thoughts about losing them and join their excitement.
"Congratulations. I know this is going to be the best. Are you going to work, Tiff?"
"The station offered me a weekend shift for weather. I'll probably take it until I look like the freaking Goodyear blimp. They're paying Britt an obscene amount of money, so we'll get by."
"Great. Hey, get a big place so I'll have somewhere to crash when I visit."
"Deal," said Tiffany.
"Speaking of apartments," chimed in Brittany, "the only snag is our lease is not up until June and they want me out there in two weeks. I can probably push it a bit, but I definitely have to be there by the end of February. If we can't sublet, we'll be stuck with the rent."
"I'll take it," I said.
"What?"
"Your apartment. My sublet is up in February. I love this location, so you can sublet to me until the end of your lease. Then, I can decide to take over the lease or move. Were you taking your furniture?"
Brittany said they were not since the only place they could find on short notice was a furnished unit.
"Perfect," I said. "I might change the pink sheets, but other than that it will work."
After a round of hugs and another toast, we sealed the deal. Son they left to begin the task of packing and planning for their move. Standing by my living room window, I wondered if Diana would still be able to see me when I moved downstairs. Maybe that part of our relationship was over. With that dark thought combined with the shock that the girls were leaving, I crawled into bed in a major funk. To combat my mood I pulled up the pictures that Diana and Fanny had sent me. Instead of cheering me up, they only served to remind me of what I feared I had lost.
In the next couple days, I spoke with the apartment building management and they had no problem with the proposed arrangement. I even was able to convince the housekeeper to give me a day a week. At least part of my personal life was holding together.
.
***
Before I knew it, Tiffany and Brittany moved out. We had one last dinner in my place and one last big sob-fest. I moved in a couple days after they left. Although their taste was strong on feminine, it was good taste. I bought some new bed linens and added a few other touches to bring the pinkness down. All in all I felt that my personal life was coming back into some order.
Work was another story. Jerome, our client, was on a buying binge, zeroing in on two large regional insurance companies in the mid-west. In addition, he had his staff sizing up a chain of hotels, also centered in the mid-west. In addition to Martin and myself, who were leading the legal work, there was another partner along with two other associates, three paralegals and varied support staff working on the engagement. All this activity led to a meeting in Agnes office.
I arrived to find her and Martin going at it. They pulled back their fangs when Agnes's assistant announced me. Martin was now acting partner in charge of mergers & acquisitions. Billy the Kid had a stroke a month ago. His illness was severe enough that the management committee was sure he could not return and gave Martin temporary responsibility for the division. The problem being that basically Martin is an idiot. He has survived by trying to bully people and riding on the talents of the associates. I had a feeling that Agnes was not a big supporter of him.
"Kyle, come in and sit down," said Agnes. Martin just glared in my direction.
One thing you learn in a big law firm is that there is no small talk. Time is money and billable hours are a limited commodity.
"As you know, Barton Industries is sitting on a pile of cash and Jerome is itching to spend some. In addition to the deals you've been working on, he called yesterday with at least three more ideas. We're thinking we should open a small office in the mid-west to be closer to the action and to let Jerome know we are on top of things. Since his main residence is in Iowa, we also want to be close to him."
"Don't count me in on the 'we'" snarled Martin. "For the record, I think it is a fucking stupid idea and will just cost us money."
"Yes, Martin, the management committee is more than aware of your position," said Agnes calmly, but I could see the fire in her eyes.
"So, we have begun to look at Chicago and Kansas City. We should have a decision from our facilities team in a week. In the meantime, I would like you to consider going to the location we choose and set up our new location."
"Me?" I said. "Shouldn't that be a partner doing that?"
"Exactly what I said," growled Martin.
"Kyle, I'm prepared to offer you a partnership. I know it is early, but you have shown remarkable talent. You have pulled some mighty big rabbits out of your hat." She shot a glance at Martin. I was beginning to realize that perhaps Agnes knew about Martin's fuck-ups and how I corrected his mistakes.
Martin scowled and turned his head.
"Agnes, I don't know what to say. I mean I am honored. But, becoming a partner is a big step. I don't have the funds to buy into my share."
Martin nodded and smirked.
"Kyle, you would be a junior partner. The buy-in is $75,000. If you make full partner in a few years, the additional buy-in is $150,000. Because of your short tenure with the firm, this will be a tentative offer of full partnership. If things don't work out in the next two years, we will rescind the offer. You will get your initial buy-in returned."
"Agnes, I simply don't have that sort of money now. You know what I make and my family doesn't have those types of resources."
"Yes, I know. So, here's what we are proposing. If you can come up with $25,000, we will loan you the rest, at a rate lower than market. Since you will be a partner, you will earn about twice what you're making now. With bonuses, which I'm sure you will merit, you can handle the loan no problem. Over the next few years, Kyle, I expect you will be earning enough to afford full partnership in a short time. Besides, I bet you have a good chunk of that $15,000 bonus you earned in December."
I thought "should I or shouldn't I?" I recalled how Martin talked about Ferry in a degrading fashion.
"$10,000," I said.
"What?"
"The bonus was $10,000, and believe me I really appreciate what you all did for me. Martin told me how he had to pressure the CFO to grant it."
Knife inserted, twisted and pushed in as deep as possible.
Agnes looked at Martin. He ignored her stare and glowered at me. I better continue to prove myself or he would eat me alive and shit me out all over the city.
"Jesus, Agnes, I didn't know you were giving the fucking store away," barked Martin, obviously trying to divert attention from the stink bomb I just launched.
I could see Agnes stiffen. With a deadly smile, she said, "Martin, the management committee didn't feel the need to obtain your approval in this matter. And, you and I now have a little matter to discuss." She paused and in a cold, low voice said, "In private and today."
"Ah, bullshit, Agnes, the kid got more than he deserved. And, why the fuck did the committee believe they didn't need my consent?" he said. "Anders will still be reporting to me."
"No, Martin, he will not. As the managing partner of our new mid-west office, he actually will be reporting to me. Just as you do."
Martin sat back. It was beginning to sink in.
"You little fucker, Anders. I knew you were after my balls. Well, good fucking luck."
Agnes stood quickly and we all followed.
"Martin, that was crude and unnecessary. Remember we are all a team here. We all share in the same goal...to make this firm the best in the country. I expect you will continue to want to be part of this exciting time. If not, well, you know there are always other options."
Martin stood with his mouth open and his face crimson. Finally, his little brain kicked in.
"Right, Agnes, of course. Hey, Kyle, let me know if there is anything I can do to help."
He left and Agnes asked me to stay.
"Sorry, Kyle. That was both unpleasant and uncalled for. I hope you will consider our offer. I apologize on the miscommunication regarding your bonus. I don't know exactly what happened, but I will find out. So, I will reduce your downpayment by the five thousand that you should have received. I hope that will help."
"Thank you, Agnes, that is really generous."
"Well, we really want you to start this new venture. I think being on your own and reporting to me would be something you would want."
I got the picture. If I said no, I would be back reporting to Martin, who would now do everything in his power to screw me over. I gained a whole new appreciation for Agnes' skills at getting what she wanted.
"So, will this office just be to serve Barton Industries?"
"Oh, no. We want to build a full-service office. We see a big opportunity with it. I expect you to find some local attorneys to bring on-board and begin to build a practice. We will temporarily assign some good people from here in certain areas to get you started, but within a couple years, we expect the office will be a nice profit center."
This was both a fabulous opportunity and a swim through shark-infested seas. I hoped I could keep my head above water.
"Will I relocate to the mid-west?" I was thinking about the deal I just made for the sublet of the girls' apartment.
"Why don't you just find a little spot out there? We'll pick up the cost. I still want you back here to work on the Barton projects on the east coast. I am putting all of Barton business under your direction. Also, although you won't be an official member of the management team, I want you to attend our monthly meetings and give updates. So, it will be almost half and half between here and there."
"Agnes, I appreciate this opportunity..."
"I hope you're not going to turn it down, Kyle."
"Can I ask you a direct question?"
"But, of course." I heard her words, but still knew I was treading around a big sinkhole.
"Why me? I mean I've not even been here a year. There are other associates who have been here longer and have more experience than I do. There are partners who would kill to have this opportunity."
"But you also have your masters in finance," said Agnes. "That counts for a lot."
"Agnes, cut the bullshit. Masters degrees are a dime a dozen in this firm. You have two and a Ph. D."
She laughed.
"Kyle, you are practically answering your own question. We want you for two simple reasons. First, I believe you can do it. You're smart, aggressive, ambitious and have great insights. You are just the type we want to start a new office."
"Thanks. And, the second reason?"
"Jerome Barton would not have it any other way."
"I thought our firm didn't like clients having so much influence over our operations."
"We fucking hate it, Kyle."
I had never heard Agnes swear before and my face must have shown it.
"Shocked you, did I? Well, it's true I fucking hate having a client exerting so much influence over us. It makes my stomach boil. But, Kyle, when we are billing that client in excess of five million a year, and we can conceivably double that in the next two years, we can swallow a lot of bile. Make no mistake, though, I would not recommend you if I did not think you could do it. Just don't make me look like an ass. Martin and some of the management team will be looking for every opportunity to shove this up our collective asses. You fuck up, and we both could be shopping our resumes around."
I knew Agnes was looking for an answer and wanted it right now.
I stood and extended my hand. "Agnes, I am honored. Let's get this going."
Agnes called for her assistant. "Judy, will you please call Annie and have her meet with Kyle. And, please call Martin and ask him to come up." She showed a smile cold enough to drop the temperature on the east coast. "Please tell him I'm expecting him right away."
The changes came quickly. Later that morning I was moved into a new office. It was Martin's old office since he took over Billy the Kid's space. I worried that this was another round of office politics and a way for Agnes to stick it to Martin, but I didn't have time to worry too long. Annie, my new assistant, appeared at my door.
"Mr. Anders, can we talk?"
We sat around the small conference table.
"I only worked for Martin for about a year," she said.
I nodded.
She nervously looked around the room and fidgeted with her fingers.
"Annie, let me close the door."
Sitting back down, I said. "Just say what you want to say. Let's start out being honest with each other."
"That's just it," she said, trying hard to keep her emotions in check. "I'm not sure I want to work here."
"Mr. Anders..."
"Kyle, please."
"Kyle, I thought this would be like a dream job. I have my bachelors in communications, but I chose to work here because I thought it would be exciting. Everyone knows this firm's reputation and being in M&A sounded like I'd be in the middle of really interesting deals. I even thought I could put my communications skills to good use. You know, helping with memos and drafting correspondence."
I nodded.
"Well, and I don't want to speak badly about anyone, but it really hasn't been like that."
"Annie, let me stop you there. I don't want to know what it was like working for Martin. I can only imagine, believe me. I am not Martin. I am definitely not Martin."
Annie kept her eyes on me and swallowed hard.
"First, I want, no, I need an assistant who's smart and will help me. I make mistakes, lots of them. I think fast and sometimes my writing lags far behind my thoughts. So, if you can make sense out of my half-formed sentences, then I will embrace you. Uh, figuratively speaking, that is. If you are good as you say, then we will be a great team. If not, I will suggest you find another opportunity. Ok?"



She nodded eagerly.
There was still something in her eyes, something like fear.
"Annie, I will say this only once and only in the confidence of this room. I will never, ever treat you badly. I will never hit on you. I will never make sexist remarks to you. I will never expect any sort of unethical considerations. I will try to be a decent boss who operates by professional standards. Uh, but can I say fuck in front of you?"
She smiled and said, "Fucking a right."
We laughed. "If I do anything that makes you uncomfortable, tell me. We'll talk about it"
She smiled and seemed to relax.
"Now, that does not mean I don't expect you to do some of the shit work that comes with the job. I can make my own coffee, but sometimes will need you to get me a cup. I may ask you to get me lunch if I am tied up here. You will not have to get my laundry or take care of my pet iguana."
"You have a pet iguana?"
"No, just a joke. If I have clients in the office, I expect you will offer to get them coffees or other things like that. You will keep my calendar and make all travel arrangements for me. I'll let you know what my preferences are; you make sure they are met. Not trying to be a jerk, but I don't want the small stuff to distract me from the important stuff. Do you know what the important stuff is?"
"Billing?"
I laughed out loud. "God, you did learn something from Martin. Yeah, but billing is the result of doing good for the client. You may not believe me, but the client comes first. When a client calls or visits, he or she has to feel like there are no other clients. I want them to fucking love us."
"Got it.
"Great. Now this is the last time I expect to have a conversation like this, unless there is a major problem. So, let's get to work. Agnes told me that I will have a couple associates, paras and support staff assigned to me. I want you to find out who they are and get their personnel folders to me within the hour. You should review them first and point out any significant things in them. Then, this afternoon, schedule appointments with them. Make it an hour apiece with ten minutes in between. Are you getting this?"
"Absolutely. I didn't bring in a pad, but I will in the future. But, I'm with you so far."
"Great. That's it."
"Coffee?"
"Concentrate on the folders, Annie. And, by the way, how do you take your coffee?"
She blushed. "One Sweet n Low, two creams."
"I'll bring it to your desk. And, I like mine with one sugar."
The rest of the day was a blur of meeting my new staff. I finished up the last meeting at seven-thirty. I walked the attorney out of my office and was surprised to see Annie at her desk.
"Still here?"
"Lot of organizing to do," she said. "Also, this arrived in inter-office mail. It's marked confidential."
I took the envelope and went back into my office, closing the door behind me.
It was the partnership agreement that Agnes had outlined. I read it twice and signed all copies. The deposit on the buy-in was due within five days or the agreement would be void. I had twenty thousand in savings. It would mean I had no safety margin and might have a couple lean months, but the hike in my salary would soon make up for it.
I resealed the documents and addressed the envelope to Agnes.
Once again I was surprised to see Annie outside my door.
"Please see that this gets to Agnes first thing in the morning. Now, let's go home. Can you call me a cab?"
"Nope."
"What?"
"Judy from Agnes' office stopped by earlier. She explained some of the perks of partnership. Oh, congrats, by the way."
I smiled.
"If you work past eight, you get a car service to take you home. So, no cabs for you."
"What about you? Do you live far?"
"Just about twenty minutes on the train."
"Well, we'll drop you at the stop."
"You don't have to..."
"Get your coat, Annie, we're going."
After dropping Annie at her train stop, I sunk into the back seat of the town car. My head was spinning.
"Any chance we can pick up some food on the way," I asked the driver. "I haven't eaten all day."
"There's a late night deli on Eighteenth Ave. I can call and order you something."
"Good deli?"
"I like it. I'm also Jewish. And, by the way, my dad owns it."
Laughing, I said, "Well, with those endorsements, I'll take a corned beef on dark rye, coleslaw and a big pickle."
"I'm on it," he said.
After eating alone in my new apartment, which still smelled like the girls, I took a long shower. I collapsed on my bed and felt the loneliness surround me. I grabbed my cell and texted Diana. I had no idea where in the world or what time zone she was in. I asked her to call me when she could. I closed my eyes and finally slept.
The buzz roused me from a near-death slumber.
I fumbled for my phone and caught the call before it went to voice mail.
"What's up, darling?"
The voice immediately warmed my room and peeled away one layer of anxiety.
"Where are you?"
"New Zealand."
"Shit, what time zone?'
"I have no clue, Kyle. What's up?"
"I missed you. Missed talking to you. Missed seeing you."
"Hmm, not missed fucking me?"
"Oh, yeah, there's that, too."
We both laughed and I felt us falling back into our special place. "Can you talk with me for a bit?'
"That's why I called. I'm all yours." If only, I thought.
Slowly, and probably not so coherently, I filled Diana in on all that was happening. I told her about the girls' move to California, their pregnancy, taking over their apartment and the bomb that landed on me in the firm. She listened and with tiny sounds encouraged me to keep talking.
"That's a lot, Kyle. I wish I were there."
"Me, too."
She was breathing into the phone. I could picture her holding the phone and running her free hand through her short blond hair. I longed to have her beside me.
"Kyle," she said after a long pause, "doesn't Ferry live in Kansas City?"
God, she got to the heart of my anxiety since Agnes told me about the search for a mid-west office.
"Pretty sure."
"If your new office were to be there, what would you do?"
"I'd work my ass off to make it a success."
"Cut the shit. What would you do about Ferry?"
"God, I don't know. I doubt if she would see me or even talk to me."
"Do you want to see her?"
I surprised myself with the swiftness of my answer, "Yes."
"Then you should do it."
"She hates me, Diana. She's never responded to any of my calls, emails or texts. She'll never agree to it."
"Time and distance, Kyle, time and distance. They sometimes can work wonders."
"I guess." Changing the topic, I asked her what she was doing and she filled me in on a new scent in her perfume line and how she was launching it in Australia and New Zealand. She'd been making the rounds of TV and radio stations and newspapers.
"Kyle, I have to run. Got an interview on live local TV in a couple minutes. Would you mind if I sent you something?"
My heart raced. "Never."
"Bye, sweetheart. Call again. Fanny would love to hear from you, too."
We ended the call. Five minutes later my cell buzzed.
There was a picture of Diana with her skirt hiked up to expose her naked pussy. The caption read, going 2 doTV interview commando. pussy wishes u were there. miss u
***
The next weeks were a blur. The facilities team came back with the recommendation that Kansas City was the best option. Considering costs and a bunch of other factors, they said we should open there. The management committee agreed and Annie had me booked business class to fly out in two days.
"I want you with me," I said.
"In Kansas City?" she replied.
"Yep. I know shit about setting up an office. I figure you will be a huge asset."
"Kyle, I've never done that either."
"Ok, then both of us can fuck up together. Am I interrupting something here?"
"No."
"Are you sure? I don't want to get personal, but I also don't want to mess up any relationships."
Annie laughed. "My only relationship is with The Good Wife on Sunday nights, and I'm pretty sure they have TV in Kansas City. Just to be sure, I'll TiVo it."
I purposely had steered away from personal conversations with Annie. I didn't want her to think I was prying and I also didn't want to have the burden of thinking about messing up her social life when she had to work nights and weekends. For her part, she never offered any information, nor did she ever complain about the hours."
Annie's a few years older than I am. I had checked her personnel file and knew she was thirty-three. She graduated from a small, but well regarded Catholic college in Massachusetts. Having worked in a couple small ad agencies, she started at our firm five years ago. All her evaluations were in the top range, even from Martin.
Always professionally dressed, I would not call her a knock-out, but she was attractive in a simple way. Kept her brown hair pulled back into a bun, favored tailored slacks and conservative blouses, and always sensible shoes. She had brown eyes and wore red-framed glasses. I'd say she was around five six. She was on the large size, but carried her weight well. What saved her from being fatally plain was her contagious smile. It really lit up her face and made you want to smile along with her.
"So, book a business class seat for yourself. Look for a decent hotel near downtown KC. Try getting a suite with a room we can use as an office. If you don't think it's too weird, and if there are two bedrooms, we can share the suite. If it makes you uncomfortable, book a separate room for yourself. Annie, I have a feeling we are going to be working our asses off and the more convenient we can make it, the easier it will be. Questions?"
"Want a car?"
"Yeah. I've been to KC a couple times. The mass transit system won't work for us. We'll need a decent ride. Go for a full-sized."
Annie stood to go and then turned back.
"Yes?" I asked, wondering what she wanted.
"Kyle, thank you."
"For what?"
"For treating me as a real member of the team. I will not let you down."
"Never crossed my mind that you would."
She smiled, warming my entire office, and left.
***
True to her word, she did not let me down. Annie found a hotel that offered a Presidential Suite. It had two bedrooms, on opposite sides of the suite, a full kitchen, living room and dining room. It also had a mini workout room and small sauna.
Annie arranged to have the dining room furniture removed and rented a couple desks, small conference table, printers and a conference phone.
Annie assured me that the cost in KC for the suite was less than two rooms in our home city. We also would save on the cost of renting a separate temporary office since we converted the dining room into workspace. By the end of the week, we were settled in our suite and reviewing the recommendations for office locations.
By Friday night we were both beat.
"How about some real KC barbeque?" I offered.
"With beer?" she said with a smile.
"Buckets of it."
We opted for a cab and headed to one of the main BBQ joints. We split plates of ribs and brisket, corn bread, fries and slaw. Some cold beers made everything go down easy. I opted for pecan pie with whipped cream for dessert. Annie just asked for a fork and stole a couple bites of mine.
"Off to a good start," I said. "Tomorrow, we can check out a couple more locations."
Annie nodded.
"Annie, thank you. You've been great. I appreciate all you have done."
She beamed and thanked me.
Saturday turned out better than we expected. Our real estate agent showed us a floor in a turn-of-the-20th century building that had just been totally updated. It was close to the banking and business center of town. There was nothing on the floor, not even walls, but the location and the classic tall windows convinced both of us to want to take it. I called our facilities manager and he got right on working up a lease.
I offered to take Annie out to dinner that night, but she had made tentative plans to meet with an old college roommate. She took the car and said she'd be back around eleven.
After having a light room service dinner, I did some work on Jerome's planned acquisitions and emailed a revised purchase and sales agreement to our home office. It was only a little after seven. After the travel, eating out and non-stop work, I needed a workout.
In my bedroom I stripped and pulled out my jump rope. I selected some Springsteen hooked up my iPod and began to jump.
Soon I was lost in my own world and let the endorphins kick in. I picked up the pace and closed my eyes enjoying the burn in my legs and arms.
A noise made me open my eyes. Annie stood in the doorway looking at me.
Her hands covered her mouth. I pulled my ear buds out. I could hear her saying, "Oh, God. Oh, God."
She turned and ran. Not thinking, I followed her.
"Annie, wait. Annie.'
She turned and her look shocked me back to reality. I was still naked.
"Oh, God," she said
I looked around and grabbed a throw pillow from the couch to cover myself.
"Annie, I am so sorry. I thought you would be out for a lot longer."
"My friend called and cancelled. Her daughter was sick. I came in and called out, but you didn't answer."
"Listening to music," I offered lamely.
"Then I heard a strange noise. I thought maybe it was housekeeping or something, so I went to your room. I should have never done that. I am so sorry, Kyle."
"No, Annie. I apologize. Hell, I can't imagine what you must have thought."
Annie stopped gazing around and looked at me.
She smiled. "You're not mad?"
"No. I feel terrible. You didn't do anything wrong. Again, I can't imagine what you thought."
A bigger smile, "In that case, I thought my boss has a wicked hot body."
She smiled again and I cracked up.
We both laughed.
"Let me get dressed and let's have a beer." Without thinking I turned and headed back to my room.
I heard her gasp. I moved the pillow back to cover my ass. "Sorry."
I came out a few minutes later dressed in casual clothes.
Annie had set out a couple beers. We sat in club chairs across from each other.
"Annie, I really am sorry."
"Oh, it's ok. I mean it was a bit of a shock. I just don't want you to be embarrassed."
I took a long drink. "Truthfully, that sort of thing doesn't embarrass me."
"Really?"
"Nope. I just don't want you to think I was trying to, I don't know, do something, you know, sexual or improper."
"I told you, Kyle. It's my fault for just barging in. What freaked me out was thinking that I probably pissed you off and I would be on the next plane back east."
"No chance," I assured her. "Honestly, I'd be lost without you."
We sat in silence and sipped our beers.
"It kinda reminds me of a movie I saw once," she said. "It was about these cops, a man and a woman. They just became partners. The woman cop was a veteran and the guy was a rookie. After a couple days together, she invites him up to her apartment. She tells him to strip and she then starts to take off her clothes. She explains that they will be together all the time. Eventually they will be wondering what each other looks like naked. It's only natural. So, she says it's best to get it over with. So, they strip, look at each other and then get dressed."
"Is that how you've felt?"
"Kyle, can I talk frankly?'
"Absolutely."
"We've been spending a lot of time together. I think you are a great boss, I mean it. You are like the perfect supervisor. I love working with you. All the other admins keep asking me what it's like working for The Hunk."
"They call me that?"
"Yeah, we have nicknames for all the partners."
"Martin?"
"The Prick."
I laughed. That's what Ferry and I used to call him, too.
"Well, I don't call you The Hunk. Not that you aren't really handsome and are in great shape. It's just that you never treated me in any sexual way, so I was going to do the same. Still, I liked looking at you."
"So, you imagined me naked?"
Annie turned crimson. "Not all the time," she said.
She slowly smiled and then we broke out laughing again.
"Well, now we've got that out of the way. Hope I didn't shatter your image."
Annie fanned herself with her hand and said, "Hardly."
I got up to get us more beers.
"So, are you going to share with the other admins?"
"No way. It would never sound as innocent as it was. So, I think we keep it to ourselves."
I raised my beer bottle in silent agreement.
"So, do you like do that all the time?"
"Jump rope?"
"Yeah, but in the nude?"
I nodded.
"Are you a nudist?"
"I don't know. I've never been to a nudist place."
"I have."
"No shit."
"Once, after college I was rooming with this girl. She was always walking around nude. One day she says she's going to this naturist camp for the weekend and did I want to go along? I'm not one to show off my body because of my size. But, I figured one time wouldn't hurt. To my surprise I liked it. After the initial shock of being outside naked with other naked people around, I really enjoyed the feeling of freedom. And, there were people there of all sizes. I was worried that they'd all look my gorgeous roommate and I'd be the only fatty."
"Was that the only time?" I asked. "No, forget that. I should not be asking you that type of question."
"It's ok, I don't mind. The answer is no. Actually, I usually spend my vacations at naturist resorts. I've travelled to France, Germany and Florida for nude get-aways."
"Well, I'll try to not repeat tonight's situation. I think we need to forget about it and keep our relationship professional."
"No problem. I want to keep things going great between us," Annie said with a wide grin. "But, I don't care. As far as I'm concerned, be naked all the time."
"And, you? Are you going to be like in that movie and let me see you naked?"
"Wow. I don't know if I could do that."
"But you do that when you go on vacation."
"I don't vacation in the nude with my boss. You have a nice body, Kyle, and I, well, you can probably imagine what's under these clothes."
"Actually, no offense, I haven't. Not because you aren't pretty, but because I never wanted you to think I was treating you with disrespect or making any improper advances."
"That's kind of you, Kyle, but I am fat. I know it."
"Annie, I am not comfortable talking about our bodies, but let me say this. You are pretty. You have a great face and a fantastic smile. Plus, you're smart, funny and nice. Don't take this the wrong way, but I never think about your weight."
"But you'd never date someone like me," she said holding my gaze. "I bet you would not even be seen in a social situation with me."
"Annie, I would never date you while we worked together. Beyond that I don't think about it."
She nodded trying to assess everything I said.
"What if I invited you to go to a nudist resort?"
"Well, I'd have to think about that. But, if you want to know, I would never, ever hesitate to be seen anywhere with you."
"For real?"
"For real," I said.
Smiling, I finished my beer. Annie nodded. We then talked about our plans for the next few days. I wondered if Annie could really put this incident behind us. I also wondered what she looked like naked. My thoughts wandered to imaging what it would be like at a nudist camp. To have all those people looking at me naked made me shiver. God, I missed Diana. Why did all my thoughts involving naked people usually end up with a longing for Diana?
The next few weeks were split between KC and the home office. I left Annie to deal with the fit-up for our new offices. She called me several times a day to be sure I approved major decisions. Most of the details she handled on her own.
It was early May when our office was nearing move-in status. We were still sharing the hotel suite and had added one admin person who worked in our converted dining room. Jerome stopped by on a number of occasions to meet with me. I included Annie in all those meetings and the two of them hit it off. Although she had worked for Martin, Annie had never been introduced to Jerome. After their first meeting, she and I were standing in the suite's kitchen having a beer.



She was unusually quiet. I pressed her to see if something was wrong. After a moment's hesitation, she placed her beer on the counter. She turned to me and pulled me to her. I felt her large, soft body engulf me. Hugging me tightly, she said, "thank you."
I hugged her back. "For what?"
"For including me in the meetings with Jerome. Thank you for telling him that I was important. Thank you for treating me like a real person. Thank you for never making me feel bad about my appearance."
I thought I heard a catch in her breath. Annie was sobbing. I hugged her harder.
"Annie, I hope you know how important you are to me. I should be thanking you."
We stood holding each other for a long time. Finally, Annie got control of herself.
"Shall I order dinner?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'm going to get a workout in. Surprise me with what you order."
I went to my room, stripped and looked out my window. For the time of year, it was rainy and cold. The weather reminded me more of the east coast rather than middle America. I thought I might also take a sauna and really relax.
I was just finishing my jumping routine in our small workout area, when Annie came in. By now, she was accustomed to seeing me naked. She would walk in while I was exercising, talk to me in the shower and never batted an eyelash if I walked around the suite naked late at night or in the morning.
"Food's here," she said. "Plus, I got a call from Agnes. She said the sale of the hotels just closed and that Jerome was singing our praises."
Toweling off, I said, "Did I just hear you say 'our praises'?"
"Yeah," said Annie, "how fucking crazy is that?"
I held my hand up and she high-fived me. I really wanted to hug her, but being naked I thought better of it. "Can supper hold for a bit?"
"Sure."
"Feel like a sauna," I said and began walking toward the small box.
I adjusted the heat and spread a towel on the bench. Sweat was dripping off my brow when the door opened. Annie stood in the doorway holding a towel in front of her.
"Do you mind?" she asked.
"Not at all."
Annie turned and spread the towel on the bench opposite me. There was no way I could avoid looking at her naked rear. Annie's calves were shapely and her ample thighs showed no cellulite. Her butt was broad, but looked firm. I'd go far as to say it was sexy. She was wide in the hips and narrow in the shoulders. Her thighs were thick and did not allow any glimpse of what lay between her legs.
After adjusting the towel, for much longer than was necessary, she called over her shoulder. "Have you seen enough and can I turn around now?"
"You think I was staring?" I asked, hoping she could hear the humor in my voice.
"God, I hope so. Either that or you passed out in shock."
"Turn around, Annie."
Slowly she turned. Standing still, she lifted her arms from her side and let me gaze on her naked body. She kept her eyes tightly shut.
I looked at every inch. Annie had a peaches and cream complexion and the skin on the rest of her was pink and glowed. Around her wide hips, she had ample flesh, but it did not sag nor were there rolls of fat. She had a neatly trimmed patch of dark between her legs. I was most surprised by her breasts. They were small, firm and exceptionally attractive. Pointing out slightly to each side, each breast was topped by a small rose-colored areola and a darker nipple. The image that finally formed in my mind was a sexy cherub.
"Annie, you can open your eyes and sit down. I'm done ogling."
"No shit, you actually ogled."
I laughed and said, "Yes, I did. And, I must say it was a mighty fine ogle."
Her smile increased the temperature in the small hot box. "Not grossed out?" she asked.
"God, no. If you weren't my assistant, I'd tell you how freaking hot you look."
"Oh, well, maybe we could sorta forget the assistant part for a minute," she said looking at me.
"Annie, you are freaking hot. I think you have a sexy body. And, since this is a one-time only time to say what we think, let me add that your breasts are phenomenal."
"God, I could so hug you right now."
"Uh, naked hugging is probably not a good idea. I'm having enough difficulty keeping things under control."
We both glanced at my crotch to see my semi-erection.
"You know, Kyle, this may come as a surprise to you, but I've seen hard-ons before."
"On any of your bosses?"
Annie howled. "Nope, can't say that's ever happened. But, if it did, so what? At the resorts I go to guys get them all the time. We mostly just ignore them and they go away."
Talking about erections didn't help and now I was totally erect.
"My bad," I said looking at my pole.
"Looks good to me," she said. We both smiled.
Annie and I enjoyed the heat for another few minutes.
"I'm baked," I said and stood. Fortunately, I was back down to half-mast. Annie sat and looked at what was now at eye level.
"Yeah, I need to cool down, too." I wasn't sure if that was a double meaning, so I let it slide.
We stepped into the cool air of the workout room. I looked once more at her sweat covered body and smiled. "You are beautiful, Annie. Now, let's get ready for dinner."
She walked toward her room. I watched her big butt bounce along. She must have sensed that I was staring and looked back over her shoulder. She smiled, looked at my now erect dick and turned to go to her room.
I took a quick shower in my bathroom and pulled on jeans and a shirt. Annie was dressed similarly and was fixing plates as I came into the dining room.
I poured a couple glasses of wine and we sat in the living room to eat the lasagna and salad she had ordered.
"So, can we still continue to work together?" she asked.
"I want to."
"Not freaked out?" she asked.
"No, not in the least. How about you?"
"I feel relieved, actually."
Frowning I asked, "How so?"
"Seeing you naked around here has not bothered me. I mean it hasn't interfered with our working relationship. But, I felt that I was not being honest with myself. I like being naked, too. So, I figured I'd take the chance. Now, we each have seen each other and I think that's good."
"Yeah. So, where do we go from here?" I asked.
"Well, I definitely think we should wear clothes when we're working, and when Alice is here. After hours, when it's just us, I'm open to being nude. That's how I am at home."
"Me, too. So, you're really ok with it. I mean I don't want to be creating any sort of hostile environment."
"Jesus, Kyle, stop thinking like a fucking lawyer. I am sure we are not going to end up in bed together. I do not think you are hitting on me or trying to be provocative. Neither am I, just so you know. I enjoy being nude and so do you. Let's leave it at that and not worry about anything else. We should just feel free to wear whatever."
I raised my wine glass. "To whatever."
"Yeah, whatever."
***
In spite of our pact to enjoy a relaxed dress code, Annie and I found ourselves immersed in so much work that we barely had time to think. Most nights we ate late, maybe had a beer and crashed in our separate beds. In the morning we might enjoy a nude breakfast, but mostly we rushed through the day.
By the second week in June, we opened our new office. Annie was still finalizing the décor, but I had my office operating. In addition to Alice, who was local, we imported a paralegal from the home office and one of the associates. I tasked the associate to check out the local firms and give me some options if any of them might make a good match for us. Agnes and I had decided to see if we could buy a medium sized local firm rather than build up an office one attorney at a time. By picking up a successful firm, we'd gain the person-power we needed and begin with an income stream from their existing clients.
Within a week the associate presented me with five firms that he thought could make good partners with us. I thanked him and asked him to close the door on his way out. I picked up the files and began reviewing them. When I reached the third folder, my heart stopped. He had presented the firm of Coplon, Graves and Williams. I already knew that the Williams in the name belonged to Ferry's father. When she returned, she joined the firm. Now, I was considering if her firm might be one we offered to buy.
After reviewing all of them, I narrowed my preferences to two. Ferry's firm was in that select group. I pushed myself to be sure I wasn't selecting her firm because of my feelings. In the end, they had the experience and the mix of clients that would be the right choice for us. I prepared a cover memo and then shipped the two recommendations to Agnes for her review.
Later that night as Annie and I stood naked in the suite's kitchen, I wondered how cruel fate could be. Was this a way to torture me or a path that could lead me to a renewed relationship with Ferry?
Looking at my naked assistant, I wondered what Ferry would think of this arrangement. I had a feeling she would think it to be another proof that I was a sick pervert. Still, I recalled how much I missed her. Remembering her tight body moving under mine, I let my hopes rise that maybe we could rekindle what we once had.
I felt her hand on my bare shoulder. "Earth to Kyle," Annie said.
"Huh, oh sorry. I guess I was spaced out."
"No shit," she said. "And, I think wherever you were was pretty hot."
I looked at her and shook my head in confusion.
She dropped her eyes to my crotch. I looked down to see my erection pointing at the ceiling.
"Sorry, Annie. I'm going to call it a night. See you in the morning."
"Is there anything I can do?"
I thought of asking her to suck me off and put me out of my misery, but I just leaned in and kissed her cheek, careful not to touch her with my hard-on.
"Thanks. I just need to be alone. Good-night."
With my door closed, I lay on top of my sheet. As I stroked myself with visions of Ferry, I ached to talk with Diana. As I finally fell to sleep with the remains of my orgasm drying on my stomach, I wondered if I really knew what I wanted. For a supposedly smart lawyer, I was seriously fucked-up personally.
To be continued.
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Agnes called and said that she approved of the two firms that I submitted as contenders for partners. This was both good and frightening news. I would have to face making contact with Ferry's firm.
"Isn't Ferry's last name Williams?" Agnes asked.
"Yes, this is her father's firm. He is the senior partner and majority shareholder."
"Wouldn't that be something," said Agnes, "if we could come to terms with them. You and Ferry made such a strong team. Our client loved her work and was disappointed when she left to return home. If she were back in the picture and in an office close to him, I know we would build an even stronger bond with him. Let's make Coplon, Graves and Williams our preferred partner. I would like to meet with them within a week. Please set that up?"
My heart, now lodged in my throat, almost prevented me from answering.
"I can certainly try," I said while wondering how I could pull it off.
"Kyle, I didn't make you partner and put you in charge of a new office to try. I did it to have success. Are we clear on that?"
"Absolutely, Agnes. I let you know the minute we have the meeting set."
With a curt good-bye, Agnes ended the call. Was this also the beginning of the end for my budding career? Since Ferry abruptly left me and the firm, I had tried countless times to reach out to her. I never received one response and finally stopped trying. No one at my firm knew of our love affair or that our break-up was the reason Ferry left so suddenly.
I wondered if I should contact her father directly, just as I would if there was no history between Ferry and me. Of course, once he heard my firm's name, I was not sure he would speak with me, either. Then, Ferry maybe would become even more angry because she felt blindsided. I was at odds on how to move forward.
That evening as my assistant, Annie, and I sat naked in our small sauna, I sought her advice.
"Annie, Agnes wants us to put the full court press on Coplon, Graves and Williams."
"Cool. I think they were the best ones that we considered. And, I know that Ferry Williams worked with us for a while. You and she came into the firm together, right? So, what's our plan?"
"Annie, I hope you know how much I appreciate your work. You have become my best advisor and I rely on your input."
"Thanks, Kyle. I love working with you. These past months have been a blur, but a good blur. But, why do I feel there is something behind this admission of your undying appreciation for my fabulous skills."
I looked at the large, naked woman a few feet away. No one would understand the bond we have built, partially on our mutual respect for each other and also for our ability to share the suite we have for both our residence and office. Since the first time Annie walked in on my nude exercising, we have also been able to share our enjoyment of a clothing-optional lifestyle, at least when we were alone.
"I don't mean to be offensive, but have you lost weight?"
"God, you finally noticed," she said with a laugh. "Yes, I've dropped nearly twenty-five pounds. Unfortunately, some of it seemed to have come from my boobs." She cupped her breasts and sighed.
"They look great, as always. It's just that you look slimmer all over." The first time I saw Annie naked, I was amazed at her small and firm breasts. Her body bloomed going down past her breasts. She had a wide middle, thick thighs and a broad butt. The truth was the complete package was sexy. She was both big and extremely attractive. I told her so, but she usually focused on those parts that she didn't like. As a man, I focused on those parts I liked such as her pretty breasts and face. I now noticed her face was a little less round and her features slightly more defined. The effect was her face was now less pretty and much more beautiful.
"Actually, Annie," I said, "you look great."
"Thanks. I lost over an inch around my waist and my thighs don't slap together like sides of beef when I walk. I doubt if I will ever tame my ass. It's always going to be a "Trip to Bountiful".
"Hey, big butts are in fashion."
Annie laughed and said, "Don't expect me to be balancing a champagne glass back there."
We chuckled and sat in silence, sweat glistening all over our bodies.
"Ok, Kyle, what gives? I ask you what our plan is to approach Coplon and you compliment me on my fab bod. I don't mind the attention, but you are the most direct person I know. So, when you aren't direct, I know something's up."
I sighed and stood.
"Let's shower, have a beer and talk."
Annie grinned, "Actually, maybe I could just sit here and look at what's a couple inches from my nose for a while. It's really a nice vision."
My now semi-erect dick was the object of her attention. Although our relationship was one hundred percent non-sexual, in that we don't have sex, we both acknowledged that looking at another naked person was pleasurable.
"Annie..." I began.
"Kyle, you just complimented me, let me return the favor. I've never said this directly, but you have the best looking dick I have ever seen. So, there, now that it's in the open, we can move on."
Her close inspection of my sex had an expected reaction. I was now completely hard.
"And," continued Annie, "It is fucking awesome hard."
"Shower time," I said.
We stepped out of the sauna and the cooler air in the workout room, made our pores begin to slam shut. Annie headed back to her room for a shower and I went to mine. I managed to admire her butt bouncing down the hallway.
"I can feel you staring, Kyle," she said over her shoulder.
"I think you've lost a little back there."
"Is that less to love?" she teased.
"No, still a vision."
She peeked over her shoulder and smiled.
We met in the living room and I pulled a couple beers from the fridge.
"Annie, I know I can count on your discretion and that I enjoy your confidentiality. Needless to say I am leading up to something I want kept between the two of us."
"Done deal," she said and took a sip.
"I guess the easiest way to do this is to say that Ferry and I have a history."
Her eyebrows arched. "History as in sleeping together?"
I nodded. "That's the easy part. The rest is complicated."
Annie sat back and pulled her legs up onto the couch. "We've got all night, Kyle."
I unrolled the story of how Ferry and I started our relationship and how much I came to like her, probably love her.
"So, why the break-up?"
"Ferry discovered my enjoyment of being naked," I offered.
"So, just because you liked to be nude, she dumped you. I mean you did take off your clothes when you two were in bed?"
"Of course," I replied. "But, as I said it's complicated."
"You've said that. You've also told me that you think I'm smart. I can handle complicated, Kyle."
Slowly, I told Annie about my exhibitionism and the fact that two women, a mother and daughter, watched me from a neighboring apartment.
"And, you never met them?"
"Not, then," I said.
"So, Ferry freaked out because you let them watch you?"
"Well, there was the sexting the three of us did."
"Naked pictures?" she prompted.
"Naked and explicit," I confirmed.
I explained how Ferry accidently saw a picture of the daughter's breasts on my cell phone." In a soft voice, I also told her about the picture of my erection that I sent, which Ferry also discovered. "To top it off," I added, "Ferry also saw a picture of the mother, well, masturbating."
"Aah, the plot thickens," Annie said.
"Yeah, now it gets really thick," I said. When I told Annie how Ferry figured out that she was exposed in her underwear to Diana, she nodded.
"So, she felt exploited. I'm sure she was embarrassed, too. Plus, she obviously felt betrayed. Not a good combination."
"A really bad combination," I said.
Annie asked a few more questions to be sure she understood everything. Sitting still, Annie worked over the information while finishing her beer.
"Another one?" I asked.
"How about ice water?" she said. "Still trying to slay the fat monster."
I fetched a tall glass for her and another beer for me.
"Annie, thanks for listening. I've only talked with my friend about this. I feel a lot better now that I've told you."
"As a semi-lapsed Catholic," she said, "I do believe confession is good for the soul. And, by 'your friend' you mean the woman who watched you?"
"Yes, she called herself Artemis."
"What did Artemis say?"
"She said to keep trying with Ferry. She felt that time and distance might have helped ease the break we had."
"Artemis is not jealous of Ferry?"
"No. She thinks Ferry is good for me."
"I still feel you're not telling me everything. Kyle, did you ever meet the mother and daughter?"
Slowly I nodded.
"Did you fuck them?"
"Just the mother," I said. "It would be too weird to have sex with both of them."
"And, you understood why they wanted to remain anonymous?"
"Yes, the mother is rather famous. I promised I would never reveal their identities."
Annie got up and walked around the room. This was her habit as she thought about something that was puzzling her. She stopped and looked out the slider to the small balcony. It was dark and I could tell she was observing her naked self in the reflection. I knew I should begin to compliment her more on her weight loss.
"Ok, here's how I see it," she said turning back to face me. "You have to contact Ferry. There is no way you could make contact with her father and the firm without letting her know. I think you need to send her an email, not a text. Put 'Urgent' in the title. Tell her you want to speak with her about her firm. Acknowledge that you understand that she probably does not speak with you and that you don't blame her for that."
"But, Annie, I didn't..."
"Kyle, listen. What you did or didn't mean to do means shit. It's what Ferry thinks. You need to speak to her and getting defensive will not help you." I gestured for her to continue.
"Ask if you could meet her for lunch. Then wait."
"Wait?"
"Yep, wait."
"But, Agnes is all over me to set up this meeting. I can't wait."
Annie crossed over and sat on the footstool in front of me. She smiled and patted my knee.
"Kyle, if you try an end run around Ferry, what do you think are the odds her father would meet with you and that you could make a deal with their firm?"
"Slim."
"Fucking zero," said Annie. "So, send her an email tonight. Be contrite but also let her know this is also urgent business. Then wait."
We stood. On instinct I hugged Annie. "You are the best. I'd be lost without you."
Annie hugged back. "Kyle, you're a good guy. You also happen to be a man and so you have a lot to overcome...especially when it comes to understanding women."
I squeezed her and kissed her cheek. "Thanks. Keep working with me and there may be hope."
"Possibly."
I spent an hour composing an email. After some critical editing by Annie I sent it to her office address. I tossed and turned for hours before finally falling into a shallow and unrefreshing sleep.
By late morning the next day, a Friday, I was prowling and growling like a caged tiger. No response from Ferry. I was about to call her office, when my phone pinged at 11:30. I saw the sender and my heart skipped several beats as I read the text.
"Loose Park in Rose Garden. 12:30. Bring lunch."
I responded with a yes and thank you.
Annie looked in my office as she heard my yelps.
"Got an answer?"
"She agreed to have lunch. Today. God, I have to get lunch."
"What does she like?"
My mind froze. We had lunch together every day for months. I couldn't remember one thing she ever ate. Finally, my brain kicked in. "Tuna on light rye, no extra mayo, lettuce and tomato. A pickle on the side, if they have it."
"To drink?" Annie asked.
"Uh, bottled water. I'll have the same."
Annie ordered and I picked up the sandwiches from the deli around the corner. I was in the car and on my way south. Luckily, I found a parking space on the west side of the park and entered the Rose Garden at 12:20. Looking around, I didn't see Ferry. I sat on a stone bench and waited.
At 12:45 I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. I turned to see Ferry walking toward me. Her hair was cut short and she looked thinner. She also looked beautiful.
I stood and smiled. She approached and looked at me for a long time. Without warning, she slapped my face. My head jolted with the impact and my cheek began to burn. She may be thinner, but she packed a heck of a right hand.
I turned my face back to her in shock. This is not what I expected.
"What'd you bring for lunch?" she asked.
"Uh, tuna."
She held out her hand and I gave her the box with her lunch and drink.
She sat and took out her sandwich. "Are you going to eat or just stand there looking stupid?"
I sat on the same bench and took my lunch out.
"So, what was so important that we had to meet?"
"Ferry, let me say..."
"If you are going to say anything other than why you need to talk business, I'm leaving. And, we will never meet again."
I took a long sip of water. Her face was a mask. There was neither anger nor interest showing.
"Stone and Parks are interested in talking merger with your firm."
She nodded and took a tiny bite of the sandwich.
"Hmm, this is good. Is it from Dino's Deli?"
"Yes."
"Thought so," she took another bite. Swallowing, she said, "Why is a big east coast firm interested in Kansas City? And, more to the point, why would we be interested?"
I laid out the case. The only reaction I received was a slight eyebrow raise when I mentioned I was a junior partner. She let me tell the whole tale as she finished her lunch.
"So, how would the merger work? I only call it a merger, but in reality Stone would be buying us out. What happens to our people?"
"Your partners would become full partners in Stone. Working with you we would want to keep the associates you believe would be a good fit. Ferry, I think we've both done enough mergers to know that some people don't want to stay and some would be lousy if they did stay. But, we would take your lead on that."
"How nice of you," she said. Her sarcasm had improved quite a bit. "What about location. We've been in our building for ages."
"Yes, and it is beautiful. It is seriously cramped for you. It needs major improvements and the planned convention center would pay you a premium for the real estate alone. We are just finishing construction on a floor in the Mercantile Building. There would be ample room for your people and expansion room for the future. If you sold your building, your shareholders would realize a tidy profit."
"Kyle, cut the shit. Most of that 'tidy profit' would go to capital gains. Plus, we would have to buy into the real estate for the new location. So, you can cut that sales pitch."
Ferry was as sharp as I remembered. She also had more experience since we worked together. But, so did I.
"Maybe, but I bet there would be enough left for a nice sum for the shareholders. But, the real advantage is that you keep your clients, you get the power of a major firm and we all get an obscene amount of business from Barton. It's all win for Coplon, Graves and Williams."
"What would be your personal role in this? Will you be staying on?"
My mind ran through all the implications of that question. Did she want me to stay? Did she want me to disappear? If I stayed, would I be the manager? What would our working relationship be?
For the first time since we began talking, Ferry looked right at me. Her eyes betrayed nothing, yet I yearned for some spark. Some recognition of what we had.
"Ferry, I honestly don't know. My charge was to establish an office here and find a local partner. I know I will probably continue to be the lead with Jerome and Barton Industries, but I don't know if I will be living here or continuing to go back and forth between KC, Omaha and the east coast."
"Is that it?"
"Well, that's the big picture. Agnes wants to come out as soon as possible, and meet with your shareholders. If you have any interest, we could set that meeting at the beginning of next week."
"What happens if we say no?"
"We keep looking," I answered. "But, your firm is hands-down our first choice."
"Is it your first choice?" she asked.
"Yes."
"What if I had refused to meet you?"
"I'm not sure I know."
"Would you have contacted my father?"
"I doubt that would have worked."
For the first time, Ferry smiled.
"Ok, I'll talk to my father and the other shareholders. I can't predict what they will say, but I will present it."
"Thank you."
"Kyle, don't you fucking thank me. This is business. If my father and the firm think it's in our best interest, we will meet with Agnes. But, do not for one second think that you have influenced my decision."
I nodded. She started to stand and I touched her arm. She snapped her head around and her eyes bore a hole into my skull.
"Take your hand..."
I pulled my hand away. "Ferry, you can leave, I meant nothing untoward. But, I want you to know how deeply sorry I am. I failed you and hurt you. Although, there isn't a day I don't think of you, what bothers me most is that I hurt you. You did not in any way deserve that. I don't expect you to forgive me, but please at least know I am sorry."
Ferry looked at me for a long time. I met her gaze.
"I fucking hated you, Kyle. I mean really hated you for a long time."
Even though her words pierced me, I remained quiet.
"Then I figured out that hating you was making me miserable. So, I tried to forget you. At least you stopped contacting me, so I was able to put you out of my mind for a while. And, during that while I did a lot of soul-searching. I also faced a number of issues I had buried. Maybe, the way things ended with us made me face them. Still, I resented you for your role in this whole, fucking introspective journey."
"Still traveling?"
She smiled. "A bit. But, I think I've seen most of the interesting ports."
"I would like to hear about it?"
She winced and turned away.
"Goddamn it, Kyle. Goddamn it. I told myself that this would be a quick meeting and I'd tell you to go fuck yourself."
"You already did that the last time we were together. Plus your welcoming gesture sorta reinforced that feeling."
She laughed. "Yes, I guess it did."
Hearing her laugh brought back torrents of sweet memories. I wanted to tell her so, but knew this was not the time.
Ferry drew a deep breath. "Kyle, I told my father and the others we were meeting. We knew you were in town and figured you were looking to partner with someone. So, I'll go back and report. I'll let you know when we've reached a decision or if we want to meet to discuss it further."
"Thank you, that's all I can ask."
We stood. I took her trash and resisted the urge to kiss her cheek.
"Tonight," she said.
"What about tonight?"
"Dinner at the KC Club. Eight sharp. Wear something decent."
"Eight sharp," I said, surprising myself that I could speak.
Ferry turned and walked away.
***
"So?"
Annie was all over me the moment I returned to our office. She wanted every detail and a blow by blow of everything we said. I filled her in as best I could.



When I finished and answered all her questions, Annie asked me if we got to any personal stuff.
"Well as soon as we met she slapped me so hard I thought my head was coming off."
"Ouch!" said Annie.
"Yeah, but I am meeting her for dinner tonight."
Annie looked around to make sure no one was lurking at my door. She pulled me to her and hugged me so hard I couldn't breathe. "Go get her, Tiger." I wasn't quite sure who would be the tiger in our dinner meeting.
***
I asked around and found out the KC Club was a members only establishment. Favored by the movers and shakers of the business community, it was known for their steaks and for the number of alcoves that lent themselves to dinners out of sight of prying eyes.
Fortunately, I brought a couple designer suits I bought after my partnership began. I opted for a dark blue accompanied by a pale blue Egyptian cotton shirt and Hermes red silk tie. I even broke out a new bottle of Diana's latest cologne for men and added a couple judicious dabs. I opted for a cab and arrived at the KC Club a few minutes before eight.
The Club was located on the top floor of a twenty story building in downtown. A maître d' recognized my name and showed me to the bar. He said I could wait there for Ms. Williams. The perimeter of the south side was floor to ceiling glass offering a spectacular view of the downtown and the lights from The Paseo and other boulevards heading toward the affluent southern part of the community. I ordered a Glenmorangie neat and enjoyed the view.
I was debating ordering a second drink when a felt a touch on my arm. A scent of a subtle perfume wafted toward me. I turned to see Ferry settling on one of the tall stools.
"Nothing to say?" she asked.
Ferry's new short haircut framed her face and accented her delicate facial structure. Light blue eyeliner accented her deep blue eyes, as if they needed any help to be more alluring. She was wearing a pale yellow dress that was tight enough to let her tight body show and carrying a small black bag. I noticed her French manicure. Despite what many of the fashions mags claimed, this classic style fit perfectly with Ferry. Finally, I managed to get a word out.
"Drink?"
"So, you can talk." Turning back toward the bar, she said, "Paul, I'll have a dirty martini and please bring another Scotch."
There were so many things I wanted to discuss with Ferry. Of course, I wondered if there was any response from her firm about our proposition. I wanted to learn more about what she had mentioned about her introspective journey. Mostly, I wanted to know if there was any hope that we could ever resume our relationship.
"I love this view," Ferry said after a sip from her drink. I swiveled to look at what she was seeing. "Sometimes, I come here to remind myself that so many of those problems down there can be managed if we take a different look at them. Perspective, Kyle, perspective."
"Good to have perspective," I said.
"So, let's eat."
Ferry stood and I pulled out some money to pay for our drinks. The maître d' came over and escorted us to a small booth in a dark corner of the restaurant.
Ferry ordered another martini and I another Scotch. I was thankful I took a cab.
Our waiter reviewed the evening's specials and we placed our order. I noticed that all of the staff seemed to pay particular attention to Ferry. I mentioned this to her.
"That's because they've never seen me with a man," she said with a smile as she sipped from her frosty glass.
"You only come here with women?" I asked.
"No, I come here often. This is my father's favorite spot. I meant coming here with a man that could be considered a date. Usually I'm with my father, partners in the firm or clients. I've had more than a couple offers from the staff to fix me up with a son, nephew or cousin. After a string of polite refusals, I think the people here thought I was either lesbian or an ice princess. So, tonight is like a coming out party for me. I am declaring my heterosexuality."
"Glad to be of service. Only..."
Ferry fixed me with her stare. "Only what?"
"Only, I wish it were a date."
Ferry remained silent for a long time. She finished her drink and settled back into the deep leather of our booth.
"I have dated, you know," she said. "Just never brought anyone here."
"I would think that you would never have any lack of men wanting to take you out."
Ferry looked around the room and catching the eye of the maître d', beckoned him.
"Yes, Ms. Williams?"
"Luc, would you please send over Peter?"
He smiled and left. "Who's Peter?" I asked.
"The sommelier," she said with a smile. "I want something else to drink, but could not handle another martini. We're both having meat, so would a red be all right with you?"
"Sure."
"And, I'm going for something expensive. I figure you'll be picking up the tab, right?"
"My pleasure."
A middle-aged man approached and greeted Ferry. She informed him of our dinner choices and asked for some recommendations. He opened a large wine menu and discussed some options with her. After a bit of a back and forth, Ferry settled on a California cabernet. Peter smiled and went on his way.
"Oh, you're not upset that I didn't consult you? Are you?"
"No, not at all. Although I might have opted for the 2005 over the 2007."
Ferry smiled and for the first time since we reconnected I felt it was a genuine gesture. "Yeah, I was being a controlling bitch."
"Not a problem," I said.
"You're not pissed?"
"Ferry, I am so happy that you agreed to see me that you would have to go a lot further to piss me off."
She nodded silently and then said, "Well, the night's young."
Peter arrived with the bottle and Ferry approved it. He opened it and suggested we let it breathe for a bit. In the meantime he called over a young woman with a tray that held two glasses of red wine.
"This is one of our standard wines. It's decent and you can enjoy it while yours breathes. It should be ready for your dinner. These are, of course, complimentary."
The lady served the wine and Ferry and I found ourselves alone. We toasted and tasted. The wine was surprisingly good for a house choice. Ferry set her glass down and leaned forward.
"So, how about business first?"
I nodded.
"Well, not to burst your bubble, but after your email we pretty much knew that Stone was going to make some sort of offer. My father and the other shareholders were waiting for me when I returned to the office. We discussed the general concept that you outlined and then talked about it. As you might imagine, there were many arguments against making any sort of change and for aligning with an east coast firm. We've seen other arrangements of this sort in KC before and they all ended up in flames. As lawyers, we are naturally cautious and even more so when it impacts our futures."
My heart pounded as I feared she was leading up to a flat no. I didn't think Agnes would take that very well. Going back to our office with my tail between my legs and having Martin piss all over me was not a pleasant thought. I was building counter-arguments to make to Ferry when she began to speak again.
"Along with being cautious, however, we are also aware that the legal landscape is changing rapidly. Regional firms such as ours may be a dying breed. The business world is national and international. We have tossed around affiliating with a larger firm that already has national and international clients. So, your inquiry might have arrived at a propitious time."
"You mean you'll consider it?" My trip into the valley of despair was now turning into a flight of fancy.
"I mean that we agree to meet with Agnes and whomever she brings with her. We will listen and ask lots of questions. This is not in any way to be construed as anything more than curiosity. It is not a sign that we are serious about considering any type of affiliation. Also, it does not mean that we would be vaguely interested in an arrangement as you outlined."
A foot in the door. That's how I saw it. Harder to close the door when we have a shoe firmly lodged in the jamb. I knew Agnes was an excellent negotiator and I would never bet against her. At least, I got us this far.
"Happy?" Ferry asked.
"Encouraged," I replied.
"Not happy to be sitting across from me?" she said, the corners of her mouth turning up slightly>
"That is a different subject," I replied.
Our salads arrived and we mostly picked at them in silence. Luc reappeared and placed a plate with small slices of French bread before Ferry. She took a small bite to clear her palate of the taste of the salad dressing and the wine she had just drunk. Luc poured a taste of the cabernet into a large-bowled glass.
Ferry swirled, smelled and sampled. She looked at Luc and smiled.
He poured the wine into my glass and then into Ferry's. It was quite excellent.
"Are you happy to be here?" she asked.
"More than you will ever know. I had reconciled myself to believe I would never have this opportunity again in my life."
"It's just a business meeting, Kyle."
"A business meeting with a woman who spent the good part of the afternoon getting ready."
Ferry eyed me.
"Definitely had a manicure and I think a facial," I said. "I'm not certain, but I also think you had your hair styled just a bit. It looks wonderful, by the way. I like how it brings out your eyes and cheeks. Also, I noticed that when you walked to our table and had to adjust your shoe that your soles were not scuffed. So, I'm thinking new shoes. Very nice they make your calves look incredible. Just enough heel to be wicked while avoiding being CFM's."
Ferry laughed at this last observation.
"I don't own any 'come fuck me's'," she said. "As for the rest of your suppositions, well, let's say a woman never tells."
Our steaks arrived and Luc stopped by to pour more wine. The meat was perfect and flavorful. In spite of the butterflies in my stomach, I savored each bite.
Ferry asked a couple questions about Tiffany and Brittany and their wedding. I described the ceremony and reception. When I told her that they had relocated to California, she asked if I missed them.
"Definitely," I said, "But I did take over their apartment, so it's not like I don't think of them."
I told her that we had kept in touch. I ventured that Tiffany was pregnant and due in early fall. Again, I held back on my role as the sperm donor.
"Good for them," she said.
In place of dessert, we opted for cappuccinos with a side of brandy.
"Kyle, I've been debating with myself about tonight. The business part was easy. Now, I wonder if I should bring up anything personal."
"Ferry, I know I hurt you. There isn't a day—literally not one day—that I don't regret that. I know you probably don't believe me or maybe don't care what I feel, but if there was ever any way I could make up to you, I will do it. Even if we never have another 'none date', I want to prove to you that I never wanted to hurt you."
She toyed with her cup, looking down at the table. Slowly, she raised her head. With moist eyes, she asked if I could listen to her and not interrupt.
I reached out and brushed the back of her hand. She jerked but did not pull it completely away. "Yes."
Ferry signaled our waiter and asked for the check. "I don't want to go into everything here. Do you have some place we can talk?"
I explained about the suite that was once both residence and living quarters. I told her Annie and I shared it and I could call to see if she were around. Ferry nodded. I used my cell and got her voicemail. I told her that Ferry and I would be coming back and would appreciate any privacy she could afford us. I was confident Annie would go to a movie or something and let us be alone.
We cabbed to the hotel. Entering the suite I turned on the lights.
"Drink?"
"Brandy, if you have it."
The suite had come stocked with plenty of nips of every type of liquor. I poured two snifters and we sat in the living room. I began to raise my glass and froze. Over Ferry's shoulder I saw a naked Annie walking toward me. The music blaring in her ear buds enabled her to bounce along with the beat. She was drying her hair and didn't notice me and obviously had no clue Ferry was there.
Ferry saw me turn white and turned to see what I was looking at.
"What?" she said.
At that moment, Annie looked up and saw us. She shrieked and pulled the towel in front of her. It was a small towel and was not up to the task of covering her ample body. She jerked the ear buds out and stood with her mouth open.
"Annie, we have company."
"Thanks for the heads up," she said.
"I called and left a voice mail."
"I was in the sauna and then rinsed off in your shower. I never heard my phone."
"Annie, I think you remember Ferry Williams. Ferry, Annie O'Donnell is now my assistant."
Ferry looked at the naked woman. She turned and looked at me. I shrugged.
"Office casual?" Annie offered.
Ferry broke up.
I began to breathe again.
"Now, if you two will excuse me, I'm going into my room, lock the door and never face another human being in my life."
Annie walked past us, keeping the towel in front to offer minimal shielding for her breasts and crotch. Her abundant butt jiggled and bounced.
"So, I see some things haven't changed," Ferry said.
"Uh, well...oh, shit. Look Annie walked in on my by accident while I was jumping rope."
"In the nude, I assume."
"Yes, but it was an accident."
"A fortuitous one, I imagine," Ferry said.
"An accident, Ferry. That's all it was."
"Ok, but how does that translate into her walking around nude in your suite?"
"We talked about what had happened. Annie was concerned that I would be angry and fire her."
"Ah, I bet she learned that she actually made your day."
"Ferry, let me explain."
"Kyle, somehow when we're together I hear you saying that quite often. But, go on." She sipped her brandy and sat back in her chair. A faint smile crossed her lips.
"I said that I was not upset, only that I did not want to offend her. Annie told me she was a nudist or naturalist, whatever, and that being naked in the company of others didn't bother her. She also talked about her body image and how she felt about her weight. I tried to tell her that she was a pretty woman, but she didn't see it. Then, one evening I was in the sauna and Annie joined me. I told her she looked great. I don't think she believed me, but since then we've had a sort of clothing optional arrangement when it is just the two of us. It has not gone further than that. There is nothing sexual going on."
"Other than two adults walking around nude," said Ferry.
"Can you believe that it's not sexual?"
"Not really," she said and getting up to pour another brandy. "Especially taking into consideration what I know about you."
I began to steam. I again said it was nothing sexual and it was totally consensual and did not affect our professional relationship.
We sat not looking or speaking with each other. I figured any hope I had of reconciling with Ferry was as dead as any possible relationship with her law firm. I was wondering how much brandy I could drink to erase my memory of this evening.
"Kyle, as strange as it may sound, I think this incident is a perfect lead in to what I wanted to talk about with you. But, I desperately need some coffee. If I have another sip of alcohol, I'll be in a coma. Could you fix me some and show me the way to a bathroom?"
I pointed out the powder room by the door to our suite and began to make coffee. By the time Ferry reappeared, I had set out two mugs on the table between our chairs. She sat and took a sip.
"Kyle, these last months have been quite an experience for me. When I left you and the firm, I came back home. I was hurt, confused, angry and depressed. I hung around my mother's house, slept most of the day and generally let myself deteriorate. After a couple weeks, I couldn't stand myself and decided to try to take control of my life. I talked with my mother and told her I wanted to get back to work. She suggested I speak with my father. I hadn't had much of a relationship with him since he and mom divorced. But, I called him.
"He was happy to hear from me. We met and he offered me a position. So, I began to work. That helped restore part of my self-esteem. I'm a good lawyer, Kyle, and it felt good to be involved in client work. Now, I had to face two personal demons. One, I needed to reconcile my feelings about my father and, two, I needed to understand my feelings about sex. Come to find out these two issues were closely related."
Ferry drank her coffee. I wanted to ask her so many questions, but knew this was her story and she needed to tell it in her own way at her own pace.
"I was Daddy's little girl," she began. "It's just me and my sister. I'm six years older, so for a long time I had my parents' complete attention. I loved my father and he loved me. We would do a lot of things together. Trips to the zoo, to the Lake of the Ozarks, vacations in Chicago and Denver, we had fun together. Of course, my mother was part of all this, but my father and I formed a strong bond. When my sister was born, things changed, but not in a bad way. I remained my father's favorite. He loved my sister, but he and I had something special."
Ferry kicked off her shoes and was flexing her toes. "You were right about these being new shoes. My feet are killing me."
"Foot massage?"
"Really?"
"Why not?" I said.
"Ok, but let me get rid of these panty hose. And, would you have something I could slip into? I wore this dress because it shows off my figure."
Smiling I said, "Well, then I say damn good choice."
"Yeah, I wanted you to know what you were missing," Ferry said. "But, it's tight and uncomfortable. I want to tell you this whole story. So, can you help?"
"Not to repeat history," I said, "But I could find a shirt you could wear. Also, I think you could pull a pair of sweats on. They will be big, but you aren't going jogging in them."
Ferry nodded and I led her to my bedroom. I pulled out a laundered blue oxford shirt and found a clean pair of sweats. "How about I freshen your coffee while you get changed?"
"Thanks," she said and touched my arm.
Ferry emerged wearing just my long shirt. She smiled shyly, said the pants were way too big and sat on the couch. I moved to the couch so I would be able to have her foot in my lap.
"Brings back memories," I said.
"Maybe we should have Annie come out and watch?"
"I'm sorry about that. I never meant to embarrass you that night in my apartment." I recalled how nervous I was about undressing her after she passed out. Diana advised me on the best approach. When Ferry later discovered that someone had watched me undress her, she reacted and that essentially was the end for us.
As she extended her foot to rest on my lap, I wondered if she were extending an offer of peace between us. I prayed for that to be the case.
"Kyle, I've worked through a lot since I returned here. The truth is I am still angry that you took my clothes off while someone watched. Now, I don't want to discuss that now. While you work your magic on my feet, let me tell you why I'm even talking to you again."
Being the wise man that I am, I shut my mouth. If only more men could learn this tactic, we'd have a lot less rancor between men and women. My ego drove me to convince Ferry of the rightness of my actions. Thank god, my brain enabled me to just listen to her.
Working my thumbs deep into the arch of her foot brought a contented sigh. Ferry smiled, sipped her coffee and told me what she had discovered.
"Kyle, I've had months to think about my life. Plus, I've been seeing a psychologist twice a week. I'm finally at a point where I can talk about why I reacted the way I did. I want you to understand what made me react the way I did. Funny, I didn't know why I was so upset until I've had this time and help to figure it out."



Building on the fact that she was her father's favorite, Ferry described a combination of two events that shaped her life. She was just blossoming in puberty. Both insecure and curious about her newly arrived curves, she would often spend time looking at herself. With her mother frequently off on trips, her father working crazy hours, and her little sister in school, Ferry sometimes enjoyed an afternoon where she would strip and admire herself in the mirror. As she described it, it made her feel "grown up and sexy." One afternoon, her school was let out early because of a teacher's conference. Ferry arrived home to find no one around. Racing to her room, she pulled all her clothes off and checking herself out in the mirror tried to determine if her boobs had grown any in the last twenty-four hours. She wanted lunch and decided to be really daring. Opening her bedroom door, she checked the hallway and then stepped out.
"Kyle, my skin was all goosebumps and I could hardly breathe. Yet, I felt so alive and so sexy. Imagine a geeky sixteen-year old girl feeling sexy! But, that's what I was thinking."
She described going down to the kitchen and getting a soda and some chips. She enjoyed the movement of air over her naked skin. When she walked by a cabinet or a polished surface, she caught a glimpse of her naked body and felt so grown up. Heading back to her room, she sensed a movement. Her father was standing in the doorway. He looked at her naked body. Ferry froze. With her hands full, she could not even cover herself. Finally, her father spoke.
"Sweetie, I think you should go back to your room and get dressed."
Ferry burst into tears and ran upstairs. She told me she bawled her eyes out. Lying on her bed, she wished her father would come in and comfort her. What would he think of her? She craved his love and approval, now she had destroyed all that. Ferry dressed and went for a long bike ride. Maybe when she arrived home, she could talk with her father.
It was late in the afternoon when she came home. Her father's car was gone, but her mother's was there. She found her mother sitting at the kitchen counter with a tumbler of a dark liquid in front of her.
"Mom, is everything ok?" Of course, she feared her father had told her mother about finding their daughter running naked through the house. Now, not only had she lost her father's respect, but her mother would also think she was a tramp.
"It's your father," her mother said and took a long drink of something that smelled strong even at the distance Ferry stood. Ferry's stomach clinched. Her mother was going to tell her what an awful girl she was.
Tears formed in her mother's eyes. She looked at Ferry and then opened her arms. Ferry ran to her and they embraced. Her mother said into her ear, "He's left us."
The words made no sense. What did she mean he'd left us? Left us where? How?
"I don't understand, Mom."
"It's quite simple, dear. Your father has abandoned me, you and your sister. He has moved out. He has destroyed this family."
Ferry felt as if she'd been kicked. Immediately, she connected her father seeing her naked with the fact that he left. She was convinced it was her fault. Sobbing she said, "It's all my fault. I'm sorry, Mom. It's all my fault."
Her mother tried to comfort her. "No, dear, it's only his fault. His own selfish fault."
Ferry was torn between telling her mother why her father left and fearing what her mother would say. She just kept hugging her mom. Her mother said she had to go and pick up her sister from a friend's house.
"How am I going to explain to her that we're all alone now?"
Later that night, her sister came to Ferry's room. She had been crying and her sister crawled in bed next to her. "Why did daddy leave, Ferry?"
Ferry fought the urge to answer because your sister is a slut. Instead she pulled her sister to her and the two of them cried themselves to sleep.
Ferry paused in her story. I switched to work on her other foot.
"This feels so good, Kyle. Thank you."
"I'm sorry to hear about your father leaving. Surely, you understand that it probably had absolutely nothing to do with him catching you as he did."
"I do now, but then I was full of guilt. To make up for it, especially since I couldn't confess it to anyone, I determined I would never act that way again. So, I can trace my hang-up on never walking around naked. In my apartment, Kyle, it was ok, since I felt it was just my bedroom. Even so, I always liked to put something on after we made love. When I saw you in your apartment, I freaked. I wanted you to cover up. It was the only 'proper' way to be. Being naked outside your bedroom was wrong. Obviously, when I learned about other people looking at you through your window, well, that blew my mind to use an old cliché. Also, I felt abandoned by my father. At my age that was a powerful emotion. So, to add to my pile of psychoses, I now mistrusted men and any sign of infidelity or a break in trust was enough to send me running away."
Ferry stretched her legs and I could see the crotch of her yellow panties. I willed my eyes away and kept rubbing her foot.
"So, what I've come to find out that my father and mother split for reasons not any way connected to him finding me without clothes. He didn't know I would be home. He had come to pack a bag so he would be gone by the end of the day. It took a while to see it, but he and my mother had drifted apart. As much as I loved her, and still do, I now recognize she's a difficult woman and probably even more difficult to live with. Unfortunately, as a teenager I did not see that. With my mother's subtle encouragement, I began to hate my father. I refused to see him or talk with him. I knew it hurt him and I was happy I could do that. Funny, it was after college that I began to rebuild my relationship with him. Now, we are as close as ever. I love him to pieces. As for mom, she is on husband number three and I think that will soon be over."
Ferry pulled her knees up. I could see her panties stretching against her crotch and even a shallow camel toe. "Thanks, that felt great. I really should be going."
I reached for her hand. "Ferry, I can imagine how hard it was to tell me all this information. I appreciate your courage. I wonder if now you think there might be a chance that you and I could work on rebuilding our relationship?"
Ferry pulled her hand away and hugged herself. "I suppose that may be part of the reason I wanted to spill my guts like this. I understand a bit now that your desire to walk around naked was not anything that you saw as harming our relationship. In addition to therapy, I've done a lot of reading on exhibitionism. I wouldn't say I completely get the sexual thrill part, but I also understand that it was important and exciting to you. But, I have to tell you that I don't know if I can get past the fact that you exposed me to another woman. That, Kyle, is something I'm still working on."
I started to speak, but Ferry asked me to stop. "Kyle, I'm wasted. I'm going to get dressed and go home. I do promise, however, that we will have another time to talk. Honestly, I don't think I could listen to you now."
Ferry rose and went to the bedroom to get dressed. In a few minutes, she was pulling on her shoes and getting ready to leave.
"Let me take you home," I said.
"Just call me a cab," she replied. Then with a wide grin, "And, this time, you don't need to give me any money."
She kissed my cheek and left the suite. I called down and asked the concierge to have a cab waiting.
There was so much to process from what Ferry told me. I doubted I would sleep much tonight thinking about every word she said. But, I needed to do something first.
I knocked on Annie's door. "Anyone home?" I called out.
"No, there is no one here. And if there were, she would be still digging a hole to climb into."
"Annie, open up. Let me in."
After a couple minutes without hearing from her, I saw the knob move. I waited a minute, tried the door and it moved.
Annie was curled on her bed dressed in a tee shirt and shorts. After a short internal debate, I climbed in behind her and spooned her.
"It's ok, Annie," I said.
"No, it's not."
"Yes, it is. There's no harm done. It was nothing really," I tried to convince her. "Hey, so you were naked. I like you naked."
Annie turned on the bed and we lay face to face.
"Kyle, you don't get it, do you?"
"Guess not."
"It wasn't you seeing me naked. Here I was in all my fat ass glory in front of an incredibly beautiful woman, a former co-worker and a potential future co-worker. She was sitting there perfectly coiffed, dressed in something that wouldn't fit around my fucking leg and I'm doing the bouncy-bouncy in the nude. It's humiliating."
She turned away from me again.
I put my hand across her tummy and pulled her to me.
"Kyle, please don't."
"I'm just holding you."
"No you're touching my gross belly. God, I'm surprised you aren't puking."
She tried to pry my hand away, but I resisted. "Turn over. I want to hold you."
Annie remained motionless. I gently tugged at her middle. Slowly she turned and I pulled her to me. Her head rested on my shoulder and I ran my hand up and down her back.
"Annie, I hope you never believe that I think of you that way. I try to tell you how pretty you are. If you weren't my colleague, I'd also be telling you how sexy you are."
She turned her face up to look at me.
"Now, I know you're shitting me."
"No, Annie, if circumstances were different, I wouldn't just be rubbing your back."
Annie smiled weakly. "It's ok, Kyle, I'll call and get you an appointment with the eye doctor."
I didn't know how to get through to her. Thinking I may be jumping off a tall building without a parachute, I slipped my free hand onto her breast. She was wearing no bra and I felt her breast under her shirt. Her nipple hardened as I made contact.
"Oh, my god," she said. She moved her thigh between my legs and felt the hard rod. "Oh, my god, you're turned on."
"I'm a guy and I'm touching a really attractive female. An erection is the normal and preferred reaction."
Annie laughed. She rubbed her thigh along my erection a couple times and then turned back on her side, pushing her ample behind into my crotch. I resisted the urge to thrust back and instead just let my erection rest between her cheeks.
"Can you stay a little bit?" she asked.
"As long as you'd like."
Annie took my hand and guiding it under her shirt, placed it on her naked right breast. "Thank you, Kyle."
"Kyle, did you ever think that maybe just once we could..."
I knew what she was leading to and I also had thought about having sex with her.
"Annie, yes, I have thought about it. But, I'm afraid the answer is no."
"Because you don't find me attractive?"
I squeezed her breast and pushed my erecting snuggly between her cheeks. "You really think that?"
Annie giggled and pushed back with her bottom. "Hey, any port in a storm."
"Annie, you're not any port. But at the risk of carrying the metaphor too long, you are a safe harbor. I want us to be able to work together and not have to worry about how it might affect sex between us. I doubt if I will ever hold you like this again. Though, I would want to. A lot."
"So, it's because we work together, you won't sleep with me once."
"Yes," I said and kissed the back of her neck. "Also, I know once would never be enough."
We lay in this position for a long time, the air thick with the implications of what we'd just said to each other. In spite of the intimacy of our position, we soon drifted to sleep. I had dreams of Annie straddling me and fucking the shit out of me. The image would then morph to Ferry riding me for all I was worth. I pictured her toned naked body and the out-of-character tattoo of the dwarf thrusting into her pubic mound. Next, Annie was back on my dick and Ferry was rubbing her pussy on my face as the two of them played with each other's boobs. I awoke early the next morning with major wood and my hand still grasping Annie's delicate breast. Easing myself out of bed, I went to my shower, rinsed and masturbated until I had a knee-bending orgasm.
I dried and debated about dressing. After last night I wondered if maybe Annie and I had crossed a line that could not be uncrossed. Going back and forth, I decided to try to reestablish normal between Annie and me. As strange as it sounded, normal spurred me to walk out of my bedroom naked.
Annie was making pancakes. She wore an apron, but I was staring at her naked butt.
"Morning," I called out and poured coffee.
"Morning, Kyle," Annie replied and looked over her shoulder to see me sipping from my mug. She smiled seeing me naked. "Have it ready in a second."
Annie piled two plates with hot pancakes and brought them over to where I stood. We had fallen into the habit of standing at the kitchen counter to eat breakfast. It just seemed more natural as we never wore clothes this early in the morning. Since we moved our operations to the new office, there was no risk of someone interrupting us.
"Feeling better?" I asked.
"Mean, feeling less like a babbling baby?"
"Annie, about last night..."
"Hey, that's make a great title for a movie," she quipped. I guessed she was trying to avoid talking about what happened between us.
"Annie, we need to discuss it."
She swallowed a mouthful of pancakes, drank some coffee and turned to face me. I looked at her naked flesh.
"Annie, I apologize for getting so touchy last night. I wanted to snuggle and it went a bit too far. I never want to do anything that would make working together uncomfortable for either of us."
"Did it disgust you?"
"Hell, no, it turned me on. But, we cannot have that kind of relationship. I'm your boss. I know that sounds like I'm an asshole, but it's a fact. I should not be making any advances. Last night I was out of bounds and I ask you to forgive me."
"Why? Are you afraid I'll report you or make a complaint?"
"No, but are you upset?"
"Kyle, I enjoyed being close to you. I loved your touch on my breast. I loved the feel of your hard cock up against my ass. I even loved the lies you told me about finding me sexy. So, no I'm not going to complain, but I am also not going to delude myself into thinking it was anything other than a mercy snuggle. And, as nice as it sounded, I think if we did it once, you would not be looking for more."
She was tearing up again. I wanted to argue with her and tell her she was wrong. In fact it was a mercy snuggle. I caught myself. No, it was more than that and yes, I could have easily made love to her. I knew she would be a giving and receptive lover.
"Ok, truth time," I said. "Yes, I went to you because I knew you were embarrassed and probably beating yourself up. I also wanted to make you feel better. So, I thought maybe a snuggle would help. But, honest to God, Annie, I was aroused because you turned me on. Annie you mean a lot to me. You are a wonderful co-worker and, I hope, a friend. At this time, that's going to be it."
"Hell, I can live with that." She smiled weakly and stood there. I opened my arms and we moved toward each other. Embracing her, I enjoyed the feeling of her flesh pressed against me.
Stepping back I asked, "We ok?"
"Yeah, we're ok." Annie smiled and started cleaning up. I helped and we filled the dishwasher and started it.
"What's on for today?" she asked.
"Truth, I'm still tired. Think I'll take a nap and then just hang around."
"Hoping she'll call?"
I know I blushed. I shrugged.
"Ok, I'm going shopping. I actually think I can fit into smaller-sized pants. So, look out mall."
In my room, I pulled my cell and texted my go-to source for guidance.
A few minutes later my phone buzzed.
"Hey, handsome, nice to feel you reaching out."
Even if there were no double entendre contained in her comment, Diana's voice made my dick get thick.
"Hi, thanks for getting back to me. How are you doing?"
"I'm sure that's why you called me. I'm back in Boston for a week. I was hoping you'd be around."
I explained what was going on in KC.
"So, you and Ferry talked. That's good."
The good part was that Ferry told me about her past and how that influenced her today. The bad part was that she still was angry that I undressed her while Diana watched. I explained all that to Diana.
"I can understand her feeling. I'd say it probably is indignation," said Diana.
"What do I do?" I asked.
"Kyle, this may seem hard for you, but do nothing."
"But, I really want Ferry to know that I want her back."
"Patience," she said. Diana then said she had to go.
I napped and later I watched some baseball until Annie arrived back at the suite, arms laden with bags. She modeled her new clothes and they looked great. She suggested an evening in. We ordered from room service and watched a couple movies. By nine o'clock, I was ready for sleep.
The next day we opted to drive out to Independence and spend some time at the Harry Truman library. Truman was one of my heroes and I enjoyed living in his shoes for a bit. The only distraction was checking my phone every ten minutes to see if Ferry called. Finally, Annie demanded I give her the phone. I protested, she insisted and I handed it over. It allowed me to enjoy the rest of my visit. The second we were back in the parking lot I demanded the phone. No calls, no messages.
After a great steak dinner at a local restaurant, we were in our respective beds early.
I was in our new office at eight when Alice said there was a call.
"Ferry?"
"Hi, Kyle. Look, I'll get to the point. Set up something with Agnes here in our office for Wednesday afternoon. There will be five of us, maybe a couple more who are trying to reschedule court appearances. You can let us know who will be on your side. I suggest you have Annie get in touch with Will Goy, he's our practice manager. They can work out all the details. Kyle, I can't emphasize strongly enough that this is a get to know you meeting. We will listen to Agnes, but do not count on any answers or commitments. Understood?"
"Absolutely. I think your people will like what Agnes has to say. We'll get working on the details right away. Tell Will that Annie will call within the hour. Is there anything else, Ferry?"
We both knew I was fishing to see if she thought any more about the two of us. After a short pause, Ferry said, "Do you think Dino's Deli can fix another lunch?"
"Pretty sure they can."
"Same place and time," she said and was gone.
I called Agnes with the good news. We spent nearly an hour discussing strategy. She asked me to join her. I suggested Annie sit in to take notes and she agreed. Annie called Will Goy and she said she was going to their office to work on details. I had some work to do on Jerome's latest offer for a web design firm in St. Louis. I managed to sneak some time to order lunch. Rushing out the door, I shouted to Alice that I'd be back later.
I was sitting on the same stone bench in the park waiting for Ferry. In a few minutes, she walked briskly toward me. I rose with a broad smile across my face. She looked great in her navy skirt and tan blouse. He toned legs ate up the walkway.
I help up the boxed lunches. Using her left hand this time, Ferry smacked me hard across the face. Damn, if her left wasn't just as strong as her right.
"Both of these the same," she said eying the boxes.
I nodded and she grabbed the one from my right hand. Sitting, she opened the box and began eating.
"Aren't you joining me?" she asked in a sugar sweet voice.
"What was that slap for?" I said and touched my cheek to feel the heat.
"Oh, I got a call today."
My mind raced. Could Annie have called and discussed our night in bed?



"Yes, quite interesting. My assistant, Rita, is still having palpitations."
"Ferry, what are you talking about?"
"Seems Rita is one of those ladies who devour all the fashion mags, watch all those next models shows and all that. She comes bursting into my office to announce that I, and now I quote, 'won't fucking believe who was on the line', endquote. I assured here I didn't. So, she gushes that Di X is calling me. That she, Rita, had just spoken to the top model in the world, the world's most beautiful woman, the Entrepreneur of the Year, and a few other titles. I knew who Diana Xavier is. I asked if she said why she is calling. Rita shook her head. I imagined she probably was rendered mute the second she heard who it was."
Ferry took another bite from her tuna sandwich. "God, I don't know what they do to tuna, but this is just the best I've ever had. Still not eating, Kyle? Something upsetting you?"
My stomach was tied in more knots than you'd find at a Boy Scout jamboree. I opened the water and took a sip, allowing half of it to dribble down my shirtfront.
"So, I took the call. It went something like this. Pardon if I don't do the breathy tones of Ms. Xavier.
"Ferry Williams?"
"Yes."
"This is Diana Xavier. I wonder if you know who I am?"
At this point Kyle, I was getting a little annoyed and when I do that, I get sarcastic. So, I said, "I think so, don't you?"
My jaw dropped.
Ferry said she heard the most outrageous laugh on the other end.
"No wonder," Diana said.
"No wonder, what?" I asked.
"Ferry, may I call you that?"
"Sure. Do I call you X?"
"Another chuckle. 'How about you call me Diana?'"
After I said sure, she began to speak. "I take it you recognize my name. But, the reason I'm calling is to inform you of another way you may know me."
"How's that?"
"I have the apartment directly across from Kyle?"
"At that point, Kyle, I think my world stopped. Did I just hear this famous model and businesswoman tell me that she is you secret watcher?"
Ferry looked at me. Sweat was pouring down my brow, my collar was soaked and I knew that my suit jacket would be going directly to the dry cleaners.
"So, smart lawyer and witty person that I am, I said, 'Oh.'"
"And, so," Diana continued, "it's no wonder Kyle is so in love with you."
"If my world had stopped when she told me she was the voyeur to your exhibitionism, hearing her say you love me blew that world off its axis."
"Ferry, I can..."
"Kyle, you can be quiet right now. I'm not finished."
Ferry took another bite and a sip of water.
"We had a long conversation, Kyle. A very long conversation. I got angry when she told me that you called her after I spoke with you the other night. I felt betrayed all over again. So, that was today's slap. But, she finally helped me to realize that you relied on her to help you work through your thoughts. She also explained about the night I showed up drunk at your door. I was embarrassed that she was talking to me about it, but there's something in her voice that calmed me and allowed me to listen to her. She told me how you agonized about what to do. Finally, she said she convinced you to take my outer clothes off and cover me with a shirt. She also said you were the perfect gentleman.
"I asked her if later you were in the living room and exposing yourself to her. She admitted it and admitted she urged you to do so. She said she was not proud of what she did, but it was what it was."
I took some more water and managed to get in in my mouth. It did little to slake my scorched throat.
"I asked her why she did that."
"Because he has the best cock I've ever seen and I was turned on and wanted to have an orgasm," she said.
"After that, Kyle, I guessed there was not much we couldn't discuss. I told her about my own coming to terms with exhibitionism. She's very smart, you know."
I nodded.
"By the end of the conversation, I felt like we might even become friends. She said that you were in agony over having hurt me. That you wished you could undo anything that caused me pain. She also said she felt she had to call and let me know that she was complicit. She also said she never spied on us when we were making love, not that we would have done that in the living room with the fucking drapes wide open."
"Ferry, I am so sorry. I want you back in my life so much. I will do anything to regain your trust."
"Honestly?"
"Yes. Anything."
"Ok," Ferry said. "Did you sleep with Diana?"
"Yes."
"Before or after I left?"
"Way after. It was the night of the TV girls wedding."
Ferry nodded. "Did you sleep with her daughter?"
"If you mean, did we have sex—absolutely not. She did crawl into bed with Diana and me and we slept. But, that was it. There was no sex between us."
"That sounds borderline creepy, but let's let it ride for now. Have you slept with any other woman since we split up?"
I began to get irritated. I didn't think I'd have to undergo a cross-examination of my love life. I almost said something and then remembered I promised to do anything.
"Yes, one other woman?"
"Who?"
"Ferry, I wouldn't mind telling you, but it's highly personal."
"Fucking tends to be like that," she said.
"Not fair, Ferry. We had broken up."
"Do I know this person?"
I knew if I wanted to bring Ferry back into my life, I needed to be completely open.
"Ferry, I know I can trust you. This is very personal and confidential information. But, I want you know that I would only disclose this to you because I know you have such a complete sense of propriety."
"Did you screw someone's wife?"
"Ferry, I made love to Tiffany. And, I impregnated her."
Ferry slumped on the bench. "Well, I was not expecting that. Can you tell me how this came about? Was Tiffany cheating on Brittany?"
I was shaking my head as she asked the questions. Taking a deep breath, I relayed how the two of them approached me. I described how Brittany was part of the process. I left out the one night that Tiffany and I spent together. Tiffany didn't want Brittany to know about it. She also wanted to really let loose in our love making. I felt I would have seriously betrayed Tiffany if I disclosed that part of our relationship.
Ferry took it all in and sat quietly. She looked at the roses in bloom all around us. Finally she turned to me.
"You're quite a guy, Kyle Anders."
"And, you are quite the woman, Ferry Williams. I love you."
Tears welled in her eyes. I took her hand and she let me hold it. We sat in silence.
"Kyle, is that everything I need to know? I couldn't take another surprise."
"That's everything. Do you think we could try again?"
Slowly she nodded.
"Yeah, we could try again. But, we're going to go slow. You have to let me know what's going on with you."
I promised to be open and honest.
"You know, Diana, invited us to join her in France in the fall," Ferry said.
"Really? Why would she do that unless she knew we'd be back together?"
"She might have had an inkling after we talked."
"Ah. And, what did you say?"
"I told her I'd talk about it with you."
"And, what did she say?"
"She said to be sure to tell you that'd you'd love the spot she has in mind."
"Why?"
"Because there are lots of naked people there all the time."
I wrapped Ferry in my arms. "There's only one person I'm interested in being naked with right now."
We kissed.
"Hmm, me, too," said Ferry, "But who knows about tomorrow?"
*****
This is a good time to take a pause in the story of Kyle and Ferry. I think you probably guess that they do get together and that the firms merge. Is it love ever after for our lovers and the firms? Well, time will tell. I think there is more to discover concerning Kyle and Ferry, along with Diana, Fanny and Annie. If you'd like to read more about them in the future, drop me an email. I think that the future could be quite interesting for these interesting people. Thank you for all your support and comments.
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Looking at a flat surface, you often just see the smooth reflection of light. If you take a different angle, you begin to see the scratches and imperfections. Life can make you shift your perspective. When that happens, new worlds appear.
***
The first week in August was sacred in their individual calendars. Nothing was booked, no appointments set, no meetings on the docket—this week was theirs alone.
For over twenty-five years the four couples had been gathering at the house on Cape Cod. The week was devoted to beach time, eating drinking time and just enjoying being with each other. They cherished their ability to pick up their relationships despite not having been together for a year.
Each one took comfort in each other. Agreeing that not many can sustain friendships over decades, the eight people attributed part of this closeness to the fact each couple remained married. Too many of their friends had divorced, with the division of friends often being part of the final settlement.
At least that's how Bryan had used to view his friendships. Solid and forever. Bryan was soon to discover that this week would expose things to a new light. Although he knew no marriage was perfect, he never before saw all the cracks and flaws. This week he would develop a clear view of reality.
Bryan did not attend last year, since it was barely three months after Judy's death. The other three couples had debated cancelling, but in the end it was a text from Bryan that said he would be deeply hurt if they did not gather in August. He only asked to remember him and Judy in a toast. It was their tradition to have their first dinner together on a Saturday evening and toast Jim, the lone unmarried member of their group, who passed away.
They all agreed and now Jim and Judy would be remembered. They called Bryan and all tried to talk to him over the cell phone's speaker. Not much communication occurred, but all felt better for reaching out.
Although he never mentioned another reason to his friends, Bryan had decided to stay away because he was trying to reconcile the closeness of these long-time friends with his suspicion that one of them had been sleeping with his wife. Those suspicions were unresolved, but he could not imagine not having these people in his life.
Bryan was planning to be in attendance this year. He talked to Bob, the owner of their reunion house, and insisted that he take the small bedroom with the bunk beds and give up the big room with the queen. For years, Mark and Sasha took the bunk beds. After some back and forth, Bob agreed.
They arrived between 2 and 4 on the appointed Saturday. The forecast for the week was sun and high 80s. Perfect beach weather.
After getting settled, they made their ways to the large deck. Bob had the beer and wine iced, and set out six dozen steamers with bowls of broth and melted butter, and a dish of red grapes on the big picnic table. Somehow this tradition had developed and each week began with the same menu. Following the steamers, dinner would be steamed lobsters, corn on the cob, garlic mashed potatoes and garden salad, accompanied by unending loaves of crusty French bread. Mark was in charge of the wine and always supplied too many bottles of crisp Chardonnay that somehow were consumed by the end of the evening. Dessert just had to be blueberry pie, delivered by Bryan from a bakery in Maine, along with lots of Walpole vanilla ice cream.
After an initial awkwardness because of Judy's absence, they soon resumed their ease as long-time friends and the laughter and multi-tiered conversations spilled over into the pines bordering the cedar-shake house.
Dinner, dessert and drinking occupied them until late. By midnight, all were in bed. Bryan crawled into the lower bunk slightly drunk and more than a little melancholy. Judy loved coming as much as he did and her presence was overpowering in its absence. Sleeping in a new room after all these years also added to his discomfort. After tossing and turning, he finally dozed off close to 2 am.
Up early, Bryan headed out for his morning five miles. He loved the contours, hills and unique vegetation of this part of the Cape. Truro was the last town before Provincetown and still one of the least developed parts of the Cape, although the last two decades of growth filled in many once open spaces.
He arrived home to a still quiet house. He stripped in his room and wrapped a towel around him, made his way outside and down the cedar walkway to the outdoor shower. The shower was essentially a redwood wall attached to the house with a floor of cedar boards. Two showerheads hung from the foundation, the redwood wall blocked visibility from the house and neighbors and the back was open to the thick stand of pine trees. Everyone loved the feeling of being so exposed and yet so protected.
He washed and let his hand linger on his member. Since Judy died, his hand constituted his entire love life. He stroked himself, enjoying the sensation as he grew in length and girth. When he was fully erect, he stroked harder, pushing himself closer to the inevitable.
This time he stopped. He just didn't feel right cumming here in the shower, with all his friends nearby. Maybe later in his room he could finish and find a few seconds of relief.
He turned the water off and stood looking out over the trees while his body dripped dry. It was warm for the morning and the sun filtered through the branches. The air moved across his naked body and played along his sensitive sex. He toweled his hair and smiled, looking down at his still engorged dick.
"Sorry old fellow," he thought. "I'll take care of you later."
He turned to go and was about to wrap the towel around his waist, when Sasha turned the corner of the stall.
They both made a startled sound. Sasha looked at him and then her eyes traveled down.
Neither one moved. Bryan looked at her wrapped in a bath towel with a toiletry caddy in one hand. She continued to stare at his erection.
Trying to break the tension, Bryan said, "Uh, Sasha, my eyes are up here," thinking that old line would crack her up.
She looked up, her mouth still slightly open, and looked back down.
"Sasha, hello."
"Jesus, Bryan, you still get those," she said.
"What?"
Pointing at his hard dick, she said, "That."
"Well, I am a guy. So, hard-ons happen."
"Not necessarily," she added.
***
Sasha and Mark were married longer than any of them. All the guys were classmates in high school. They maintained their friendship through college, since they attended state university together. When they were college seniors, Mark met Sasha. She was only a sophomore in high school and the sister of one of their day student friends. He used to invite his friends over to his house where his Russian mom would cook unbelievable amounts of great food. Sasha helped her mother serve dinner. She liked to sit with the guys and listen to their college stories.
She was simply beautiful. Of average height, she was dark-complected with deep brown eyes. As a young teenager, Sasha was slender and toned. Her long dark hair reached midway down her back and moved sensuously as she walked around.
She just turned sixteen and began to exhibit a womanly figure. Her small butt, usually hidden behind tight jeans or snug shorts, beat out an exotic tattoo with every step. Her breasts pushed against the thin polo shirts she favored. They did not appear huge, but demanded attention, especially from testosterone laden college boys. Sasha played field hockey and her legs were muscled and shapely.
All the guys held a crush for her, but they were reluctant to take a step because of her age and. her domineering mother. She would bark orders to Sasha in Russian and debate was not an option. Her mother eyed the hulking masses of boyhood suspiciously as her daughter navigated among them. Sasha's father was Italian by ancestry. He just glowered a lot at any boy near Sasha.
Mark screwed up his courage and asked her to his senior prom. There was much discussion with her parents, but in the end her brother vouched for Mark. He also had to agree to double date with them and swear he would keep his sister in sight the entire evening.
True to his promise, her brother stood guard over her virtue the entire night. It was not an easy task since many of the other guys circled her with a look that indicated they smelled fresh meat. To her credit, Sasha ignored all of them except for Mark. They danced every dance and had a great time.
Afterwards, they dated—with plenty of supervision and many not so veiled threats from both momma and papa--and found they were a perfect match. Mark and Sasha continued seeing each other after he graduated, since he stayed for a summer job at the college. After she finished high school, she elected to attend college in the same town where Mark was now teaching. They developed their relationship and married at the end of her freshman year. Each was a virgin and Bryan believed neither had ever enjoyed serious temptation or strayed off the marital path since that time.
***
Sasha was now openingly staring at a naked Bryan.
"I think I should cover up, Sasha," Bryan said.
The normally conservative and shy woman replied.
"Could you leave it out for a couple more seconds?"
Although shocked, Bryan complied and busied himself by drying his hair and back. Sasha kept staring. Looking at her expression that seemed to straddle the border between curiosity and lust, Bryan dared to run his hand up and down his shaft. Sasha sighed deeply.
Seeing that she was not repulsed, he moved it a few more times. Sasha watched intently.
"Thanks, Bryan. It's just I haven't seen a hard dick in a long time. Actually, this is only the second real adult erection I have ever seen. God, it's a nice one. I love the way it bounces when you were drying yourself. Also, it's cool how it sort of curves up a little toward your tummy."
Sasha's attention did nothing to alleviate his condition. He stroked it twice more and Sasha closed her eyes as if sealing in the vision. He slowly pulled the towel around him, the tent looking obscene in the front.
"What are you going to do about that?" Sasha asked.
"Oh, probably nothing. Just wait until nature takes its course."
"It's like wasting a natural treasure."
Not knowing how to reply, Bryan shrugged.
"If you want, you could finish here," she said.
Bryan was sure he had not heard her correctly. Was she really inviting him to masturbate in front of her?
"Uh, I think maybe I'll just head back inside."
With a long sigh, Sasha said, "Well, thanks for a morning treat. I think I may be in this shower a little bit longer than usual. I do have business to attend to."
Bryan blushed at her frank admission that she probably was going to masturbate.
"Uh, ok, yeah, I get it."
Sasha flashed her mega-watt smile. "Always knew you were a bright one."
"Sasha," he asked. "What do we tell Mark?"
"Well, I'm gonna tell him I caught you in the shower and enjoyed the hell out of it."
Bryan nodded, but wondered if she were being serious.
"Now, run along so I can start my shower and, well, other stuff."
He slipped into his flip-flops, picked up his shaving kit and turned to head back to the house.
"Bryan?"
He turned back to look at her.
"You know if this ever happened again and you want to finish, I wouldn't be offended."
Bryan could only nod and smile.
He turned and left.
Fortunately, no one saw him and he made it to his room without having to explain why his towel looked like the tent at the circus.
***
Sitting on the deck and enjoying his morning coffee, Bryan heard the screen door slide open.
Mark came out on deck with his own coffee and a plate piled with two bagels slathered with cream cheese and lox, adorned with capers and chopped onion.
With a low groan, he eased himself into an adjoining lounge chair.
Bryan looked at his friend. Mark was once the skinniest kid of the bunch. Although only 5'5", he now outweighed Bryan by thirty pounds. At 6'3" Bryan easily handled his 190 pounds. For Mark, his nearly 220 pounds made his belly protrude and hang low. Mark liked to say when he and Sasha married they each weighed 125 pounds. Sasha still weighed the same.
"Beautiful morning," Bryan offered. "Going to be another great beach day."
"Yeah," said Mark devouring half a bagel and licking the extra cream cheese from his fingers. Mark was meticulously clean and neat. His bald head shone as if it were shined and buffed each day. He always wore clean and pressed shirts, shorts and pants. He was fastidious about everything he did, including eating. He devoured his food, but never left a mess. The sole exception being his propensity to drop something that always landed on his protruding lap. He would sigh and be sure to change his shirt, once he finished his food.
Mark was a slave to food. He usually helped himself to more than twice as much of anything than any of the others and ate with a ritual devotion to savor every bite.
"Heard you had a little run in down at the shower?" he said.
"Shit, Mark, I'm sorry. I must have really embarrassed Sasha. I had turned the water off and she probably thought no one was there. God, we both nearly jumped out of our skins."
Mark took a long sip of coffee and smacked his lips. He finished the remaining half of a bagel.
"Oh, Sasha was not that embarrassed. I'd say she was more curious."
Bryan didn't know how to respond, so he kept his mouth shut.
"Look, Bryan, I know you didn't do anything on purpose. I'm not mad, believe me. I am jealous, however."
"Jealous?"
"Jealous that can still get it up. I haven't had a stiffy in years. Shit, I haven't been able to see my dick in that long, except if I look in the mirror and hold up my gut. The little guy is all shriveled. It's fucking pathetic. So, I don't mind Sasha enjoying a look at a hard dick. Hell, the fact that it's you is even better. We're friends. And, she always had a little crush on you."
"Still, Mark, I never meant..."
"I get that. Ok? It's cool."
Mark ate half of another bagel and drained his coffee.
"I need some more Joe. Can I get you some?"
"No, thanks, I'm all set."
Mark pushed himself up with a grunt and entered the house. He returned in a few minutes with a steaming mug and another plate holding a cheese Danish and a pecan sticky bun.
He eased himself back down and finished off the remaining bagel. He put the dirty plate on the table between them and started nibbling on the Danish.
"Bryan," he said while washing down a mouthful of pastry, "I take a shitload of medicine. You know that. One pill for high blood pressure, one for afib, two for my diabetes and one for cholesterol. Add to that that I'm seriously overweight and in my mid-fifties, over-stressed and neurotic. Then last year I had a little prostate problem. The net effect is I've got a permanently limp noodle."
Bryan knew of Mark's health challenges. He was discreet enough never to bring up that most of his problems could go away or become much less severe if he lost weight and exercised. He loved Mark like a brother and decided it was better to let the doctors and his family berate him for his condition.
What was new was that Mark was openly discussing his impotence with him.
"So today Sasha sees someone she loves and admires with a full-blown woodie. She tells me she enjoyed looking at it. Who am I to complain? Shit, I think it was good for her. Probably give her some good dreams. Who knows?"
They sit in silence listening to the breeze in the pines and the soft chirping of the birds flitting about the numerous feeders that Bob has put out. Bryan wondered if Sasha told Mark that he was stroking it in front of her. Or, that she offered to watch him masturbate. Or, maybe this was Mark's way of giving Bryan silent permission to please his wife, at least visually.
"Mark, I don't know what to say. I guess I never thought about the effects that all the medicine might have on you. It must be difficult for you."
"Difficult! You could say that. I can't pleasure my wife. I can barely grab my own dick since I'm so fuckin' fat. Even if I could, I could yank on it for days and it would just lie there and laugh at me."
"Ever try Viagra or something," asked Bryan.
"Oh, yeah. Been there, done that and not a thing changed. Docs can't agree if it's psychological or all the drug interactions. No matter, I still can't get it up."
Mark finished off the Danish and took a bite of his pecan roll.
"You know, food is my drug. I use it to satisfy everything else that is shitty. Can't get it up? Have three Coney Island Dogs? Cholesterol is high? How about a triple decker ice cream cone? Sugar levels out of sight? Let's go to Krispy Kreme. A big sale fell through, King-sized prime rib, please. It just gives me some control in my life. I can decide how I eat, how much and when. Of course, I know it also means that all these problems are just made worse, not better. I'm not an idiot. I'm just a fuckin' jerk."
Bryan rested his hand on his friend's arm. Mark looked away and Bryan sensed he was fighting tears.
"Bryan, you've been my best friend," he said as he looked off into the pines. "Of all the guys here, you have been the most supportive. You made me feel as if I was really accomplishing something when I quit teaching and tried to develop my granddad's lake property."
"Christ, Mark, you were accomplishing something. Look at you now. You are an amazing success. You ended up with more money than all of us. I admire you."
"Thanks, buddy, I know you mean it. Your faith in me helped me hang in. I know I can always count on you."
Mark put his hand on top of Bryan's as it remained on his arm. Bryan supposed if they were women, they'd be hugging right now. That was not going to happen. He also wondered if Mark were sending him another message. Was it "Go ahead and please my wife" or "Don't even think about Sasha that way."
"Yeah, it's difficult. But, Bryan, it is nowhere near as difficult as what you've been through. To lose Judy like that... Shit, man, we all miss her. I know that doesn't help, but we do."
"Mark, it means a lot," said Bryan. "Just knowing that you guys remember Judy when she was good, that's important. I appreciate all you have done. Knowing you were there whenever I needed to talk, well, that was really important."
"Not that you talked all that much," said Mark.
"Hey, I'm a guy. We are better at holding in than sharing."
"Still, Bryan, anytime you just want to vent, I'm around. Since I can't hear for shit anymore, you can tell me anything. Plus, what I do hear I can't remember. Hell, I'd make a great confessor."
The two men shared a laugh.
"What are you two boys giggling about?"
Sasha joined them on the deck, holding her coffee in one hand and a bowl of fresh fruit mixed with yogurt in the other. Her short hair was still damp. She wore a blue oxford shirt with the sleeves rolled up and khaki shorts. She maintained her trim figure and toned legs through two kids and a lifetime of caring for Mark. Her smile still could be blinding. Being six years younger than the guys, she looked fabulous. She recently stopped coloring her hair and the salt and pepper look only made her sexier in Bryan's estimation. He felt a stirring in his own shorts thinking that he stood naked in front of her and that she obviously enjoyed looking.
She cast a quick glance at the empty plates next to her husband. A look passed between them that only another married person would recognize. Sasha was beyond harping on Mark for his eating habits. Still, she wanted to let him know that she knew what he was doing.
"Just talking men stuff," said Mark in response to her earlier inquiry.



"I didn't realize guys talked about anything except sports, the weather and sex."
"I don't have much interest in sports or the weather," deadpanned Bryan.
Sasha let out a hearty laugh.
"Well, what I saw in the shower supports that theory."
"What did you see in the shower?"
They turned to see Linda coming onto the porch. She, too, had her morning coffee and a bowl of granola doused with almond milk.
Sasha, Mark and Bryan exchanged a glance.
Linda raised an eyebrow.
Finally Bryan answered.
"Sasha accidently walked in on me in the shower this morning."
"Accidently?" she said grinning at Sasha.
"Absolutely. I didn't hear any water running and it was early. I didn't think anyone was up."
"Oh, someone was," added Mark with a short laugh.
"Huh?" said Linda.
Sasha extended her index finger.
"Really! Bryan you had an erection in the shower?"
Bryan blushed and nodded.
"Wow, morning wood. Who woulda' thunk it?"
They laughed.
"Look, it's not a big deal," said Bryan.
"I wouldn't put it that way," added Sasha, grinning.
"You mean..."
"Oh, yeah, quite an eyeful," replied Sasha.
"More than a wiener?"
"Think kielbasa," said Sasha.
"Oh, Bryan, you devil. Hiding it from us all these years," teased Linda. She gave him a theatrical wink.
***
Bryan knew Linda the longest of the women in their group. She married Jeff not long after they graduated from college. Bryan and Linda dated briefly freshman year in college. It never progressed to the point where she could offer comment on the size or condition of his private parts. They decided they were better friends than potential lovers. Not long after they declared their non-dating status, Jeff asked Bryan if he would mind if he asked Linda out. Bryan said he didn't. Jeff did, and now they've been married close to thirty years.
Linda is tall, blond, trim, beautiful and lots of fun. Add to that a first-rate intellect and a sardonic sense of humor, and Linda became Bryan's model of a dream girl. Jeff was the closest he had to a brother and now Linda was like a sister, or at least, a sister-in-law. He felt noble about letting Jeff date Linda, although he also felt like a pompous ass when he felt noble. He thought he did the right thing by letting her go. After patting himself on the back, he would come back to reality and admit to himself that he did not let her go. She had wanted to split up with him. And, in his most truthful moments, Bryan had to admit he could look at Linda and wonder if he should have fought harder to keep her. Usually those thoughts occurred when she was wearing her green bikini or a ridiculously tiny pair of running shorts.
But, Jeff was his best friend and Linda deserved a good guy like him. Jeff had always been his best friend. But, his relationship with Jeff had been different since Judy died. After the funeral, they talked less frequently and this is the first he's seen Linda and Jeff since then. He wondered why Jeff had been a little absent. He chalked it up to each person dealing with grief differently. At least, he hoped that was the reason. He knew if one of the women of this group died, he would hard pressed to deal with it.
Still, looking at Linda in her terrycloth shorts and tee shirt, he admitted she looked as beautiful now as when he first saw her. She was long and lean. Her face reflected some of her fifty plus years, but still had a clear complexion that made her look at least 10 years younger. She kept her blond hair short, avoiding the awkward problem of having long hair well into middle age. In the morning sun, Bryan could make out some silver among the gold. He imagined Linda couldn't be bothered with coloring her hair. She looked great.
***
Bryan asked, "What's the plan for today?"
"High tide at ten," said Bob who closed the sliding screen door as he spoke.
All said "morning" and he toasted with his mug.
"So, I say we do whatever to mid-afternoon. We can then hit the beach and hang out until dinner time."
Bob was the expert on beach time. Years ago he and Carol built this house and spent August of every year down here. They rented the house out in June and July. The income had helped pay taxes, upkeep and part of the mortgage. Just two years ago they had a mortgage-burning party during their week together. A week with their friends was part of their Bob and Carol's month.
"I wouldn't mind hitting the shops in P'town," said Sasha.
"Me, too," came a voice behind them.
They noticed that Carol had joined them on the deck, followed by Jeff.
"Great, girls go shopping," offered Bob. "I thought maybe the guys might like to go fishing. I have tentative arrangements with a friend to go out for a short cruise on his boat. Any takers?"
Mark and Jeff immediately declared their interest.
"Bryan?" asked Bob.
"Actually, I thought I'd go over to the Truro historical society. I'm working on something new and I could look up some background."
"A new book?" asked Linda.
"Yeah. Still piecing together the framework, but part of the action takes place on this end of the Cape in the late 1800's. I'm looking for some information on a famous shipwreck."
They all chatted for a while and then went to get ready for their morning activities. They agreed to meet back at the house no later than 2:30.
Mark and Jeff piled into Bob's Jeep and headed toward Pamet Harbor to meet up with the boat.
The three women and Bryan left the house together. As they were getting in their separate cars, Linda told the other women to wait.
She approached Bryan's car and stuck her head in his window.
"Hey, would you mind some company?"
"What? You'd rather poke around a dusty historical museum than go shopping?"
"Well, the dusty museum doesn't sound all that great, but I'm not up for shopping. Besides, wouldn't you want some exhilarating company?"
"Sure would. Do you know someone who could supply it?"
Linda grinned and flipped him the bird.
"You're such a douche."
"What? Oh, you meant you? Sorry, I got thrown with the exhilarating part."
"God, a douche and an asshole. I must be masochistic. Anyway, what do you say?"
Bryan looked into her hazel eyes with the gold flakes.
"Sure. I look forward to boring you beyond all measure."
Linda ran back to tell her friends of the change in plans.
Both cars left and soon went their separate ways.
"So, was it embarrassing?" Linda asked.
"What?"
"Getting caught by Sasha with a boner."
Bryan shook his head slowly. "What's embarrassing is having to talk to you about it."
"Oh, come on, Bryan. We've always been able to talk."
"I don't recall ever talking to you about being caught nude."
Linda giggled. "Got me on that one. And, I am quite sure we never discussed stroking your hard dick in front of anyone."
Bryan shot her a look.
"Oh, come on. We're girls; we talk."
"What are you really asking, Linda?"
"Well, you must need relief. I mean if you were turned on when Sasha saw you, and played with it, did you have to, you know, get relief?"
"You really want to talk about this?"
"I thought it might help you to talk about it."
"Ok, let's start by discussing your sex life. How often do you and Jeff do it? Do you like porn? Is masturbation better in the morning or the afternoon? Doggy style, missionary or cowgirl?"
Linda stared ahead for a minute.
"That's harsh, Bryan."
"Well, maybe I don't want to talk about my having a hard-on. Being single the only release I have is jerking off. Satisfied? Isn't that what you wanted to know? How often does this poor widowed guy have to wack-off?"
Linda turned and looked at Bryan.
"We never have sex."
"Duh, I think you mean we never had sex," said Bryan.
"No, not you and me. Me and Jeff. He hasn't touched me in two years."
Bryan tried to keep his eyes on the road, but had to turn to look at his friend. She stared out the side window. He looked at her slender neck showing between her hair and the pink of her polo shirt. He wanted to touch her, but his hand didn't move.
"I don't know what to say, Linda."
She turned toward him. Her eyes were red, but she smiled. Bryan thought it was a mirthless smile.
"Tell me about your book idea."
"Linda, about being a shit..."
"You're writing about being a shit? I didn't think it was an autobiography."
They both grinned. Bryan got the message that Linda had changed the topic.
Bryan laid out a vague concept of how a family took in one of the sailors from the shipwreck. There is some mystery about him and perhaps his role in being responsible for the wreck. The local authorities start an inquiry. He becomes infatuated with the wife. Bryan was still working the plot details, but felt he was ready to do research on shipwrecks and what happened after one.
"You know there were quite a few wrecks in this part of the cape," he said.
"So, the hero, or let's call him the protagonist until we discover if he's really heroic, is going to be bedding his host's wife?"
Bryan looked at Linda and she returned his gaze. The silence in the car drowned out the road noise.
"As I said, still working on the plot," he replied.
"Ah, but as an author you'd need to have a point of view, right? So, what's your point of view, the husband, the sailor or the wife?"
Bryan didn't answer. He did not want to go down that path.
"There's the turn-off," he pointed out.
He pulled into the lot next to the old hotel that served as home for Truro's historical society.
They got out of the car and Linda looked out toward the ocean.
"Ever been to the top?" she asked looking at the Highland Lighthouse.
"Once, a long time ago. It's a great view, want to go up?"
She nodded and they walked toward the tall structure.
"Lighthouses are quite phallic, don't you think?' she said and slipped her arm through his.
"Never really thought about it."
"Hard to miss the symbolism," she said. "Wonder how'd it look in a shower?"
She giggled and Bryan slapped her butt. "God, you are a tease sometimes."
He paid for two tickets and they began the climb up the 69 winding stairs. He allowed Linda to go first. His eyes were fixed on her taut thighs and tight butt clad in white jean's shorts. Telling himself to relax, he fought his second erection of the day.
Reaching the level nearest the top, they found themselves in a room that held the mechanism for the light. There was a young tour guide who explained how long the building was in its current location, having been moved from the original location because of erosion of the dunes.
After listening, they climbed the ladder to the top, where the lens still sent out its warning light. These steps were steeper and Bryan caught a glimpse of Linda's pink undies as she stepped up. Walking around the light, they arrived at the door to the catwalk. They exited and stood on the narrow balcony that wound around the perimeter.
A warm land breeze moved over them. Looking out over the ocean, Bryan could make out the sail of a passing boat. He pointed it out to Linda.
"Wonder if they're going somewhere or just riding along for fun," she mused.
"If you're moving, you're going somewhere," Bryan said.
"Are you going somewhere, Bryan?"
She had slipped her arm through his and pulled herself tight to him.
"Sure," he quipped. "Going around the other side to look at P'Town."
He moved and she followed.
"That's not what I meant, and you know it."
"Look, you can see P'Town Tower."
Pointing off to the distance, they could see the square shape of the famous landmark.
"Hmm, another great phallic symbol," said Linda. "Must be the day for things sticking up."
"Jeez. You've got phallus on your mind today," he teased.
"Well, I'm not the one waving a pole at Sasha in the shower," she said.
"Really, Linda, there is nothing about Sasha and me in the shower. She walked in by accident. I had a boner. End of story."
"Did you want there to be more of the story? Sasha told me she would not be offended if you needed to finish while she watched." she said quietly.
"I could never do that."
"Wouldn't it be a sexual thrill, like a sexual adventure?"
"I don't think about her that way," Bryan said.
"You mean you never thought about Sasha sexually?"
"She's Mark's wife. She's my friend, for crying out loud."
"That doesn't answer the question."
"I'm not going to, Linda. And, I don't understand where all this is coming from?"
"Bryan, all I'm asking is that if Sasha weren't married to Mark, would you find her sexually attractive?" Bryan wondered if Linda were really asking if he found her attractive.
Bryan turned to look at her. She held her gaze fixed on the distant tower.
"Is that all you're really asking, Linda?"
She shrugged. "Just because a woman is married, does that make her not attractive sexually? I think Sasha is beautiful. She always has been and she is today. Sometimes I look at her and it takes my breath away how beautiful she is. So, I imagine a guy must feel that way, too."
"Linda, when you know someone, you can't really separate them from who they are. Sasha is Mark's wife. That's part of her. It seems like I would be objectifying her if I just looked at her physically."
"Well, I think she is one of the sexiest women I've ever seen. Any man—or woman—would want to make love to her."
"Including you?"
"As I said, she is beautiful. She is also seriously sexually deprived."
Bryan reflected on Mark's admission of impotency. He had been caught up in the effect it had on Mark. He never considered what lack of intimacy must have meant to Sasha. Now, Linda had told him that she and Jeff were not intimate. Were the two women helping each other? Could it be that Judy was also part of the ménage? Was Judy sleeping with Linda and Sasha?
Bryan tried to redirect the conversation.
"Look people need to respect each other for their entire being, not just their sexual side."
"I don't buy it. If that were the case, there would never be adultery. Adultery is 80% sexual and 20% boredom. Cheating could be to make up for a lack of sex, or boring sex or even revenge sex. But, it's sex. So, I don't think that because a person is married they are not sexually attractive to other people."
Bryan turned and looked at his old friend. Nothing really surprised him about people. Being a writer, he understood that there were many currents, running in different directions, under even the most calm exterior. Was Linda telling him that she made love with women? Was she hinting that she and Sasha were lovers? Was she admitting that she indulged in adultery? Was she coming on to him? Or, was she trying to tell him something he didn't want to hear?
Bryan felt his stomach tighten. He sensed he knew where Linda was now going. And, he dreaded it. She was playing with the lock that kept a demon outside the door.
She turned toward him and slipped her arms around his middle.
"Hold me," she said.
He embraced her and she melted into his grasp. He could feel her breasts pushing into to him and her naked thighs felt warm against his. His cheek rested against his and her warm breath covered his neck.
"Do you find me attractive?" Linda asked in a whisper.
"You're beautiful," he said. "You always were and, I think, you've gotten sexier through the years."
"Mmm," she said and squeezed. "Sexier than Sasha?"
"I don't understand why you keep picking at this bone," he said as Linda squeezed her body to his. "Ok, just to shut you up, I find Sasha sexy. No, make that, I finder her incredibly sexy and always have. You remember what she looked like when we were in college. She's just gotten more attractive through the years. That happens with some women."
Bryan felt Linda move in his arms.
"Just like you. You are more beautiful today than ever. So, does that answer your question?"
Linda nodded against his shoulder.
Wordlessly, they clung to each other at the top of the tower, a breeze blowing alternately warm and cool as the wind shifted from land to sea.
"I think she was screwing someone," he said so softly she almost missed it in the wind moving past her face.
He held this thought inside for a long time. Even before she died, he felt there was something Judy was hiding. He suspected what it was. The dread that had hung on him since he found the note now came crashing around him as he voiced his suspicion. The door was opened and there was no safety catch to be found to close it.
"I know she was," Linda said as softly as he had.
***
The first time Bryan saw Judy she was nearly naked.
It was the near the end of his junior year. There was a demonstration at a town park to protest a "double standard" in clothing regulations. The protestors claimed that since men could run or play in the park without a shirt, women should be afforded the same opportunity. The town council said that there was an ordinance banning indecent exposure and that the act of women exposing their breasts was indecent. Women had to keep their tops on.
So about two dozen protestors, all college women, showed up on a Saturday morning in the spring and stripped to the waist. They carried signs that read "Boobs are not indecent" and "Free the Breasts".
Bryan was oblivious to the fact there was a demonstration. He was just out for a run and cut through the park. He saw the crowd and a TV truck and jogged over. Being a warm day, Bryan had pulled off his shirt and stuck it in the waistband of his running shorts.
He just reached the crowd and for the first time noticed that there were topless women there. One woman looked at him and ran toward him. She screamed, "This is what I'm talking about."
She stood next to him and said, "Why am I indecent and he isn't?"
Bryan looked at the slight woman. Her black hair was a tangle of crazy curls reaching down past her shoulders. Weighing probably no more than 100 pounds, she came half way up to his shoulders. Her body was fit and white. He looked at her dark eyes and immediately sensed the energy and something else in them. It was more than intensity; it looked like a touch of madness.
He looked at more than her eyes.
Her small breasts were tiny mounds on her chest. Round areolas and dark nipples pushed out in defiance. She wore a black bikini bottom that showed a taut butt. Bryan had never seen anyone like her.
The media and spectators were taking pictures. The woman slipped an arm around his middle and called for the others. In seconds, Bryan was surrounded by a gang of topless women. He felt naked breasts pushing into him from all angles, as they mugged for the cameras. Bryan laughed and grabbed a "Free the Breasts" sign and held it above his head.
A reporter shouted out to him. "What do you think of topless women in public?"
Bryan said the first thing that came to his mind.
"Hey, if women want to take their tops off, I say let them. Boobs are cool."
The wild woman next to him immediately took up the call.
"Boobs are cool," she chanted. The other women joined in. Bryan shouted along with them.
"Boobs are cool." "Boobs are cool."
The women raised their arms and jumped around, screaming, "Boobs are cool."
After a few moments, the wild woman yelled, "Boobs are cool. Off to the pool." The others picked up that chant and began heading out in the direction of the town pool.
The wild woman turned and hugged him.
"Thanks for being a sport."
"Sure. It was fun."
She hugged him again and he felt the hard nipples boring into his naked chest.
The woman took the sign from him, stood on her toes and kissed his lips. She turned and ran to catch up with her fellow protestors.
Bryan watched the small rear with the slightest butt crack at the top of the bikini head off.
He finished his run and was in cool down mode, walking along the north end of the park.



"Hey,' he heard a voice call. "Hey, runner guy, wait up."
He turned to see the girl with the wild hair and a tall blond hurrying to catch up with him. He thought the tall blond had stood on the other side of him when they were chanting. He recalled she had large breasts that bounced a lot when she jumped up and down.
Both women were wearing bikini bottoms and tee shirts, but obviously nothing under the shirts.
"How was the pool?" he asked.
"Never got in," said the dark-haired girl.
"No?"
"Cops were there," added the blond. "Said if we didn't cover up, they would arrest us and haul us in. I've got a job that I need so I can pay next year's tuition. I can't afford to spend the night in jail."
"Yeah," added the dark-haired one, "the other girls weren't up for real civil disobedience. Probably just as well. I think we made our point. I was thinking, though, we should go to the next council meeting and flash those old goats."
"You're on your own with that one, Judy," said the blond.
"Judy?" Bryan said.
She nodded.
"Judy, would you like to go out for a coffee or something sometime?"
"Not much of a coffee drinker," she said.
Bryan looked disappointed.
"But I would like to try a 'something sometime'," she added with a mischievous look.
"Great. I'll call you. What's your number?"
"Got something to write with?"
"Shit, no."
"What do you have?"
"My key in my sock."
Judy laughed.
"Bonnie, do you have a notepad or something?"
The tall blond nodded and pulled a small book out of her shoulder bag.
"Give her your number."
Bryan said his number and the blond wrote it down.
"I'll call you when I'm up for 'something sometime'."
"How do I know you'll call?" Bryan asked.
"'Cause I like your chest," she said and ran a finger down his bare, sweaty chest.
"Great, 'cause I like yours, too," he said.
Judy laughed. "Sure, but not as much as Bonnie's, I bet."
He looked at the large shapes under the tee shirt of the blond, who then lifted the shirt for a reminder look.
"Well, they are awesome. But, no offense, Bonnie," he said, "actually, I like yours better, Judy."
Bryan was surprised to see Judy blush.
"Get your camera ready, Bonnie," she said.
Judy stood next to Bryan and pulled her shirt over her head.
Bonnie took the picture.
"If we meet again, I'll give you this. Sorta an incentive to show up. I'll let you know where to meet me for that 'something sometime'."
Bryan looked at her naked chest. Her nipples stood out. He resisted the urge to touch them.
"I like your incentives a lot. Soon?"
Judy laughed as she pulled her tee shirt back on.
"Yeah, pretty soon."
They had reached an intersection. Bryan headed west and Judy and Bonnie went east. He was a half block away when he heard a voice. He turned and saw Judy standing across the street at the intersection and cupping her hands to her mouth.
"What's your name?"
He shouted it out just as a bus rumbled by. Judy held her hand to her ear. He repeated it, but there was a round of blaring horns as a pick-up cut off a car. By this time, the light had changed and he lost sight of her as cars, trucks and vans passed through the intersection. When the traffic finally cleared, she was not in sight.
***
Linda breathed in deeply. Her breasts pushed harder against Bryan as they stood on the top of the Highland Lighthouse.
In the six months before her death, Judy began acting strangely—even more strangely than normal.
Should he have paid more attention to these changes? He didn't know. Maybe he was afraid to pry open another part of her life. There were so many surprises he had stumbled upon. Did he really want another?
He spoke into Linda's ear.
"I knew something was different. I couldn't bring myself to confront her. Linda, I was tired. Judy tired me out. She demanded so much. So much attention, so much support, and, so much sex. I was worn out. I didn't think I could add another layer to what I was carrying. Maybe if I did, things would have turned out differently."
Linda hugged him tighter. "I don't think so. Judy was on a course. There was nothing anyone could have done to alter it."
Bryan enjoyed the physical closeness of Linda's embrace.
"You know, when Judy and I started dating there was some crazy shit going on. This was after you and I stopped dating, of course."
"I know that, Bryan. I was already seeing Jeff when you met Judy. I always thought you two were a bit of an odd couple."
Bryan pulled back to look into Linda's eyes. "In what way?"
"You were, well, you still are, a fairly straight guy. Like other writers I've met, you're introverted, bordering on shy. You see things in people that others miss. I guess you are hyper-sensitive. Bryan, these are all good things. But, Judy was like the opposite."
Everyone said Judy was crazy or wild, rebelling against any formality or constraint. Her only rule was her rule. If she thought it was good, then she'd do it. To her boundaries only served to let her know when she crossed them. To Judy, the world was a completely open place.
***
The second time Bryan saw Judy she was completely naked.
Their dorm room had a phone. His older brother told him how good he had it since when he was at the school only a pay phone in the hall was available.
Bryan kept willing the phone to ring, but willpower alone was insufficient. After more than a week of frustration had gone by, his roommate came in from class one afternoon. After catching up on the news of the day, his roomie asked, "Did you get any of those weird calls?"
"No. What weird calls?"
"Some crazy chick keeps calling and asking if Running Guy is here. I tell her there is no one named Guy here and hang up. She calls back and asks the same thing. I give her the same answer and she starts swearing at me. Man, she sounds completely whacko."
Bryan's heart sinks.
"Did she leave a number?"
"What? No. She's a nut job, I tell you."
"Look, if she calls again tell her I'm not here, but ask if she will leave her number."
"You're Running Guy?"
"Look, just do it. Ok?"
"If you want, but I'd be careful. She sounds like a nut."
The next day Bryan returned from his cafeteria job and found a note from his roomie.
"Nut job called," the note read. It also contained a phone number.
Bryan dialed immediately. A woman answered. "Judy?"
"No, she's not here. Can I take a message?"
"Uh, yeah, can you tell her Bryan returned her call?"
"Bryan?"
"Yeah."
"She's never mentioned a Bryan. Are you sure you've got the right number?" Bryan read the number his roomie left him.
"That's our number, but I don't know a Bryan."
"Shit. Sorry. But, Judy's been calling and my roommate thought she was crazy, so he never passed the message on. I told him if she called again, to get her number."
"Is this Running Guy?"
"Yeah, that's me, Running Guy."
"Oh, god, Judy's been going crazy trying to reach you."
"Sorry. It was a screw up on our end. So, will you give her a message?"
"I can do better. She told me if by any chance you called, to ask you if you can meet her tonight for something. That's all she said, 'something'."
Bryan chuckled. "I can meet her. Where and when?"
"She's downtown at the Art Institute, you know on Walnut Street. She said she'll be in Room 14 on the basement level. If you can be there by 7:30, she'll meet up with you and you guys can go out."
"Great. Thanks. Uh, where should I wait for her?"
"Oh, just go into the room, she won't mind."
"Won't I be disturbing the class?"
The girl laughed. "Not really. It's kinda casual."
"Oh, ok. Thanks. Hey, what's your name?"
"Carol."
"Nice to meet you, Carol. Thanks for all your help."
"Don't mention it."
Bryan showered and pulled on relatively clean clothes. He took the campus shuttle downtown and walked over to the Institute. It was located in a section called Heritage Square. A park was surrounded by the library, Historical Association, Art Museum and the Institute. All the buildings were over 100 years old and the combination of granite, sandstone and brick added a sense of history to this section of town. The park was full of young people hanging out or playing Frisbee, older folks sitting and chatting on park benches and a smattering of homeless men leaning against a tree trunk and smoking.
Bryan entered the Institute and asked the guard how to get to Room 14. The guard checked his watch and told him, "That class is almost over."
"I'm just meeting a friend, not attending the class."
"Well, go down those stairs and turn right. It's the last door on your left."
Bryan ran down the stairs. He checked his watch. It was twenty past seven. Carol told him he could go into the class. He figured he'd slip in the back and sit in the last row. In that way, he could see Judy as she made her way out.
He opened the door and was struck by the subdued lighting. He then noticed there were no rows of chairs. His attention turned to the one source of bright light. In the center of the room was a circle of brightness. In the center of the brightness, Judy stood. She was completely naked and facing him.
Bryan then noticed the circle of easels and students gathered around Judy. Judy looked even whiter under the strong lights. She had her hands extended over her head. Her small breasts flattened against her chest, but her prominent nipples stood up. She had a narrow waist that broadened slightly at her hips. Her short legs were spread about six inches apart at the ankles. She arched her back and that pushed out her stomach and made her crotch a focal point. Bryan stared at the wild mass of black curls between her legs. She looked like a captured feral creature.
A voice cried out time. Judy relaxed and then turned her back to him. She bent from the waist, resting her elbows on a stool in front of her, stretching her back, affecting a new pose He could see more pubic hair and her sex lips peeking between her cheeks. She spread her legs a little farther and he could detect her sex opening up a bit. His jeans were now straining with his erection.
A voice then called out, "That's it for tonight. Thanks, Judy."
She stood straight and stretched and shook out the kinks. There was polite applause as the lights came up and the students began packing away their materials.
Judy walked directly toward him.
"Hi! Glad you got my message."
Bryan had some difficulty maintaining eye contact, but did his best.
"Yeah, uh, Carol said it was ok to come in. I didn't know that you'd be...well, that you, uh, you know..."
"That I'd be a nude model?"
"Exactly."
"Girl's gotta earn her tuition somehow," she said. "Hey, I'd love to stand here and chat, but they sorta like us models to get dressed after the class."
"Oh, yeah, sure. I'll wait."
"Cool. My changing room is behind you."
Bryan realized he was blocking the door to the room. He jumped out of the way and let her pass.
Waiting in the hallway, he thought what a complete ass he was. Five minutes later Judy came out, dressed in a tight tee shirt and severely cut off jeans shorts. She wore sandals and carried a large straw bag.
"So, are you up for 'something'?"
Bryan grinned and nodded.
"How about we go to the Pub and Grub?"
He grimaced.
"What?" she said. "I know it's not great, but it won't kill us."
"I only have five bucks," Bryan admitted.
Judy laughed. "What the hell were you expecting for a 'something'? Are we just supposed to walk around and marvel at the pavement? Or, was your idea just to take me somewhere so we could fuck?"
Bryan blushed. "No, I wasn't thinking that."
"Oh, well," Judy said, "what did you have in mind?"
He shrugged. "Guess I was so excited about seeing you again, I didn't give it much thought."
Judy looked for some sign he was putting her on. Seeing none, she said, "That's nice."
She reached up and kissed his cheek.
"Ok, you buy two beers and I spring for the burgers."
She grabbed his hand and started walking in the direction of the bar.
"So, what'd you think?"
Bryan enjoyed the feel of her hand in his. He looked down into her dark eyes.
"I thought you stood naked very well."
Judy laughed. "You're funny."
"Thanks."
"Well, now that you've seen every bit of me I think it's only fair if you answer two questions."
"I think I still may be getting the better part of the deal."
She bumped into him and squeezed his hand.
"First, what's your name?"
"Bryan. Bryan Wallace."
"Ok, Bryan, nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you, Judy...?"
"Judy Pawlowski."
"What's your second question?"
"Do you have a nice dick?"
Bryan actually coughed. He turned red and then recovered. "'Nice' like how?"
Judy laughed again. "Hell, nice in any way."
"Well, it often stands up when it meets a pretty naked woman. So, I guess you can say it's at least polite."
Judy jumped in his arms. "God, I love you already. You're as cocked as I am."
Bryan doubted her assertion, but he did enjoy the feel of her in his arms.
***
"I always thought you liked Judy," Bryan said as they stood together at the top of the lighthouse.
"God, I did. I'm not saying anything against her. It's just that the two of you were so different. Judy thought so, too."
"Did you guys talk a lot?"
"Yeah, we did. She told me all about your early days. Made my hair curl," Linda said with a trace of humor.
"She told you everything?"
Linda kissed his cheek softly.
"If you mean did she tell me about you, her and Carol, the answer is yes."
"Does Carol know that you know?"
"Don't think so."
"And, what does Bob know?"
"I think he must have some idea of how wild things were. But I'm pretty sure Carol never told him about the times you, Judy and her were together. Carol is now such a perfect wife, mother and community leader. I think she likes to keep that part of her past buried. So, I doubt if she told Bob."
Bryan let that sink in. He often wondered if Bob knew he had screwed his wife, even if was before they ever dated.
"You know they had a threesome," said Linda.
Bryan nodded. "Judy told me it was just one time. After I introduced Carol and Bob, Judy was curious. She said it happened one night when I was visiting my sister at her school."
"Judy told me the same story. She said it was a one-time thing."
"It's so strange," Bryan said. "I don't think I could write a plot this convoluted. For a group of friends who seem to have perfect marriages, there really was a lot of funky stuff going on."
Linda pushed hard against him. "Yeah, there was. Of course, it was before we were married." Linda paused and added, "Mostly."
Bryan's mind slipped back to the beginnings of his relationship with Judy. He wondered if Bob were the one Judy might have been sleeping with.
***
Judy had a huge sexual appetite. Bryan knew this from the first night they were together. She was wild, multi-orgasmic and insatiable. There was nothing Judy didn't try or do. He didn't mind because it was mind-blowing sex. They were young and sex defined a relationship.
After they married it was still hot and frequent. He listened to other married guys complain how the fire died after they settled into married life. With Judy the flames seemed to blaze hotter. Judy had told him when they first started dating that she'd occasionally liked to be with women as well as men. Her roommate, Carol, and she were "friendly lovers", as she described them. Early in their dating, the simple equation of one plus one became complex.
Although colleges had greatly relaxed rules about visitation privileges, it still was not easy to spend the night with a girl. His roommate tried to be accommodating and would find another place to sleep if Bryan asked him. But, Judy wanted sex a lot and he couldn't ask his roomie to permanently make himself scarce.
Judy said that Carol was cool and wouldn't mind giving them space.
So, they moved their love-making to Judy's room. After a week of nightly fuck fests, Judy said Carol wanted to get back to her own bed.
Bryan said that they would have to cool it.
"No fucking way," was Judy's response. "Carol's seen me screw other people. So, we'll just go on as we have."
"You can't mean we'll do it while she's in the room?" gasped Bryan.
"Exactly what I mean," she replied.
Bryan thought it was weird beyond all measure. He also thought he did not want to stop the hot sex with Judy. The first night together was strange. The three of them shared a pizza in the room. Carol excused herself to take a shower.
"Get undressed and into bed," demanded Judy.
Bryan stripped and jumped under the covers. When Carol returned, Judy said she had to pee and told Bryan and Carol to talk.
"Carol, I'm sorry we're putting you in this spot," said Bryan.
"Don't mention it," she said and pulled off the towel exposing her body to him. She stood naked in front of him and worked lotion into her skin.
"As you can see, I'm also uninhibited." She laughed and added, "Not as uninhibited as Judy, but I don't mind being nude or seeing other people nude."
"We are going beyond just being nude," Bryan said as he watched her rub lotion onto her large breasts. Carol was average height with dark hair. Her body was attractive in a plain vanilla way. Big breasts, decent legs, heavy and thick, dark pubic patch. Her ass was a little broad, but pleasant.
"I get that, Bryan. I've been here before when Judy had sex. I know she can be quite vocal and, shall we say, acrobatic."
Bryan had to laugh at her polite description of the banshee that Judy became during sex.
"So, you guys do what you want. I may watch, I may not. Most likely, I will and get myself off."
She rubbed lotion on the tops of her thighs and let her fingers run through her thick triangle.
"So, why don't you flip that sheet off?" she said. "Let's get the 'seeing other person naked' part out of the way."
Bryan moved the sheet down to his feet, exposing his erection.
"Sweet," she said staring. "That's very nice, Bryan, very nice. I can see why Judy's been happy. I'd say that's the nicest one she's brought home. I like it a lot."
Judy returned to see her lover and her roommate naked.
"Everyone's getting to know each other," she said. "How cute."
Judy stripped quickly and stepped up to Carol.
"Enjoy, honey," she said and kissed her.
Carol snaked her hands around Judy, pulled her tight buns to her and said, "I will."
They kissed some more before Carol turned and lay on her bed. She did not bother to cover herself and began running her hands over her breasts and through her pubic hair. Judy knelt before Bryan and took him in her mouth. She began sucking and taking him down her throat. Bryan kept eye contact with Carol as she played with her clit and Judy fellated him. When he thought he could take no more, Judy broke free and pushed him back on the narrow bed.
She looked at Carol and said, "This is an awesome cock." She unrolled a condom on his cock.
"No argument here," Carol agreed and slipped two fingers inside herself.
Judy climbed on top and lowered her body onto his shaft.
"God, I love that feeling," she said. She then began rocking and pounding. Bryan lost any inhibitions caused by her roommate watching and lifted his hips to thrust deeper. He pulled her small breasts and pinched her nipples. Judy was letting out guttural sounds that mixed with the squishy noises caused by their screwing. Her climax was accompanied by a chorus of swears interspersed with loud grunts.
The morning after their first night screwing in front of Carol was a Saturday. Judy had to leave early for some demonstration. She whispered to stay and sleep in. Bryan woke later in the morning to find the covers had been pulled down. Carol sat at the bottom of his bed looking at him.



"You have a good body, Bryan."
He looked at her naked figure.
"Thanks. So do you."
"It's ok," she said and ran her hands over her breasts.
"Wanna feel them?"
"Uh..."
"It's ok, Judy won't mind."
Carol took Bryan's hand and placed it on her left breast. Having become used to Judy's small boobs, he marveled at the feeling of the soft mounds. He gently squeezed them and played with her nipple.
"Very nice, Carol."
"It gets me wet," she said.
Carol took his other hand and placed it between her legs.
Mark moved his finger along her slit and confirmed her announcement. Carol put her hand on top of his and pushed his finger inside.
Bryan eased his finger in and out. He thumbed her clit and Carol closed her eyes.
He was becoming erect and forced himself to stop fondling Carol.
"Carol, this is great, but I don't feel comfortable."
Carol stroked him.
"I get it, Bryan. How about if Judy were here with us, do you think you could do more with me?"
Her hand moving up and down his shaft was consuming most of his attention.
"You mean like a threesome?"
"Yeah, does that sound sexy?"
"I guess."
Carol put more pressure on his erection. "Why do you sound uncertain?"
Bryan put his hand on her wrist and stopped her stroking.
"Carol, let's cool it for now. I need to talk to Judy before anything goes any further."
Carol sighed and said ok. She got up and started dressing. Bryan pulled on his clothes and headed back to his dorm.
Later when he talked to Judy about what happened, she laughed.
"Wow, you turned down Carol. Not many guys could do that."
"I didn't want to hurt you."
Judy stared at him. "You're serious, aren't you?"
Bryan nodded. Judy kissed him hard.
"I think you're the real deal, Bryan."
"I don't want to mess up what we have."
"Me, neither, babe. Me neither."
That night they made love again in front of Carol. The next morning, Judy motioned Carol to their bed.
"I want to see you guys kiss," she said.
Carol wrapped her arms around Bryan's neck and pulled him close. They kissed.
"I want a real kiss," urged Judy.
They kissed again, this time their tongues slipped back and forth. Judy let them make out for a while.
"Cool. Let's get dressed and go have breakfast," said Judy.
Sitting in the corner of the cafeteria, Judy said they needed to talk.
"Carol needs a guy."
Carol looked at Bryan and smiled.
"She is beyond horny. I can only do so much, but she needs dick in a bad way. Know anyone?"
Bryan toyed with his toast and tried to figure out where this was going.
"I do have someone I think Carol might like," he said.
"Is he nice looking?" asked Judy.
"Yeah, I guess."
"God, guys are such jerks," said Judy. "I'm not asking if you want to fuck him. I just want to know if he is decent."
"Ok, I'd say he's good looking."
"Oh, you're so gay," said Judy.
Bryan began to protest when Judy started laughing.
"Is he a nice guy?" asked Carol.
"Yeah, he's a great guy. He had a girlfriend but they broke up. He treated her nice. She just wanted to move on."
"Ok, one last question," said Judy. "Does he have a huge cock?"
Bryan turned crimson. The girls screamed in laughter.
"Ok, what's his name?"
"Bob."
"Ok, you ask Bob if he'd like to meet a nice, smart and sexy girl," said Judy. "If he does, we'll double date. After that, it's up to Carol and Bob. Ok?"
Bryan nodded.
"Great. In the meantime, the three of us are going to fuck."
"What?" said Bryan.
"At least once, Bryan. Come on, we'll have so much fun."
Carol smiled.
"When?" asked Bryan.
"You really don't want to finish those eggs, do you?"
The three of them left and headed back to the girls' room.
"So, here's the deal," Judy said. "We invite Carol to join us for an occasional screw. You can trim her horns until we see if this Bob is going to make the cut."
"Do I get a say in this?" asked Bryan.
"Come on, Bryan," said Judy. "You get to screw both of us. I mean that is a dream come true. You mean you don't want that?"
Bryan looked from one to the other. He recalled how good Carol looked naked. He could still feel her hand on his erection. He thought she might be a great fuck. In addition, he could still have sex with Judy. He questioned himself on why he was hesitating. It hit him hard as he sat between the two girls. He was falling in love with Judy. He did not want to lose her.
"Well, it is exciting to think about it. But, before we go any further I want to say something."
The two girls looked at him.
"Judy is my girlfriend. I love that she is my girlfriend and wants to be with me. If we all have sex, I want Judy to still be my girlfriend when we are through. If we can have fun and agree that Judy and I are together, then I say why not."
"Bryan, you're going to make me cry," said Carol. "That is so sweet."
Judy leaned in and kissed him.
The three started stripping. Judy pulled them down onto her bed. She began by kissing Bryan. Breaking free, she pulled Carol's face to his. They kissed for a long time.
"Suck him," Judy commanded.
Carol slid down Bryan's body and engulfed his erection in her mouth. She began working her tongue up and down. Taking him deep in her throat, she began sucking him. Bryan responded by moving his hips in unison with Carol's sucking.
"Don't make him cum, honey."
Carol slowly pulled off. Judy pushed her mouth against hers. The two girls kissed, exchanging tongues and accompanied by whimpers.
"Bryan, are you ready to fuck her?"
He grinned. Judy took that as a yes.
"Let me get her ready while you get a condom."
Judy scooted down between Carol's legs and started eating her. Carol collapsed back on the bed and spread her legs wide. By the time Bryan had unrolled a condom onto his erection, Judy was using a combination of two fingers in Carol's pussy and her tongue on her clit.
"Ok, she's ready. Aren't you, sweetie?"
"God, yes. Fuck me now," Carol panted
Bryan moved over her. He felt Judy's hand on his dick as she guided him to Carol's opening. He eased in an inch. Carol inhaled deeply and then slid her hands on his ass.
"Give it to me, Bryan," she said as she pulled him into her.
He was inside, enjoying the heat of her channel, when Judy began kissing Carol. Slowly he pulled out and equally slowly thrust back in. Carol's legs wrapped around his middle and she began to move to receive every thrust. He built up speed and began to pound harder. His balls were now bouncing on her ass with every plunge.
Judy broke away and sat to watch them. Bryan pulled Carol's legs and shifted them to rest on his shoulders. Holding her thighs he fucked as hard as he could. She let out sounds and encouraged him by digging her nails into his ass.
"Harder," said Judy in a breathless whisper.
Bryan didn't think he could go harder, but he tried. He increased his tempo and Carol gritted her teeth. Her nails were ripping his skin.
"Getting close," he said as the sweat poured from him, making droplets on Carol.
"Me, too," she said. "Stay with me for a minute more."
Bryan was in fatigue. He had been pounding at this pace for close to five minutes and had been inside her for almost ten in total. His legs were shaky and his arms began to tremble.
"I don't have another minute."
"Hang on, you fucker," Carol screamed.
Judy reached in and lightly pinched Carol's clit. Bryan gave one more deep thrust and felt his balls exploding. He started cumming hard.
"Keep pumping," urged Judy, "she's right there."
Judy pinched Carol's clit hard and Carol let out a string of expletives and gave into her orgasm.
Her vagina contracted around the still hard cock as waves swept up and down her body. She either closed her eyes or blacked out, because she could not see. She didn't give a shit which it was because she was in ecstasy. Bryan released her legs and they flopped to the mattress. He thrust twice more and felt one last squirt into his condom. He eased himself out of Carol and fell beside her. Judy pulled the condom off and knotted it. She bent over and used her tongue to clean his cock.
She then kissed Carol's pussy.
"God, no, Judy. I can't take any more."
Judy lay on the other side of Carol. She cupped her friend's breast and smiled at Bryan.
"Not bad, eh kids?"
In spite of her exhaustion, Carol began to laugh.
"No, not bad at all."
Bryan joined in, followed by Judy. Soon, the three were howling.
Bob was not ready to get in the dating world. He thanked Bryan for thinking of him, but said he was going to stay single for a while.
Bryan relayed the news to the girls. Carol was disappointed, but Judy said there was a silver lining.
Bryan and Carol looked at her with puzzlement.
"Idiots, we get to keep fucking each other."
If anything of what they had could be called normal, they found a routine that suited them. Bryan and Judy would screw almost every night during the week. Weekends were reserved for the three of them together.
At first it was incredibly exciting. Bryan soon found out there was such a reality as too much of a good thing. He was exhausted and just wanted to sleep all the time. After an exceptionally raucous Friday night and Saturday afternoon, Judy looked at Bryan stretched out on her bed.
"Honey, you need a rest," she said as she placed tiny kisses on his soft and sore dick.
"You're officially on leave," she said and pulled the covers over him. She and Carol moved to the other bed and proved that two can have almost as much fun as three.
Bryan slept soundly for a day and a half. He either dreamed or actually watched Judy and Carol in a Fuck-a-Thon in the next bed.
The next day he made another run at Bob.
"Man, you should meet Carol. She's super pretty and I think the two of you would hit it off."
"Does she have nice tits?"
"Jesus, Bob, take a bigger view."
"I take that as a no," Bob said.
"Shit. She has big, fantastic boobs."
"You've seen them?"
Bryan hesitated. He did not want to tell Bob about the on-going threesomes they were having. "Hey, I'm in their room a lot. After a while, you sorta' get relaxed. So, yeah, I've seen them."
"And, they're nice. Big?"
"They're awesome boobs, Bob. Great nips. Plus, she is pretty, funny and a nice girl."
Bob thought for a bit. "Ok, set us up."
The next weekend the four of them went out for pizza. Bob and Carol seemed to hit it off. Later that night after the three of them enjoyed a particularly athletic romp, Carol said Bob was cute.
"Cute enough to go out on a real date?" asked Judy.
"Sure. Why not?"
Bryan relayed the message and Bob asked Carol out. They did hit it off. Within a week, Bryan and Judy were back to having twosomes. Bob's roommate moved in with Bryan's roommate. So now each had a room to enjoy the many carnal pleasures that horny college kids can conjure up.
To be continued...
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(A traditional week at the beach for old friends takes a new turn when passions affect the life-long barriers among the couples. This chapter continues the story of Bryan, Jeff and Linda, Mark and Sasha, and Bob and Carol. You might enjoy this chapter more if you read Chapter 1.)
Bryan and Linda stood at the top of the Highland Lighthouse in Truro. Their conversation brought Bryan to the edge of a deep ravine. Would peeking over the rim allow him to see clearly that his late wife was sleeping with one of his best friends? Would he ever let find out the truth? Maybe, but not now. Not, with Linda standing close to him.
"Let's go down," Bryan said.
Linda hugged him and stepped back. She looked him in the eye and moved in to kiss his lips.
Bryan wanted to pull back, but the heat of her caress kept him sealed to her mouth.
When she broke off, Bryan's mind was still reeling.
She took his hand and led him to the door. In minutes they were on the ground.
"Time to bore me," she said.
"Uh, Linda, about up there..."
"Bryan, let's just go over to the museum."
They moved off in the direction of the building.
"Do you mind if I just sit out here and get some sun?"
Bryan assured her it was ok.
After an hour and a half of reading old newspaper accounts and personal diaries, Bryan had enough notes to begin organizing his plot outline. He emerged and found Linda engaged in conversation with an older woman. They were sitting on a rough bench situated on the grass.
Bryan learned the woman, Susan, was a volunteer at the museum. She said Linda told her he was interested in shipwrecks. He acknowledged that and she offered to help him track down information. They talked for a while and then he and Linda headed back.
The gang met back at the house and headed out to a great afternoon on the beach, followed by another delicious dinner and good times. Being tired from the late evening the night before, all were in bed by eleven.
***
Bryan returned from his morning run and once again headed to the outdoor shower while wrapped in a towel.
He hung the towel and began one of the showers, enjoying the pulse of the water on his head and back.
"I like a man who keeps to a schedule."
Bryan opened my eyes to see Sasha standing in front of him. She had her towel around her and the shower caddy in her left hand.
"Uh, I don't think this time is a mistake," he said, but making no effort to cover up.
"Nope."
She looked him up and down.
"It looks just as good soft as it did hard," she said.
"Thanks, I guess."
Sasha smiled and set her caddy on the small stool against the foundation. She stepped back and adjusted the second shower. When her hand indicated the water was the right temp, she slipped her towel off and placed it on the hook outside of the flow.
Bryan looked at her white bottom. Her cheeks looked firm and round. Sasha walked under the water and stood until she was all wet, including her hair. Slowly she turned and faced him. He couldn't help but stare. He willed himself to look away, but his strength flagged. Sasha's breasts were white and stood out against her tanned body. Each delicate globe, sagging slightly was topped by a dark areola and darker, hard nipple. Her middle was tanned and flat. Although she and Mark had two children, she had the figure of a woman in her thirties, not late-forties. His gaze travelled to her dark patch. Sasha displayed a neatly trimmed set of tight curls. She obviously groomed herself to conform to the lines of her two-piece bathing suit.
She smiled at him.
He stared, with his mouth hanging open.
"Say something, for god's sake, Bryan."
"You're beautiful, Sasha. Simply beautiful."
She beamed. Glancing down, she saw his erection confirmed his words.
Sasha soaped her body, starting at her shoulders, covering her breasts, lathering her pubic patch and finally dealing with each leg. She rubbed her hands together and soon they overflowed with suds. Taking a step toward Bryan, she spread the suds along his hard, and now aching, shaft. Slowly she moved her hands up and down.
"Sasha, don't," he moaned.
She continued gently stroking him.
"God, that feels so good. But, Sasha, this isn't right."
"It's ok, Bryan. Just enjoy."
He closed his eyes and let the sensations rack his body. "Please, stop." Sasha removed her hands. He immediately regretted the loss of intimacy.
"Sasha, I was so close."
"Let it go. You need it."
Bryan let his hand travel the soapy length of his erection. He groaned and began pumping. Bryan pushed his pelvis forward. His tip hit her stomach. He stroked faster and let loose. The first stream went up as far as her right breast. As his second eruption began, Sasha moved tight against him, trapping the erupting organ between their bodies. Bryan felt her breasts mashed against his chest. Without consciously willing, his hands moved behind her and grasped her buns. He pulled her tighter as he continued to hump her stomach and shoot hot liquid.
Sasha's arms were around his waist and she wiggled her body, opening her legs to allow his thigh to rest between hers. Dropping her hands until they found his butt, she ground against him. He let go with two more bursts. Soon, only the sound of the two showers broke the calm of the early morning. Sasha continued to rub her crotch against his thigh. Bryan pushed back against her. If this is what she needed, he would help and bent his leg to offer her the right angle to fit her pussy. Sasha was now breathing hard. Her lower body moved faster and pounded stronger against him. Bryan slid one hand from her rear, along her hip and crammed it in between them. Slowly, he pushed down until his finger plowed through her hair and he felt the hard bud. He pushed against it.
"Oh, Jesus, Mary and Joseph," Sasha cried. She dug her fingernails into his ass and pressed her face fast against his chest.
Bryan began rubbing her clit as she moved up and down on his bent thigh. He slipped his other hand on her left breast. Massaging it gently, he moved his hand in circles. Sasha clamped onto his nipple. He held back a scream as she bit down. Moving his hand to her pebble-like nipple, he pinched it hard. At the same time, he used his thumb on her clit.
"No, no, no," Sasha cried as her body tensed against his. Bryan felt her tighten against him. He pushed hard on her exposed clit. Crying out once more, she released him and began to slide to the wet, cedar floor. Bryan steadied her until she sat, the two showers cascading on top of her. Her head hung and moved slowly back and forth.
After a minute, Sasha seemed to gather herself. She turned her face up to him. From her position, she looked directly at his semi-flaccid member. She took the tip and brought it to her lips. Placing tiny kisses around his head, she extended her tongue and licked the entire crown. Bryan was frozen in place. Sasha caught his eye. She smiled and opened her mouth. The sensations exploded in his groin. Her warm mouth and tongue welcomed him as she began to softly suck. Bryan was sure they were breaking too many barriers and doing so too fast. He petted her damp hair and moved her off his dick.
"Come here," he said and helped her to stand.
He bent and kissed her mouth. She kissed back, using her tongue and opening her mouth to allow him entry. They remained in this embrace until the water started to chill.
Bryan broke from her and turned off each shower.
He took her towel and dried her. His hands moved over every inch of her body. Even with the thick cotton between his touch and her skin, he relished the feel of each contour. He wrapped her in her towel and gathered her in his arms.
"I don't think we shampooed."
"Shame," she said. "But, I think I can overlook it."
He kissed the top of her head.
"Sasha..."
"Bryan, please don't say anything right now."
He remained silent. Involuntarily, he shivered.
Sasha looked up. "You need to towel off."
He grabbed his towel and dried himself. He saw Sasha smiling as he moved the towel over his body.
"What?"
"I love looking at your cock."
Bryan had never heard her use any sort of vulgarity. His face betrayed his reaction.
"What, you don't think I should be allowed to say 'cock'?"
"It's just...Well, I never heard you say it before."
"Yeah, well I never watched you jerk off before. Nor, did I ever have you give me an orgasm. So, I think I'm entitled to say cock."
Bryan laughed. "Well, since you put it that way..."
Sasha grinned. He wrapped the towel around him. "Ok, we won't talk about this now. But, Sasha, we have to talk about it sometime."
"Why?"
"Why? Let's see. We've been friends forever. You're married. You're married to my best friend. My best friend, your husband, is no more than fifty feet away. I could go on, but I think you must see there is something to talk about."
"Listen, Bryan, Mark knows where I am. I am pretty sure he knows why I came here. If there is any doubt, however, I will tell him."
"Tell him what?" Bryan said in mild shock.
"Tell him that I watched our best friend jerk off."
"Are you nuts? He'll go crazy."
Sasha took a brush from her caddy and began running it through her hair.
"No, he won't. We had a long talk last night. He realizes how hard it must be on you. He also understands that, while I don't blame him for his impotency, it's been damn hard on me. If we can help each other, then he can live with it."
"I won't be able to look him in the eye."
Sasha took his hand. "Yes, Bryan, you will. You will act like nothing happened. You will be his friend; you will talk about cars and all the stupid stuff you guys always talk about and you will not let this come between you. You don't have to talk about what happened in the shower, but you will not let it change us."
"But, you took my cock into your mouth."
Sasha thought about that and grinned slyly.
"Well, let's just say that was not planned."
Bryan stared at her. He never imagined she had such a sensual side.
"But, that doesn't mean I didn't enjoy the hell out of it.
"I also helped you get off, if I'm not mistaken," Bryan said.
Sasha dropped the brush back into her caddy.
"See, now we're talking about it. No good will come of this, Bryan."
"You did get off, didn't you?"
Sasha grinned from ear to ear.
"I came like an atomic explosion. It was the best in years."
Bryan felt a tinge of pride. Sasha read his expression.
"Ok, before you go getting all pumped up, yes, it was great, but it was just one orgasm—one, long-overdue orgasm."
"Aw, and I thought it was special," Bryan teased.
"It was lovely. And, maybe the next time it can be better."
"Next time?"
"Well, we are going to be here all week, aren't we?"
Bryan nodded.
"So, yeah, next time," she said.
"Sasha?"
"What?"
"It was special for me. You are incredibly beautiful. I loved touching you. I loved making you cum. Maybe if there is a next time, would you let me...?"
"Bryan, Mark made it clear. He does not want you fucking me."
"Fucking? Who said anything about fucking? Anyway, that's the first time I ever heard you say that word, either."
"Well, today has a lot of firsts. If you weren't going to ask to fuck me, what were you going to say?"
Bryan blushed. "I was going to ask if I could go down on you."
Now it was Sasha's turn to blush. Her face reddened and the blush spread from her ears to as much as he could still see of her flesh before disappearing into her towel.
"What?" he asked.
"No man has ever done that to me."
"No way. You mean Mark..."
"No. I thought there must be something wrong with me. I tried to guide him there in the beginning, but he never took the hint. Once I asked him outright. He just said that was not his thing. So, I just went along."
Bryan shook his head.
"Why are you doing that?" Sasha asked.
"It's just that all these years that he's been impotent, at least he could have given you oral. That would have been something."
Sasha looked away. Softly she said, "True, that would have been something."
"So, are you game?"
"Let me think about it?"
"I'm pretty good," Bryan said.
"Maybe," she replied and picked up her caddy. Bryan watched her butt move under the towel as she walked back up to the front. She looked over her shoulder and caught him staring at her behind. She smiled and turned away.
"I can live with 'Maybe' for now," he thought.
***
"I hear you had an interesting shower this morning."
Bryan looked up from his crossword to see Linda holding two steaming mugs. He took the one she offered and sipped the black coffee.
"Is nothing private anymore?" he asked.
"This is the digital age," she said sliding in next to him on the bench at the picnic table.
"My shower has nothing to do with anything digital."
Linda smiled. "Well, I understand digits were involved."
Bryan grinned back at her.
"God, I keep forgetting how women talk about everything."
"Not everything," she said as she nibbled on a plain bagel, "but certainly lots of things. Besides, Sasha is nervous."
Bryan recalled the look in Sasha's eyes and he stroked himself in front of her. His memory quickly switched to the feeling of holding her against him as his orgasm sent hot liquid between the two bodies as her naked breasts crushed against his chest. He was not sure her look exhibited nervousness. It seemed to be more lustful than anything else.
"Well, I hope she feels better now," Bryan said with a hint of sarcasm.
Linda turned to look directly at him.
"She said it was awesome. She's nervous about others finding out and thinking she is a tramp. I told her not to worry. Besides, I'm thinking we should sell tickets."
"Really! And, who would be interested in buying one?"
Linda blushed and looked away.
Departure for the beach was set for 1:00 pm since they all were going on a hike over the dunes before the tides shifted.
Between breakfast and departure, people busied themselves in various activities. Linda and Sasha worked on the large jigsaw puzzle set up on a card table in the living room. Bob, Carol and Jeff cleaned up the kitchen from breakfast and prepared a lunch to take to the beach. Mark spent time on the deck using his cell phone to stay on top of several deals he had pending for land sales. Bryan lay on the couch in the living room reading a history of Truro. He stole glances at the two women hunched over the puzzle. They spoke in whispers, shot him a glance and giggled as they tried to fit pieces into place.
Later, they piled into Bob's and Bryan's cars for the ten minute ride to Ballston Beach. Bob had a resident sticker and Bryan purchased one for a month. He was planning to stay at the house to work on his research. Bob and Carol were more than happy to have him.
The parking lot was three-quarters full. Leaving their supplies in the cars, they followed Bob as he led them on a trail that took them along the dunes until they reached a high point. Standing there they looked over the smaller dunes lining the beach. Beyond, the Atlantic glistened in the bright sunlight. Off to their left they watched as a pair of seals playing in the surf. Bob said they had sightings of Great Whites that were attracted to the tasty critters.
Hiking back, they unloaded the vehicles. People started lugging the chairs, umbrellas, and coolers up the sandy incline and down the other side. Carol led them about 100 yards up the beach to a level spot with no one immediately next to them.
Bob and Jeff assembled their fishing poles and wandered down to the ocean's edge. They slowly made their way up the shore, casting for striped bass and blue fish, but mostly just enjoying the sun and surf.
Mark settled into a beach chair, slipped a bottle of chilled water into the arm rest and began to stare out at the sea. Carol spread out her large towel and lay on her stomach. She reached behind to undo her top. She asked Linda to spread sunscreen all over her. Linda complied and finished the job with a hard slap on Carol's ass, barely contained in her bikini bottom. Carol rose up to complain and exposed her hanging breasts to Bryan. He had seen them often back in college. He noticed they were larger and heavier now. She caught him looking and smiled.
"It's always good to see old friends," he said softly enough that Mark couldn't hear him.
"Old is right," Carol said and moved her torso so the large mounds swayed back and forth.
"Still, attractive, babe."
"For real?" she asked.
"For real," he said.
Smiling, Carol lay back down. She put in her ear buds, pulled her large sunhat over her head and began to drift off to sleep.
Sasha and Linda helped each other apply sunscreen. Since Mark kept his shirt on, and covered his bottom with a beach towel. He was all set. He wore wrap-around sunglasses over his prescription ones and a SPF protection hat with a wide brim and a back flap. He hardly looked like he was enjoying the sun, but Bryan knew Mark loved sitting and looking at the waves.
Bryan had pulled his tee shirt off. He walked down to where the sand dropped off before the waves broke on the shore. The sandy decline was steep enough that those up on the beach could not see anyone standing at the water's edge.
Sasha and Linda came up behind him.
"You need some sunscreen on your back. Do you mind if I help?" said Sasha
He shook his head. In a second he felt the cool liquid as it made a line across his shoulders. Next Sasha's fingers began to work it into his flesh. Her touch was firm and felt good. She squirted some more along his lower back and massaged it into his sides and along the top of his swim suit. Bryan tensed as she slipped her fingers under the band. Her fingers dipped low enough to touch the top of his buns.
"I think they'll be protected."
"Why take chances," she whispered into his ear and cupped each cheek.
Bryan noticed Linda watching with a grin.
Her hands, still within the waistband, moved around to his front. Her fingers now brushed his pubic hair.
"Jesus, Sasha."
She giggled as she removed one hand. Her other plunged down and grazed his dick.
"Christ almighty, what the hell are you doing?"
"Teasing you!"
"Well, you're doing a helluva job. Cut it out."
Sasha reached lower and pulled the tip of his dick up, then with it resting vertically, slipped her hand further down in to cup his balls. Finally she eased her hands out of his trunks. She continued to slide both hands up his chest and tweaked his nipples.
"Stop it," he hissed.
Linda giggled as she watched her friend torment Bryan.
Sasha reached down outside his suit to feel the hardness underneath.
"God, Linda, guys are so easy."
"Oh, yeah," he said. "I bet you'd be turned on if I did that to you in public."
Sasha rested her head against his back.
"Yeah, you're right. I'm wet right now." She stroked him softly outside his suit.
Bryan thought he was going to pop. They stood quietly next to each other for a while.
Linda spoke first.
"Sasha and I are going for a walk. Care to join us?"
"Sorry," Bryan said, trying to control his voice. "Right now I have to jump in the freezing ocean to get rid of this tent. But, thanks anyway."
"Too bad. Well, if you need more sunscreen later, just let us know."
They left and Bryan raced down the sandy incline and dove into the first wave he reached. The shock numbed his entire body and effectively erased his erection. He turned and saw the two women walking hand in hand up the beach.
"This is getting too crazy," he thought.
Dripping, he picked up the tube of sunscreen from where Sasha dropped it and jogged back to where Carol and Mark remained. He toweled off and put sunscreen on his face, chest and legs. He pulled a beach chair next to Mark and sat.



The two old friends sat in silence watching the waves break and listening to the crash. An occasional sea gull screeched overhead. Carol listened to the music and her ample butt bounced with the rhythm.
"This is a good day," Mark said, never altering his stare from the ocean.
Bryan was uncertain how much his friend really knew and if Mark had any hidden meaning in that remark.
"Beautiful," Bryan finally responded.
Still looking straight ahead, Mark said, "You know I love you."
Bryan experienced his blood chilling.
"Love you, too, man."
"I also trust you, Bryan."
"I'd never do anything to hurt you, Mark."
"I know. I've told you things I've never told anyone else. Even with the other guys here, I haven't gone into the details of my business."
"I've not told a soul. I never even mentioned most of what we talked about with Judy."
"I appreciate that. Obviously, I never told anyone else about having a limp noodle."
"Mark, I would never..."
"I know you wouldn't. But, what I'm saying is that, well, I trust you."
Bryan debated about opening the subject of what happened between him and Sasha in the shower. Maybe he should also tell him that she just made him get hard in front of Linda.
"She needs you," said Mark.
"Mark, I don't..."
"Bryan, she needs you. I've been so focused on me." He laughed, "Not much of a surprise there. It's always been all about me. But, with the business, my health, the kids getting started in life, I felt like the world was on my shoulders and I had to solve everyone's problems. Sasha went along with me, comforted me and pushed her needs aside to care for me and my fucking ego."
"All in all, Mark," Bryan said, "that's sorta what marriage is about. Sacrificing yourself for someone else."
Mark nodded slowly. "I took it to the extreme. Now I realize that someone was paying a price. Sasha paid that price. Now, she needs to feel important."
Bryan kicked the sand with his feet. He dug his toes under the sand and wiggled them until they broke the surface.
"She loves you, Mark."
"I know that," he said. "I'm not talking about love. I'm talking about her feeling like a woman—a desirable woman. She needs that right now."
Bryan didn't know what to say, so he remained silent.
"Just don't hurt her, Bryan. That's all I ask."
"God, Mark, I'd never hurt her," he said. After a pause, he added, "or you."
Slowly Mark turned his head and looked at Bryan. He pulled off the large shades that covered his glasses. Bryan pulled his sunglasses off.
"I know you didn't ask for this," Mark said as a tear rolled down his cheek. "But, make her feel like the beautiful woman she is."
Bryan nodded. Mark continued, "Do whatever you and she want. There is nothing off the table. I mean it, Bryan, nothing. Just don't fall in love with her and take her away."
Bryan felt the impact of that statement hit his heart. He nodded.
They each replaced their shades.
Mark asked Bryan to give him a hand up. Bryan stood and grasped his friend's hand.
Standing, Mark embraced him.
Carol stirred from her reverie
.
"Jesus, you two get a fucking room," she said.
"Actually," Mark replied, "we were going to head out to P'town and check out the action."
"Just what that place needs," she said with humor. "A couple of old fart fags."
"Ouch, that's not politically correct," said Mark. "Besides, we're not gay. We are just enlightened."
Carol laughed. She sat up exposing her large breasts to the men.
"Enlighten these and then let me know if you prefer the pink side of the road."
"Oh, shit," said Mark. "Those are awesome."
He pushed Bryan aside and said, "Ok, I'm back. I couldn't live in a world where such spectacular titties were off the menu."
"Technically, these are off the menu to you, buster," she said as she cupped her breasts, pushing them together. "But, feel free to window shop."
They all laughed. Carol shook her chest and her large breasts flopped back and forth. With a wide grin, she leaned back on her elbows and let the two men stare at her bare chest. She playfully pulled on a nipple and Mark's mouth dropped open. She then pulled her top on and tied the strings.
"Where is everyone?" she asked.
"The guys are still fishing and the girls went for a walk," Bryan answered since Mark did not seem to be capable of speaking.
Carol stood and brushed sand from her legs.
"Well, I'm going to get wet. Join me?"
Mark shed his hat and glasses, but kept his tee shirt on. The three of them walked down to the water and slowly eased in. When they acclimated to the temperature, they began body surfing.
When they made it back to the blankets after exhausting themselves, the women were back from their walk.
Sasha wanted to go back to the house and start supper. She was cooking for the crew that night. She asked Bryan to drive her. The rest could squeeze into Bob's Jeep.
As soon as they arrived, she took his hand and led them to the outdoor shower.
"I can't believe you did that in front of Linda."
Sasha stripped and hung her towel on the hook and nudged Bryan aside as she let the warm water run down her body.
"What?" she asked looking up at him in total innocence.
Bryan looked at her eyes, wide and showing no sign of deceit. He also looked at her naked flesh inches from his own.
"You know what I mean. What must she think?"
"Chill out, Bryan. I already told her all about us."
"Did you tell her you had an orgasm?"
"Did. She and I talk a lot. We are always texting each other or talking on the phone. When we get together like this in person, well, we just share, and share and share. So, our walk on the beach was the perfect opportunity to have a heart to heart. She wanted to know if you had a big cock."
"Take those off," she said. Bryan slid his swim trunks down and off. Sasha slipped her hand on his semi-erect shaft. Her soapy hands moved up and down and soon she was grasping a fully-erect shaft.
"Sasha, stop trying to distract me. This is serious."
She smiled, "No, this is a beautiful hard-on. That's what I told Linda. That you did have a nice big cock that looked awesome when it was hard. Of course, I did have to admit that it was only the second adult cock I had seen. But, I've looked at enough porn to know that you stand up well to comparisons. Would never make it as a star, but nothing to be ashamed of, either."
The thought of Sasha watching porn fascinated me. Bryan was letting his mind wander and think about her playing with herself as she watched. He realized he was getting off track.
"You know what I meant," he said, but failed to convey any displeasure. "Do you think it's ok to discuss our interactions with Linda?"
"Interactions?"
"You know what I mean."
"If you mean, an interaction is a blow job, then I would accept that term."
Sasha sunk to her knees. "I told you I wanted to try this."
Her hands moved up his thighs and fondled his balls, while stroking him.
"Jesus,' he gasped.
Sasha moved forward and positioned him to rinse the soap away. She took the shaft into her mouth. Bryan groaned and pushed forward.
She cupped his butt and began moving up and down, letting her tongue run along the tender bottom of his dick.
She pushed back and he moved until he felt the shower wall behind him. In this new position, the stream from the shower no longer fell on Sasha's face. She began to move faster.
"I'll never last long if you keep doing this," he said with his hand resting lightly on her wet hair.
Sasha pulled off long enough to say, "Don't hold back on my account." She reengaged his hard dick and sucked.
"You mean... Like all the way."
Her eyes turned up to meet his and she nodded. He began to pump into her mouth. He felt his tip touch the opening to her throat. He paused and she slowly moved her face forward. His heart beat faster as his tip passed into her throat. Gagging, Sasha pulled back. Taking a deep breath, she pulled him deep into her mouth once again. This time his pubis hit her lips and she took all of him. He held still and let her set the tempo. She pulled back, then took him again. Sasha began to massage his balls with one hand.
He felt the sensation deep in his groin and then it sped forward. He jerked reflexively and shot into her throat. Sasha gagged and pulled back, but not off him. She continued to squeeze his balls and he ejaculated four more times. Some creamy liquid dribbled from the corner of her mouth, but he could see her swallowing the rest.
She sat back on her knees and let his softening dick escape her lips. She placed a series of small kisses on his tip and grabbed his hands. Bryan helped her stand. She came into his arms. Tilting her chin up, he kissed her. She opened her mouth. Without hesitation he plunged his tongue inside. He could detect a slight trace of his cum, but mixed with her sweetness he found he enjoyed the intimacy it brought.
"That was spectacular," he whispered between kisses.
She hugged him tightly. "I used to love giving Mark head. I still offer to do it, but he just gets even more frustrated."
"What can I do for you?"
She laughed into his chest.
"Jesus, if you have to ask...?"
He kissed her again and knelt before her. The water cascading over them was turning cool. She reached over and turned off the flow.
His face was even with her apple-shaped breasts. He licked one from underneath, over her nipple to the top. Sasha smiled and closed her eyes. He licked around her hard nipple and then took it between his teeth. He pulled back extending her breast and stretching the nub.
"Oh, yes," Sasha said.
He played with her nipple for a long time, using a combination of teeth, tongue and fingers. Sasha was softly crooning as he moved to her other breast. She pushed his face against her chest and he bit down. She cried softly. Without warning he slid his finger along her slit and deep inside her.
"Oh, Mary, Mother of God," she exclaimed.
He used her copious wetness to lubricate her clit. While still attending to her breast with his mouth, he plunged two fingers inside her and used his other hand to pull back the hood protecting the engorged bud. His thumb moved up and down. Bryan felt her vagina contract around her fingers. He pulled them out and then pushed back in, using three digits this time. He plunged them in and out as he thumbed her clit.
"Too much," she gasped. "Too much on my clit."
Bryan let the hood slip back over and rubbed alongside of her hard nub.
"Ah, yes, just like that."
He had freed her breast and began kissing his way downward. Sasha grabbed his head and pulled.
"Not now, Bryan. Just keep doing what you're doing. It feels so good."
He continued to make small circles around her clit, and occasionally softly rubbed over the top. Her liquids were running down her thighs and his hand was covered in warmth. He pulled out his fingers. Sasha moaned and pushed her pussy out to regain contact. Bryan turned his hand and inserted one finger. He probed along the top of her canal and found a small rough spot. He pushed against it.
"Holy fuck," Sasha cried.
Concentrating on her g-spot and playing with her clit, Bryan worked both hands. Sasha's breathing became shallow and her pelvis thrust of its own volition. He took a nipple back between his teeth and bit down slowly. Letting out a long, low growl, Sasha pumped her pussy hard against his hand. He felt the contractions around his finger as the rest of her body trembled. He continued to work her until she sagged against the shower. Weakly pushing his hands from her pussy, she sank to the floor.
Bryan sat next to her and held her closely. Neither had the need for words. After a minute or two, Bryan bent over and kissed the top of her pubic patch.
"Jesus," was the sole word that escaped her lips.
"Let's go inside," he said and helped her up.
"I need to rinse off," she said. "Let's see if the water warmed up." They stood under the warm water of just one shower, soaped and rinsed each other and shampooed each other's hair. The final rinse was cool and they turned off the water and held each other close.
They grabbed their suits and towels and without bothering to put them on ran into the house. Bryan led her to his room. He pulled her to his arms and kissed her. Leaning against him, Sasha kissed back and ran her hands up and down his back. Bryan paused and put his hands under her arms.
"Jump," he said.
She did and he lifted her so she was sitting on the top bunk.
He spread her knees. Sasha slipped a hand down to cover her sex.
"Let me see you."
"It's embarrassing," she said. "No one wants to look at me there."
"I do, Sasha, and I'm going to do more than look."
Her skin was now flushed all over with warm blood flowing. She slowly removed her hand exposing her most intimate part to him. Bryan kissed the insides of her knees and pushed them farther apart. Sasha gasped and leaned back on her elbows. Bryan pulled her forward until just her ass balanced on the edge of the bed. He kissed his way up her thighs. By now he could see the moisture oozing out and could smell her excitement. He pushed his lips to her sex and began to kiss all around her labia. Sasha moaned and tried to close her legs. Bryan pried them farther apart. Extending his tongue he licked from her anus to her clit, pushing his tongue between her swollen lips.
"Oh, my god," said Sasha.
He began to lick faster and she moved her pussy against his face.
He slipped his tongue as deep inside her as he could. "Sweet, Jesus," she cried. "That feels so good. So good."
He spent a long time kissing and probing as her liquid turned to a steady stream. Using his fingers, Bryan spread the apex of her lips and pushed his tongue onto her clit. Sasha made a sound he had never heard before and grabbed his hair. She first tried to pull him away, but he resisted and then pulled the hood off her clit and sucked it. Sasha now pushed his face into her pussy and clinched her thighs tight around his head. She cried out as the orgasm swept over her.
Bryan was not about to leave her with just one. He pushed two fingers inside and again found her g-spot. Rubbing it, he refocused his tongue and lips on her clit. Sasha was bucking hard, pushing her hips up off the bed into his face. She was grunting with every touch on her clit. He could sense her building to another orgasm. She was almost there. A few more strokes and licks and she would reach the peak.
"Are you two crazy?'
The voice came from behind him. He pulled his face away and turned to see Linda standing in the doorway.
"Everyone's on their way back. God, you could get caught by anyone."
Sasha hoarsely called out. "Finish me, Bryan."
Linda stood looking at her two friends. Sasha remained spread-eagled on the top bunk, her hips twitching and her sex open and flush. Bryan's erection throbbed.
"They'll be back any minute," she said.
"God, please don't leave me like this," begged Sasha.
"Be our lookout?" he asked.
Linda regarded the obvious arousal of both of them. She turned and took a step into the hallway to listen for sounds of anyone approaching. Bryan moved his head back between Sasha's legs. She moaned and grabbed his hair to pull him firmly against her.
He licked her once more from bottom to top. Her moans filled the room. Propping her legs on his shoulders, he reached for a pillow to slip under her butt. He now had access to her crack. Bryan spread her cheeks and ran his tongue from her clit to her rosebud.
"Jesus, Mary and Joseph," she gasped as he softly rimmed her anus. He pushed ever so slightly with his tongue against the tightly puckered opening.
"Oh, god, that's too much," she cried.
Bryan resumed licking back up to her clit. Slowly he eased a finger inside her and sucked her clit between his lips. Sasha began bucking against his finger and tongue. She made small mewing sounds. He sucked on Sasha's completely exposed clit and pushed hard with his tongue. Sasha jerked his head forward while she ground her pussy hard to his mouth. Adding another finger and rotating his hand, Bryan felt for her g-spot. She screamed and he assumed he found it.
"Keep it down, guys. They can probably hear you in P'town," urged Linda.
Sasha was making incoherent sounds and thrusting with all her strength. Bryan's mouth was flooded with her exotic excretion and his face was drenched. As tongue fatigue began to set in, he positioned a finger at her rosebud. Her juices had already run down her bottom and he used them to lubricate her opening. He sensed Sasha could not last much longer. He rubbed her g-spot, bit down gently on her clit and slipped his middle finger deep into her butt.
"Fuck!"
Her scream filled the room and she thrashed back on forth on the bed. She grabbed his hair and pulled him away from her sex. Bryan extricated his fingers, stepped back and looked at her red lips and her slightly open vulva. The wetness continued to seep out coating her thighs and crack. He turned to see Linda standing next to him.
"That was awesome, Bryan. And, that is a beautiful sight."
They both looked at Sasha, still fully exposed. Linda stepped between her legs. She ran her hands along the outside of her thighs.
"Sasha, you are so beautiful."
Linda bent forward and put her lips against the still fully engorged lips of her friend. She placed tiny, soft kisses along each side of her cleft. Using her tongue, she circled Sasha's clit.
"Oh, Jesus, Jesus, Linda," Sasha gasped.
Linda took the clit between her lips and Sasha clamped her legs tight around the other woman's head.
"Not again, I can't take it."
It was too late to stem the rising orgasm and Sasha shook as it overcame her. Linda stepped back and helped lift Sasha's legs onto the mattress. She pulled a sheet over her. Sasha closed her eyes and lay very still. Linda turned to Bryan. She moved into his arms. He pulled her close, his erection at first jabbing her and then slid up to rest along her exposed tummy above her bikini bottoms, trapped between their bodies.
She moved her mouth to his. After a quick kiss, Linda tongued the remains of Sasha's orgasm from his face. He felt her hand between them and sensed she had slipped it inside her bikini bottom. While licking his face, she moved her hand around. A minute later, she removed her hand and brought her fingers to his mouth. He opened and she inserted them. He began cleaning them of her essence, noticing the slightly different tastes of the two women. Linda took his erection and stroked it as she moved her fingers around his mouth. With one last kiss, she broke away.
"How did you get home?'
"I jogged, but they were going to be leaving soon. Jesus, this is insane."
She again looked him over from head to toe. Finally, she grinned and then laughed.
"God, this is something I will never forget. Are you ok, Sasha?"
A muffled sound came from her, still motionless on the top bunk.
"Go back outside and shower again, Bryan. You still smell like sex."
She stroked his cheek. "I find it a powerful and wonderful scent, but I don't think you should share it with the others."
"What about Sasha?"
"I'll get her up and into the shower inside."
Linda regarded his erection.
"I see Sasha was not exaggerating."
Bryan picked up a towel and stood in the doorway of his room. Linda crossed over and helped Sasha off the bed.
"Come on, honey, let's get you decent. And, we have to start dinner so the others won't be wondering what was happening while you were supposed to be cooking."
Bryan watched as a naked Sasha leaned against Linda. When they reached the door, Sasha turned and ran back to him. They embraced and she kissed him. "Thank you."
"No, thank you, Sasha. You're beautiful," he said.



The two women left and Bryan walked outside. The water had just begun to stream down when his hand found the erection. Within two minutes he enjoyed the release he sought. He washed, spending extra time on his face and fingers.
***
Dinner was lamb kabobs from the grill served on rice pilaf. Sasha and Linda had made a huge Greek salad and toasted pita halves covered with olive oil and garlic.
"Well, everyone better eat the bread with all this garlic," said Carol, "or no one will be kissing anyone."
As a silence fell over the friends, Carol realized how her joke struck a sour chord with Bryan being on his own. She looked at Bryan and smiled.
"Well, I guess you could kiss me. It's what I deserve for being an asshole."
Bryan laughed and said that made it sound like kissing him was a punishment.
"Oh hell, no, I meant it in a good way for you. Now, I've gone and made things worse."
They all laughed. Carol got up and walked around the table to where Bryan sat. She bent and kissed him on the lips. The others raised their wine glasses and cheered.
"Hey, that wasn't nearly as bad as I thought," said Bryan.
"Ooh, that hurt," replied Carol. "For that you should kiss my ass."
"Is that a dare," called out Mark.
Carol reddened.
"She's too chicken," piped in Bob.
She stared at her husband.
"Oh, really?"
Carol turned sideways and pulled down her sweat pants. She wore a bikini panty that snuggly contained her full butt. Looking at Bob, she bent over and pushed her ass toward Bryan's face. Bryan looked around the table. With a comic shrug, he planted a big kiss on Carol's ass, making an exaggerated smacking sound.
Everyone booed.
"What?" he cried.
"You kissed her underwear, not her ass. We need bare ass," said Sasha. All looked in surprise as the normally reserved woman pushed the envelope. Of course, with all the wine consumed at dinner, no one should be shocked at anything.
Carol looked back over her shoulder at Bryan. They smiled at each other. She pulled one half of her bikini bottom into her crack, exposing a plump cheek. Bryan squeezed her bottom and moved his lips to the bare flesh. He kissed her cheek and ran his tongue up and down. He made an even louder smacking sound than before.
This brought a round of high fives and cheers.
Before Carol could pull her underwear back in place, Bryan gave her a loud slap on her naked cheek.
"Ouch," she cried. "That hurts."
"Sorry, it was just too tempting."
Carol rubbed her ass and turned to show everyone the hand print.
"You need to even it off," said Linda.
"Huh?"
"It will look strange to see only one red mark."
Carol took a big drink of her wine. She turned her back to Bryan and bent over farther. Everyone urged him on.
"Take her over your knee," called out Linda.
Bob just shook his head. He knew Carol had a playful side. He also knew she liked being spanked. Bryan looked around miming for approval. They all gave him a thumbs up sign. Taking Carol by the hand, he guided her across his lap. He wondered if she could feel the erection pushing against his shorts. He put his mouth next to her ear and whispered, "Is this ok?"
Carol wiggled her ass and nodded. Her hip bone rubbed his erection. She caught his eye and winked.
Emboldened by the cheers, Carol's compliance and the many glasses of red wine, Bryan took hold of the elastic of her underwear and paused.
"Up or down?" he asked.
Almost in unison, his friends called, "Down".
He pulled them down exposing her rump. She lifted up slightly and her underwear slid to her knees. His fingers began making soft circles on her unblemished cheek. He raised his hand and brought it back down quickly. The crack exploded in the silence. Carol let out a muffled grunt. A red hand print appeared on the cheek. As Carol was squirming, Bryan felt her smooth pussy against his bare thigh. As he was rubbing the red mark, he was sure he felt some moisture on his leg.
"Satisfied?" he called out.
"Two more for good luck," called out Linda.
Bryan again looked at Bob, who smiled. The others urged him on.
He ran his palm over the red spots and pinched her cheeks. Carol let out a soft sound. Bryan lifted his hand and smacked hard on her left cheek and then quickly on her right. Carol cried out at the last hit. Her white rump was now scarlet.
"Perfect," said Linda.
"Kiss it to make it better," added Sasha.
Bryan stole a glance at Bob, who remained calm. He simply nodded.
Bryan bent over and put a tender kiss on the imprint of his hand. He also smooched her other cheek. Being this close to her pussy, he could smell her excitement. He then eased her bikini panty back up to mid-thigh. With her back to everyone else, Carol stood up. With her panty still down in the front, her pussy was exposed to Bryan. He could see the wetness on the hairless lips. She pulled it up and then yanked her pants back up.
"Now for dessert,' announced Sasha.
"I think I'll eat mine standing up," said Carol.
The women cleared the table and Bob refilled the glasses. He directed the guys to the screened in porch. He and Mark lit up cigars.
"Bob, I hope that wasn't..." began Bryan.
"Hell, don't worry about it. Carol is a bit of an exhibitionist. We all enjoyed it, right guys?"
Jeff and Mark nodded, but still looked a little uncomfortable.
"I hope the girls weren't offended," said Bryan.
"Are you shitting me?" said Jeff. "They were the ones egging you two on. I think they enjoyed the hell out of it."
In the kitchen the three women had taken out six pints of ice cream and were letting them soften as they got out dishes and spoons, and filled a couple trays with cookies.
"Did that hurt?" asked Sasha.
"Yeah," said Carol. She then added, "but in a good way."
The three shared a laugh.
"Is it still red?" Carol asked.
She pulled her pants and underwear down. The hand prints were distinctly visible.
Linda touched one cheek.
"Wow, it's warm. Check it out, Sasha."
Sash put her hand on the other cheek.
"Yeah. You know you should put something on this later. Do you have aloe?"
Carol remained bent over leaning on the counter. "I'll let Bob take care of me. I'm sure he'll be raring to go tonight."
Oddly Carol made no effort to pull up her pants.
"Maybe an ice cube would help now," offered Linda.
"Good idea," said Carol.
Linda got two cubes from the freezer and wrapped each in a paper towel, leaving one edge exposed. She handed one to Sasha and they began to rub them around the red marks. Carol moved her butt back and forth.
"Oh, that feels good."
As Linda was moving the ice cube around, she said, "So, you think Bob got turned on?'
"Definitely," said Carol. "He knows I get turned on being spanked. I think I left a snail trail on Bryan's thigh. Now, my dear hubby will want to take my ass tonight."
"What?" said Sasha.
"Anal sex, sweetie. When he gets turned on, he likes the back door. And, looking at those red marks, he'll be going for all he's worth."
"I never did that," admitted Sasha.
"One and done for me," added Linda.
"Well, I wouldn't say it's my favorite, but Bob makes it fun. And as I said, especially when he's turned on, as I know he will be later."
"Speaking of getting turned on," said Linda. "I don't mean to be crude, but there is a certain aroma in the air."
Carol snorted.
"No kidding. I am like running like a faucet. God, I almost came when Bryan pulled my panty down. Now, with the two of you fondling my ass, well, let's just say I'm close to the edge. Besides, I wasn't the only one turned on."
"Bryan?" asked Sasha.
"God, it was like a steel rod was in his shorts. I couldn't help but rub against it."
"You couldn't help it?" asked Linda in a sarcastic tone.
The three giggled, "Well, maybe I could have, but it was too much fun not to. Jesus, it felt good."
Sasha and Linda made eye contact.
Carol said her butt felt better. Linda handed Sasha her cube and patted the rest of the melted ice off Carol's butt with a towel.
"Still have a nice butt, girl." Linda said as she softly ran her hands over the exposed cheeks. She let her hand trail down the backs of her friend's thighs, with her fingers brushing the inside of them. Her finger tips came away damp. She took the ice cube back from Sasha. With one hand she urged Carol's thighs apart. Still holding the cube by the towel, she pushed it between Carol's legs and rubbed it on her pussy. She then pushed it past her friend's labia.
"Jesus," cried Carol. She slammed her thighs shut and her body shook. Her friends watched as the orgasm racked her. After she calmed, Carol reached between her legs and pulled the remainder of the cube from her pussy. She stood and faced her friends. Smiling she popped the small cube into her mouth.
They stared in awe. The both looked at Carol's smooth, bare sex, now red and swollen.
"Mmm, thanks," she said and rested against the counter, her sex still uncovered. "I needed that."
Carol wiped her face with a dish towel, cleaning the perspiration from her brow. "Now, where were we? Oh, yeah, we were talking about my ass. Well, it's twice as big as it used to be and it was never small."
"So, what. It's awesome." Linda said.
Carol silently accepted the compliment.
"I can see why Bob likes it. And, when did you start keeping a smooth pussy?" asked Linda.
"About two years ago," replied Carol as she ran her fingers over her smooth pubis. "Bob likes it this way."
"I never saw one like that," said Sasha. "It must feel weird."
"You get used to it," said Carol. "Wanna feel it?"
"Oh, I wasn't implying..." said Sasha.
"I know you weren't, but go ahead and satisfy your curiosity."
"I didn't say I was curious," Sasha said.
"I'll do it if you will," said Linda.
Not waiting for an answer, Linda ran her hand over the shaved area. Her fingers brushed the now swollen lips.
"Carol, your pussy looks as red as your ass."
"Happens when I have a huge fucking orgasm," she said smiling.
"Come on, Sasha, I'm not going to be the only one feeling up my friend."
Sasha slowly extended her hand and felt the smooth area above Carol's labia.
"Wow, that's so different."
"Ok, guys, that's enough. Any more and I will come again right here."
As Carol pulled her pants up, Linda said, "Once again, Carol, you have a great ass and an awesome pussy."
"Í appreciate the affirmation coming from the two charter members of the Skinny Ass Club who are standing here."
They laughed and piled dessert on trays to serve it at the table on the screened porch.
After desert, Bob announced that a client of his had invited them to a cookout at their place on Martha's Vineyard. Since overnight accommodations were also offered, the plan would be to stay.
Bryan begged off since he disliked the ferry ride and also wanted to spend another day or two at the historical society. By not going on the trip, he would appear less rude than just disappearing from the gang and going off on his own to do research. What he didn't tell the others was he was overcome with memories of when Judy was with them on this traditional week. He needed some time away from his attempts to figure out who might have been sleeping with his wife. He narrowed the list down to everyone, except Mark.
After dinner as they worked out details of the excursion, Bryan sat alone on the porch nursing a Scotch. The group broke up and Bob got on the phone to finalize arrangements with his friend on the Vineyard. The others were either reading or playing Bananagram.
"Am I disturbing?"
Bryan looked up to see Linda holding a glass of wine.
"Not at all."
She sat on the couch and they looked at the dark horizon, barely visible with the lights from Provincetown.
"Can I ask you to be honest with me?" she said.
"I don't know that I've ever been dishonest with you."
She slipped her hand atop his. "No, of course you haven't. But, I want you to be honest about your feelings and not try to answer to spare my feelings."
He didn't understand her. "I'm not sure I get what you're asking. If it makes you feel better, I will give you an honest answer to whatever question is tumbling around inside your brain."
Linda squeezed his hand.
"Would it bother you if I stayed here and didn't go to the Vineyard?"
Bryan's mind raced with speculation and wild imaginings.
"Can I ask a question before I answer?"
Linda drank some wine. She pulled his hand into her lap and slid closer.
"Sure."
"Why?"
"Why, what?"
"Why do you not want to go?"
She shook her head.
"Wrong question."
"What's the right one?"
She moved his hand from her lap to her lips. She kissed the back of his hand and released it.
"Why do I want to stay?"
Bryan finished his Scotch. He needed another to continue this conversation that was beginning to feel like he was on a blindfolded stroll through a mine field.
"Get you some more wine?"
Linda drained her glass and handed it to him.
In the kitchen, he poured two fingers of the excellent single malt Bob kept on hand and filled her glass with Cabernet.
The players invited him to sit, but he begged off.
He returned to find Linda stretched out on the couch. She moved her legs to allow him to sit and then plopped them in his lap. He handed her the glass.
"Is why you want to stay because of what happened with Sasha?" he asked.
"You mean with Sasha and with you?"
"I know what happened between Sasha and me. I am totally confused about what happened between Sasha and you, and between you and me."
"Yeah, I get that it's a fucking mess."
They chuckled.
"Bryan, I asked you to be honest and you deserve the same from me. So, honestly, I am not sure. How's that for a straight answer."
"Speaking of straight," I said, "what was that between you and Sasha?"
Linda was silent for a long time.
"She looked so beautiful and sensual. I wanted to somehow be part of the intimacy I had just witnessed. It was an instinct. I really didn't intend for her to have another orgasm."
"So, you've been with a woman before?"
Linda crossed and recrossed her legs. "I guess that answer would be part of why I want to remain here. I want to talk with you."
"We're talking now," he said.
"Bryan, what I want to talk about will take some time and I don't want to worry about someone hearing us or asking what we're discussing."
"Sounds serious."
"It's important."
Bryan stroked her bare legs and rubbed her feet.
"Hey, as long as you realize that I will be spending a lot of time at the historical society and Jeff is ok with it, it's fine by me."
"Honest?"
"Yeah, honest. You know I love having you around."
Bryan spoke the truth, but he feared what Linda wanted to talk about and how he would react. She might hold the key to discovering what had been going on with Judy prior to her death. Over the last few days his feelings for Linda, his intimacy with Sasha and being around all his old friends had him questioning if he wanted to use that key.
Since she was going to be staying, Bryan knew he would be facing a life-altering decision.
To be continued...
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Bryan was up and out for his morning run before the fog burned away. The hollows lay hold to the thick mist and teased him with its soft caress. Even sounds were muted as his steps hit the pavement. Climbing out on a rise, the sun welcomed him and presented a glistening horizon looking out to the bay.
Back at the house, he took a solo shower and was dressed before much life began to stir.
As people appeared they took a cup of the coffee Bryan had prepared and joined him on the deck. He had wiped the dew from the chairs and benches. They made little chatter; each content to let the hot liquid perform its role. He wondered if the spanking incident from last night also contributed to the reserved atmosphere this morning.
When Carol made an appearance, Linda asked if she could sit.
Smiling, Carol pulled down her pj bottoms to show a pair of red and slightly bruised cheeks.
"Think I'll stand for now."
"Oh, Carol, I'm sorry," Bryan said.
"Hell, don't think about it. I thought it was a hoot."
Bob looked at Bryan and winked.
"Sorta stoked the fire, too," he said.
"So that wasn't raccoons rooting around in the trash we heard last night?" said Linda.
"Well, rooting was involved," admitted Carol, "but no raccoons made an appearance."
They all shared a laugh. Bryan felt any tension had dissipated along with the lingering fog.
Bob took charge.
"The morning ferry to Martha's Vineyard leaves at 10:30 from Hyannis, so we need to move along. I have reservations on the last ferry coming back tomorrow night at 9:10. We can also stay one more night and come back the following morning at 9:20 and arrive at 10:15. We don't have to decide now. I'll let you know Bryan."
"I can manage, so enjoy the excursion."
"I'll be staying, too, Bob," said Linda.
"Staying here?"
"Yeah. Ferry boats kinda freak me out."
"Hey, we don't have to go. I just thought it'd be fun and my friend has a great place with spectacular views of the ocean."
"No, go, go," insisted Linda. "Jeff and I discussed it and we're cool. Besides, someone has to look after Bryan. He might forget to eat for the whole time."
"I'm not that bad," he protested.
"Maybe, but once you get your head into writing, the rest of the world could explode and disappear and you wouldn't notice."
"I might notice the explosion part," he retorted.
"Ok," said Bob, "The rest of us better get packing. Remember to bring a sweater or jacket, the nights could be cool."
Bryan said his good-byes and the group began to break up. He gathered his laptop and backpack. As he was walking to his car, Linda followed.
"So, what's your schedule?"
"Don't have one," he said.
"Well, the tides work out for this afternoon to be the best time on the beach. I thought if you were back we could go around 2 and spend a couple hours there."
Normally, Bryan didn't like to be tied to someone else's schedule when he was working on a book or research. He did think that some beach time sounded good, though.
"Ok, let me see how it's going. If I'm running late, I'll call."
"Great."
"So, what will you be doing in the meantime. I hate for you to wait around all day."
"I'm going to run into Wellfleet and do some shopping. I also have a book to catch up on and, oh yeah, I think I'll sunbathe topless while no one's around."
"Come to think of it, maybe I could come back early," he said grinning.
"I'll hear the car on the shells."
He took a long look at her chest.
"I can be quiet when I need to."
Linda laughed and kissed his cheek. "Get going."
Twenty-five minutes later Bryan was settled in a corner of the historical society with a stack of books piled in front of him. His new friend, Susan, was working. She helped him find material and he made great progress. He had a protein bar around noon and took a couple bathroom breaks. Otherwise he plowed through the books and made pages and pages of notes. The background of his characters was taking shape and the plot began to emerge from the stories of shipwrecks and how the locals cared for survivors.
It was nearly 1:30 when he checked his phone. Mentally he was at the end of his useful time and packed up.
He pulled into the driveway a little after two. He walked into the kitchen and looked out on the deck. Linda was standing with her back to him. She was wearing her green bikini bottoms and nothing else. Her back was golden with a faint line where her bikini tied in back. He could clearly see her definition and admired the muscle tone.
She stretched and reached for her tee shirt. After pulling it on, she picked up a book and a water bottle and turned to come inside.
"Oh, you're here! I didn't hear you. See anything worthwhile?"
Her breasts pushed against the thin fabric of the old shirt, letting her nipples stretch out the fabric.
"Just my luck," he said. "Got here a minute too late. You were just pulling on your top."
"Better luck next time," Linda said. "Get changed and let's head out."
Ten minutes later they were driving toward Ballston Beach. The parking lot had open slots and soon they were down on the sand and walking south until there were at least twenty yards away from other bathers.
He suggested going in right away and Linda agreed.
They waded out in the chilly water until the waves were splashing their crotches.
"I hate this part," he said.
"Probably worse for you than me," she replied. "Shall we take the plunge?"
He paused wondering if this were a double entendre. Linda winked and dove into the approaching wave. Bryan followed.
They both surfaced with shocked looks.
"Wow, that was colder than I expected," she said.
"Oh, yeah."
"Think it will get better once we're used to it?"
"Not today," he said.
"Ok, let's just take a couple body surfs and call it a day."
They went out deeper to catch the larger waves as they were breaking. They rode about a half-dozen. The last one deposited them close to dry sand. Bryan took Linda's hand and pulled her up the incline until they stood with their feet in warm sand and felt the afternoon sun on their bodies.
Linda shivered and then asked, "So, is it true that the cold makes things shrivel?"
He laughed and nodded. "You know what's strange, though?"
"What?" she said.
"What makes some things shrivel makes other things grow bigger." Bryan dropped his eyes to the prominent bumps in her bikini top. She followed his eyes and laughed.
"God, yes. They feel like I injected them with cement." She cupped her breasts and said. "I think I have goose bumps on my boobs bigger than my little toe."
"At least you can't see my poor shriveled bits."
"That can always be rectified," she said and slapped his butt.
They walked back to the blanket and wrapped themselves in towels.
As they slowly warmed, they relaxed and lay on the blanket. Bryan closed his eyes and was falling asleep until he felt a chill as Linda rested her wet hair on his chest.
"You make a good pillow," she murmured.
He let himself go and soon was out cold.
Bryan felt a cool breeze move across his body. Opening his eyes he looked at the dark clouds rolling in. Half of his body was feeling the chill as the sun had disappeared. The other half of his body was warm. Linda's head rested on his shoulder, her left arm draped across his stomach and her leg nestled between his. As his senses came to full life, Bryan felt Linda's soft breast pushing into his chest. It was decidedly not a bad feeling. He noticed his hand was resting half on her hip and half on her tight bottom. Where her thigh touched his crotch, Bryan felt his erection snug against her flesh.
Linda's breath was slow and steady and he enjoyed the warmth as it caressed his chest. Slowly, he shifted to ease his arousal away from her. She stirred.
"Mmm, I was enjoying that."
"Thought you were asleep," he said.
"I was in and out. It was nice to feel your erection against me. It's been a while since a man's been hard next to me. I now envy Sasha more than before. She got to play with it."
"It's going to rain," Bryan said trying to break the intimate mood. "We should be heading back."
"I don't want to move," Linda purred.
"We won't feel so comfy when it starts to pour," he said.
Linda rolled off him and sat up. She looked around and noticed that the beach was deserted. They quickly gathered their things and made their way to the car. Peals of thunder accompanied them on the last hundred yards. Just before they reached the vehicle, the sky opened and within seconds they were drenched. Linda was screaming and laughing as they stuffed everything in the back and climbed in.
Bryan looked at her short hair plastered to her head, her beach cover up turned transparent with wetness and her legs covered with large goose bumps. She looked awesome. Bryan cranked the heat and by the time they arrived at the beach house, Linda stopped her shivering. Leaving their gear in the car, they raced inside. Linda stripped off her cover up.
"C'mon," she called. "Let's shower."
"Let's?" said Bryan.
"Well, if you and Sasha can shower at the same time, so can we."
"Ok," Bryan said.
Linda grinned.
"You can use the shower in Bob and Carol's room and I'll use the one downstairs. We'll be taking a shower at the same time."
Her smile morphed to a frown. "That's mean."
"Way it's going to be," Bryan replied.
Linda smirked and reached behind her to undo her bikini top. She eased the top down, exposing the tops of her compact breasts. Just before baring them she turned her back to Bryan. Dropping the bra to the floor, Linda hooked her fingers into the waist of her bottoms and pushed them off. She stepped free from them and kicked them next to her bra. Her untanned flesh was in stark contrast to her golden-tanned back and legs.
Slowly she walked toward the steps leading upstairs to Carol and Bob's room.
"Now, who's being mean?" called out Bryan.
Linda wiggled her white butt and looked over her shoulder. "Way it's going to be." She smiled and began climbing the stairs. Bryan stared at the quick peeks in between her thighs as she ascended. His erection was back with a vengeance.
When they reconvened in the kitchen, each had opted for jeans and long-sleeved tee shirts. The rain continued to fall heavily.
"I thought they said sunny all week," said Linda.
"Guess they were wrong," said Bryan. "How about a beer?"
"Great," Linda replied. "I'll make a couple sandwiches. Let's sit on the porch and watch the rain."
Bryan opened two beers and poured them into frosted mugs. He rolled up the blinds and settled onto the long wicker couch. Linda arrived carrying a tray with two chicken sandwiches, pickles and chips. She set the tray between them on the couch. As she bent the neck of her tee gapped open and Bryan had a glimpse of her bare breasts moving underneath, the nipples hard and pointed.
Linda set the tray on the floor and curled her feet underneath her. Sitting quietly they looked at the rain falling down into the pines while they ate and sipped their beers.
"Beautiful," said Linda. "It makes me feel safe as I sit here dry and warm while we watch the wind and rain."
She moved the tray to the floor and slipped her hand into Bryan's. "You also make me feel safe. Could you spare a hug?"
Bryan shifted around and opened his arms and Linda crawled into his grasp, cuddling against him. She rested her head on his chest. Bryan stroked her back and Linda sighed softly. They remained entwined as the rain pounded the windows and pelted the deck.
Bryan kissed the top of her head. Linda snaked an arm around him and pulled herself tighter.
"If you asked me," she said, "I'd go to bed with you."
The long silence was punctuated by the sound of the raindrops hitting the deck. An occasional gust would send them pelting against the window. Bryan drew a long breath and let it out slowly.
"I can't ask that," Bryan said.
"Because of Jeff?"
"Yes, and because of you, and me."
"I think Jeff thinks we're already doing it," she said.
"Why would he think that?"
"To get back at him."
Bryan once again felt a door being pried open that he wanted kept closed. Even if Judy had been sleeping with one of his friends, he wasn't sure he wanted to know which one. It would not bring Judy back. It would only serve to destroy a life-long relationship.
***
(Sixteen months ago)
For Memorial Day, he and Judy agreed that Bryan should go see his mother. She was in her late eighties and still doing well, but everyone knew that could change in an instant. Judy said she would stay home and catch up on things. Reluctantly, Bryan agreed.
Judy had been acting strangely for a while. Lord knows, she was never what anyone would call normal. Lately, however, she had lost some of her sparkle. She was less impulsive and more prone to not want to go out. For someone who loved going out on the slightest excuse and doing the craziest things, Judy had begun to mope. On weekends, she might spend half the time in bed. And this was not the insatiable love-making staying in bed. This was in bed with the curtains drawn and sleeping most of the day.
She had stopped painting and that concerned Bryan. After college, Judy continued to do nude modeling in exchange for the fees for grad classes in art. Her nascent talent bloomed and she produced quite acceptable oils. After lots of cajoling, she convinced Bryan to pose for her. A series of nudes of him and a couple self-portrait nudes of her found a market in a local gallery. Bryan was teaching and working on his first novel. Although the money wasn't great, the proceeds from her art helped put food on the table. Bryan always felt a little uneasy that she continued her nude modeling, but he also knew she enjoyed the exhilaration it brought her. It also worried him that students and their parents could see the nude paintings of him. Although he was not identified, Judy was a good enough artist so that he was easily identifiable. They were living in North Hampton, Massachusetts, and the liberal atmosphere of the town warded off any protests. He did receive a few quiet comments from some of the mothers about how much they liked the paintings.
With the sale of his first novel, they had enough to put a big down payment on an old farmhouse in New Hampshire. Judy showed an amazing ability to do remodeling. She fixed up the old barn so one area was for Bryan's writing loft and the other a studio for her. She replaced one set of the big wooden sliding doors with a wall of glass. Facing north, this part of the barn gave her great light.
Many times coming down from his loft after hours of writing, Bryan would find Judy working with a naked man or woman. Often they would be people from the small town. He recognized the clerk from the gas station/convenience store. He was a senior in the local high school and played football. His muscular physique was captured by Judy in bold colors. She did an admirable job of also capturing his erect manhood. After the first time Bryan walked in and the boy became embarrassed at his arousal, Bryan assured him there was nothing to worry about. He said he often posed in the same way for Judy.
Another time, Bryan went in to ask Judy if she wanted lunch. Three naked ladies stood on the riser. They had various sheer garments draped around them, but the clothing did nothing to shield their breasts or pussies.
He recognized Amy, a waitress at Hal's Diner. She was in her late teens and always had a smile as she served customers. Barbara stood next to her. She was a teacher in the same school where Bryan had taught for a year after they moved to town and was in her late thirties. Compared to Amy's tight young body, Barbara looked like a mother of two young children. Her breasts were heavy and she was a bit thick around the middle. The third woman shocked Bryan. It was Mrs. Hollister, well he always called her Mrs. Hollister. She was their neighbor and the librarian at the small town library. Probably mid-sixties, Hilda was tall and thin with a long braid of mostly grey hair. She smiled at Bryan. Her small breasts still retained their shape. Smooth skin and a tucked waist added to her allure. Unlike Amy, who was shaved, and Barbara, who had a dark landing strip, Mrs. Hollister had a full and wild tangle of brown and grey hair between her legs. He thought she was awesome.
"Surprised to see an old broad in the nude?" she said.
"Actually, I am," replied Bryan. "Pleasantly surprised. You're quite the beauty, Mrs. Hollister."
The lady guffawed. "If I'm standing here with my coochie on display, I think you better call me Hilda."
That broke everyone up. "Ok, Hilda, and ladies, can I get you something to eat or drink?"
They nodded. Judy asked if Bryan could fix snacks while they kept working. Twenty minutes later, he was back with a tray of tuna sandwiches, chips and a bucket of iced beer and soda.
"Ok, ten minutes," said Judy. "But, then I really want to take advantage of this fabulous light today."
The three naked women walked over to the large farmer's table and began to enjoy the lunch. Amy reached for a beer and Bryan said something.
"Jeez, Mr. Wallace, if I'm old enough to stand here naked, I think I'm old enough to have a freaking beer."
Hilda spoke up. "It's ok Bryan. Amy's riding with me. No harm being done here."
He nodded.
"Uh, Bryan," said Barbara. "Do you think you could not mention this to Gerry?"
Bryan knew her husband socially from around town.
"Sure. I never talk about who Judy has posing."
"It's just that I want to surprise him. Judy said she is entering this painting in the Arts Fair."
Bryan thought Gerry was indeed going to be surprised when many of his friends looked at his naked wife.
"Understand you do some posing," said Hilda.
"Only when Judy's so desperate, she'll take any heap of humanity."
"Oh, I wouldn't say that having you as a model was a sign of desperation," Hilda replied. She let her gaze travel over to a corner where one of his nudes was propped up on an easel. This one was a particularly frank one where he was posed as a gladiator with both a sword and a full erection.
The other women followed Hilda's look. They all giggled.
"I assure you that Judy is great at over-enhancing certain things."
"Maybe," said Judy, "But not in this case. What you see is what I get."
The ladies laughed out loud, with Hilda chiming in, "Lucky woman."
Bryan soon left them and retreated to his loft.
After a session when the muse moved Judy, she was even more sexually aggressive. Lately, however, she had little desire to even go into her studio. He offered to pose to see if that might help, but she politely told him no.
Bryan tried to talk with her about these changes, but she just laughed it off. "Getting older, you know. Need my beauty rest more than ever."
He had suggested she see a doctor.
"Feeling fine," was her answer. He pushed it and asked her to see a psychiatrist.
"What for," she said. "So, he can tell me I'm crazy. Everyone knows I'm crazy, Bryan. Even you know it."
He tried several other times to get her to talk to a professional. "The only professional I could probably use would be a priest. Since I don't believe in that shit any more, I don't think going to confession would really work."
Bryan asked why she needed confession. "Doesn't everyone?" was her answer.
He knew something was eating her from the inside out. He suspected it probably had something to do with her sexual appetite and her lapses of control. Although they never directly discussed it, he suspected she had taken lovers during their marriage. He never wanted to know; he only wanted her to come home to him. He still loved her with a power that he could not explain or rationalize. In the last couple months, Judy had repeatedly told him he was too good for her. He always shook his head and told her he was probably not good enough.



He felt that it was true. If he were more of a man, more able to satisfy her sexual cravings, more spontaneous and less introspective, maybe it would be different. Judy just laughed and said he was the only thing keeping her sane.
Still, something more than a tryst with a random lover was possessing her. She would not even acknowledge that there was a problem, let alone open up to him. So, at her urging, he agreed to go see his mother. In truth, he felt relieved that he would be away from her, from her brooding, for a couple days.
He and his mother had a great visit. She had long ago stopped asking why Judy wasn't with him. Probably just as well, since he had long ago run out of excuses. He sent Judy a couple texts, but received no responses. Again, this was par for the course for their recent relationship.
Driving back home, he called her cell a couple times, but it went right to voice mail. As he walked into their home, Bryan felt something was off. It was quiet. No music, no TV, no Judy humming or talking to herself. He looked in their bedroom. It was empty, the bed made and the room in its usual semi-neat state. She was not outside, in the laundry room or the studio. He walked into the kitchen and saw the envelope on the counter, next to the stove. This was the place they always left mail or other material for each other.
A cold dread swept his body. He picked it up. In Judy's thin script, he read: "Bryan. Don't open this now. I'm in the garage."
His initial fear that she had left him and this was the good-bye letter was suddenly replaced by a bigger and deeper fear.
Opening the door from the mud room, he saw her car. Then he saw the vacuum cleaner hose snaking from the back of the car into the rear window. His heart raced. There was no sound, the car was not running.
He went to the front and through the closed window, saw Judy. She was smiling, but he knew it was a smile that would never change. He opened the door and touched her arm. The cold sensation would forever remain in his mind along with the unmistakable odor. He closed the door, went in the house and called 9-1-1.
He folded the envelope and stuffed it in his back pocket and went outside to await the ambulance.
The chief detective later told him, that Judy was probably there since Friday evening. Bryan assumed she went in not long after he left. The coroner would later declare the cause of death was asphyxiation due to carbon monoxide poisoning. There were also remnants of barbiturates, such as you got in sleeping medicine, in her blood. The detective said the car probably ran out of gas, since the ignition was still turned on.
"Did you find a note?" he asked Bryan not long after they had taken Judy away.
"No, nothing."
"Was she acting strange lately?"
"Judy was a strange person," Bryan said.
The detective asked more questions. Bryan had few answers. He told him about being out of town and gave the detective the numbers for his mother and sister, who could vouch that he was there the whole weekend. Bryan wasn't offended that the detective wanted to verify that Bryan wasn't home. Finally, the detective closed his notebook, offered condolences and left.
After calling his sister, who would break the news to their mother, Bryan called Jeff. Hearing the news, Jeff could hardly speak. He gave the phone to Linda and Bryan had to repeat the story.
"Oh, Bryan, I'm so sorry. Poor Judy. She was always so alive."
"Yes," Bryan said, "Yes, she was."
"Bryan, honey, did she leave you a note or anything?"
Bryan almost told her, but said, "No. No note."
"Bryan, we'll call the others. Just let us know what the arrangements are. Jeff and I will come up this afternoon."
"If you want," Bryan said, still not fully understanding what had occurred. "You can stay here."
"You're staying in the house?" Linda asked.
"Yes, it's my home. I have nowhere else to go."
"Maybe a hotel?"
"I'm staying here. There's plenty of room for the others, too. Ask them to stay here, please."
Jeff and Linda arrived in the early evening. After initial hugs and tears, Jeff fixed drinks and Linda held Bryan's hand.
"Have you done anything about a funeral?" she asked.
"Uh, no. I really don't know what to do."
"That's ok, Bryan. I can handle all that if you want."
"Would you, Linda? That's so nice of you."
Linda could see that Bryan was still in shock. "Why don't you take a nap?"
"Not sure I can sleep."
"Go upstairs and I'll be up in a minute."
Linda watched as Bryan slowly made his way to the stairs. She went into the living room to find Jeff on his cell phone. He mouthed, "Mark".
Linda took up the tumbler of Scotch Jeff had poured and downed half of it. She wondered how to proceed with arrangements. Being a small New Hampshire town, there shouldn't be too many funeral homes. She was wondering how to find out when there was a knock at the front door.
She opened it to find a woman in her sixties.
"Are you Bryan's sister?" she asked.
"No, I'm a friend. My name's Linda."
"Ah," she said. "How's he doing?"
Linda shrugged. She asked the woman to come in.
"I'm Hilda Hollister. We have the house next door. I saw all the commotion earlier. Then I heard the news. Small town, you know."
Linda nodded. "Hilda, I told Bryan I would help with the arrangements, but I have no clue where to start. Do you think you could help me?"
"Be happy to do what I can," she said.
"Let's start with funeral homes."
"Only one. Burtons. I'll call Cal, he's the owner. Tell him to get Judy from the hospital."
"Hospital? But you know she's...that she died."
"Hospital's where they do the autopsies and it serves as our morgue. Small town, Linda, small town."
"Oh, sorry, of course. If I give you my cell phone number, could you ask Mr. Burton to call me?"
"Oh, Cal's not a Burton. He bought the business from the Burton's. His name is Winslow. And, I'll have him give you a call."
"How about a church?" Linda asked. "I'm not sure if Bryan or Judy belonged anywhere."
"There's only two in town. Catholic and Congregational. Pretty sure they didn't belong to either. But, Charlie Blood, pastor of the First Congregational, is a nice guy and open to helping out. Pretty sure you need to be a member of the Catholic Church to have a funeral there. I'll call Charlie and ask him to get in touch with you. Nice of you to help Bryan like this. You must be part of that group that gets together down to the Cape."
"Yes, my husband, Jeff, and Bryan grew up together. There are two other guys that did the same. Luckily, all the wives get along. We love our annual get-togethers."
"Bryan talked about them all the time. Said he never laughs so much as when he's with all of you. Judy seemed to enjoy them, too. Going to miss her. Judy was special. Lots of energy, lots of mischief. Had a lot of talent, too. You ever see her paintings?"
Linda nodded.
"Use to pose for her," said Hilda. "She'd even make this old body look good. Really going to miss her. Don't know what Bryan's going to do."
"Yes, it's going to be hard," said Linda.
They talked some more and she got the name of the owner of the local diner, who would cater a luncheon after the funeral. "Amy's the waitress. Another friend of Judy. She probably heard the news, but if you talk with her, be gentle. She sorta idolized Judy. She was the free spirit that a young girl might imagine she'd like to be. Also, had a crush on Bryan. Judy knew and never let it bother her. Even got them both to pose for an Adam and Eve painting. Judy touched a lot of lives in this little backwater, Linda. Made some waves, but made a lot of friends."
Hilda excused herself to go start making calls.
Jeff was now talking with Bob. Linda went up to check in on Bryan. He was lying on top of the covers on their bed.
"Bryan, get undressed and under the covers. See if you can rest."
Bryan allowed Linda to help him sit and get his shirt and pants off. He fell back and she pulled the sheet over him.
"Can you stay a minute?" he asked her.
She nodded. Linda picked up his shirt and pants and went to put them on a chair. An envelope fell from the pants. She picked it up and saw the writing on the front. Her heart stopped. Judy did leave a note.
Torn as to what she should do, Linda finally placed the envelope back in Bryan's pants' pocket. She crawled in behind him, lying on top of the sheet, and put her arm around him. After a few seconds, he felt his chest heave and the tears came. She snuggled him close, kissed the back of his head, and comforted her old friend.
The others arrived the next day and settled into the old farmhouse. Over the years, they did little things to improve it, but it still felt like a farmhouse.
The funeral, burial and reception, which they held in the farmhouse, moved along. After the locals went home and Bryan's family headed back to the motel in the next town, the friends sat in the living room. The combined effects of emotions, grief, booze and fatigue set in. By midnight they were all swapping Judy stories and laughing at how crazy she could be and how much joy she brought to all of them.
Jeff broke down a couple times and wept. Finally, he passed out in the arm chair. Linda took off his shoes and draped a blanket over him. Soon, all of them climbed upstairs to their rooms. Bryan took Linda's hand.
"Could you stay with me tonight?" he asked. "I don't think I can stand to be alone in that bed. Just hold me like you did last night?"
"Sure, let me go get ready."
Linda changed into a light night gown and once more climbed in behind Bryan, this time under the covers. She was surprised to find him naked. She held him while he wept. At some point they drifted to sleep.
The next morning, Sasha cooked a big breakfast. Not long after they finished, they all packed up and left. It was a Wednesday, and they all need to get back to their lives.
Linda hugged Bryan. "Call any time," she said. "Just to talk, to cry, for any reason. We're here for you. Love you, Bryan."
He hugged her back. "Love you, too. Thanks for everything."
That night Bryan learned what it meant to be alone. Sleep was never the same and never offered the solace it used to. His mind swirled until it focused on the scratchy handwriting on the front of the envelope. He knew that someday he'd have to read it. Someday, but not today.
***
A gust of wind rattled the windows. Linda shivered and moved closer into Bryan's arms.
"Thanks for holding me," she said.
"Linda, I don't think I ever thanked you enough for all you did when Judy died. Those two nights you stayed with me...Well, I think they are the only two nights I've slept all the way through since I found her. You saved me. I was very close to joining Judy."
Linda pulled him tight to her.
"I can't imagine life without you," Linda said. She surprised herself at how close she was to tears.
"Well, I'm beyond thinking of following Judy. Of course, there's still a huge hole. She was such a bigger-than-life person. I'm pretty sure she loved me, in spite of..., well, her having to meet her needs."
"She told me all the time how much she loved you, Bryan. There was never a question about that."
"Maybe I could have done more...done more to meet her needs. She tried to tell me it was ok, but I know she sought ways to deal with what was her own demon."
They held each other. After listening to the wind and rain pelt the roof, Linda turned to look up at his face.
"What was in the note, Bryan?"
He continued to stare into the storm. Taking a deep breath, he dropped his head. She moved her face to his and they kissed.
"You know I love you," he said.
"And, I you," she said.
"I should have tried harder to keep you," he said. "I was young and didn't know how when a door closes, it sometimes stays closed. At least, I knew that Jeff would love you too."
Linda stiffened. "That was a long time ago, Bryan. Like you, I never knew that what you were looking for was often right in front of you. I was young and wanted to 'experience life.' Sounds so juvenile now."
Bryan touched her cheek and kissed her forehead.
"I've never talked to anyone about the note. I've never even acknowledged it existed."
"You don't have to," Linda said.
"No, I think I do. I didn't open it until all you had left after the funeral. Actually it was a month to the day after Judy died. Sitting in my loft, I placed it on my desk and looked at it for days. I can't say what finally moved me, but I pried open the seal. Judy wrote it out longhand. Her thin and scratchy handwriting brought back floods of memories.
"She began by telling me how she loved me and that I was her only anchor to reality. She said that I should know that I was the only one she loved even though she wrote, 'in spite of my travels outside of what marriage demands.' I remember how that simple phrase pierced me. I knew, Linda, that she had her adventures. I suspected with both men and women. She always came back to me and I could feel her sincere love.
"She went on to tell me that she couldn't take it anymore. She wrote about lines that were crossed and could not be uncrossed. Finally, she said that she already did enough damage to the 'gang' and just couldn't deal with the guilt."
Linda didn't know what to say. She just held on to Bryan.
"So, do you know what she was talking about?" Bryan asked.
Linda said, "Yes."
Bryan took a deep breath. The moment he hoped and prayed would never come, now was here. Did he want to know? Or, did he want to let the dead rest in peace and the living go on living.
"I think I want to know," said Bryan.
"Are you sure? As Judy said there are some lines that once crossed can't be uncrossed. Once you hear what I say, you can't unhear it. But, Bryan, I will be honest with you."
"Tell me, Linda."
***
(Two years ago)
Judy called Linda when Bryan was researching his Miners book, the third one after his two best sellers. He was on the road in Pennsylvania and West Virginia touring old mines, interviewing miners and getting a feel for life in coal towns.
Judy said she was going crazy with nothing to do and no one to do anything with. Linda invited her to come for a visit. Judy arrived the next day. She was keyed up and wanted to go out partying that night. Even though the kids were out of college and on their own, Linda and Jeff tended to stick close to home. That night, they went for dinner and then to a club. Linda and Jeff were not big club people, but Judy was enjoying herself. She made them dance with her and she danced with others she met.
Toward the end of the evening, Judy dragged Linda out on the dance floor. Judy was letting it fly. She was dancing close to Linda and acted like the younger girls by grinding a little bit into Linda's rear. Linda laughed and pushed back against her friend. Judy ran her hands up and down Linda's sides, her fingers lightly grazing the sides of her breasts. Linda thought it was silly and didn't say anything. As the music's beat intensified, Judy pulled Linda tight to her and slid her hands around to her friend's stomach. Together they swayed to the music, their butts moving in a synchronized rhythm.
Maybe it was the multiple chocolate martinis, the music or the fact that Jeff and she never got out like this, but Linda was grooving on being so intimately close to another woman. Judy's hands dipped below Linda's beltline and settled on her thighs. Shocked to feel the wetness between her own legs, Linda pushed her butt harder into Judy's crotch. Judy leaned into her and Linda felt her friend's hard nipples pushing into her back. Judy's breasts felt as there was no bra underneath the dark tee shirt she wore. As the song reached its crescendo, Judy's hand slid over Linda's sex, lingered for a second and then both hands traveled up her body, cupping her boobs as the song ended. Linda felt like she was on the verge of an orgasm as her friend pinched her nipples. She pushed herself away from Judy and tried to regain her senses.
Judy caught her by the shoulders and spun her around. She grinned at a confused Linda and kissed her on the lips. The kiss was soft and hot. Linda wanted to pull her face away, but lacked the willpower to do so. When she felt Judy's tongue part her lips, Linda opened her eyes and stepped back.
"We need to get back to the table," she said.
"Sure," said Judy. "Thanks for the dance. That was yummy."
When they arrived at the table, Jeff looked at both women. "I thought you were going to fuck each other on the dance floor," he said. His voice was husky and his face mottled.
"That's silly," said Linda.
"Yeah," added Judy. "We should wait until we get home for that."
Jeff and Linda looked at each other. Linda chalked her friend's comments up to having too much to drink. They decided to call it a night and soon were driving back to their house.
"How about a nightcap," offered Jeff.
Linda felt they all had enough to drink, but didn't want to be the wet blanket. She asked if Prosecco would do. With everyone in agreement, she pulled a bottle from the fridge and grabbed three flutes. Jeff popped the cork and filled the flutes.
"To a fun night and great friends," he said.
They touched rims and sipped the golden bubbles.
Judy raised her glass. "To a fun night, great friends and a really hot dance."
Laughing they raised their flutes and drained the rest of their drinks. Jeff refilled the glasses.
"I'll say that was hot. Jesus, what got into you two?"
"Aw, we were just having fun," said Judy. "Besides, Linda is so freaking sexy, it's hard not to have some fun."
"You grabbed my boobs," said Linda.
"Well, at least you have something to grab," she said. "Not like these." To prove her point she lifted her shirt exposing her naked breasts. Linda stared at the small mounds and the dark, hard nipples.
"Well, they may be small, but they look great to me," said Jeff.
Judy laughed and pulled her shirt completely off. "But, isn't the real test about how they feel? I mean Linda's feel fabulous. They fill your hand."
Judy reached and again cupped her friend's breasts. "Now, these are tits. Why don't we let the girls out to play?"
Judy began unbuttoning Linda's blouse. "Oh, I don't think we should..."
"Go on, honey. It's sexy," said Jeff. He stared at Judy's naked chest.
Judy had the buttons undone and slipped the blouse over her shoulders so that it fell down her arms. Linda's sense of propriety was screaming for her to stop this before things went further. Her libido countermanded that feeling.
"Nice bra," Judy said, as she traced the lacy trim on the green satin. Her fingers again flitted across Linda's nipples.
"Jeff, unhook her," Judy said.
Linda glanced over her shoulder to her husband sitting behind her. His look of lust shocked her. She hadn't seen him like that in ages.
She felt Jeff's fingers work at the hooks and then the pressure eased. Judy took her straps and pulled the bra free. She tossed it behind her. Without shame, Judy stared at Linda's breasts.
"God, they are so beautiful. I just have to touch them."
"No, Judy, we shouldn't..." Her words stopped when Judy took a breast in each hand and gently squeezed. Linda took in a sharp breath as for the first time in her life a woman sensuously touched her naked body. As Judy toyed with her hard nipples, Linda rubbed her thighs together to heighten the sensations she was experiencing between her legs.
"See, Jeff, compared to Linda, I've got nothing. You can really feel the difference. Here see for yourself."
Judy took Jeff's hand and placed it on her breast. She took his other hand and placed it on his wife. With her hand still fondling Linda, Judy leaned into Jeff's palm.
"Now, don't you prefer Linda's over mine?"



"They both are perfect," Jeff said as he fondled her and tweaked her nipple. "You both are perfect."
Judy smiled and said, "I do believe he likes us, Linda."
Linda could just nod. The feeling of both hands on her breasts was overwhelming. Judy played with her nipple until it felt as if it had grown to a foot long.
"I bet they taste as good as they look," said Judy. She bent and licked the tip of Linda's nipple as it extended between her fingers.
"Oh, god," Linda whispered. "We shouldn't. No farther, please."
Judy pulled her hand from Linda's breast and took the flesh into her mouth. She could not contain the entire breast, but she held most of it. With her teeth around the nipple, her tongue lashed out. Linda could not speak.
"My lord," said Jeff. "That is so fucking hot."
Judy reached behind Linda, while still sucking at her breast, and felt between Jeff's legs. She was not surprised at what she found there.
Releasing her friend's breast, Judy said, "I think our man is turned on. Feel him."
Linda slipped her hand behind her to discover Judy's fingers wrapped around Jeff's cock, still hidden behind his pants. She could feel the hardness.
"I think he needs to let it out," said Judy. She began to undo Jeff's belt. "Help me, darling."
Linda pulled his zipper down as Judy unbuttoned the top of his pants. "Shoes," she said. The two women bent and undid his laces the pulled the shoes and socks off.
"Lift your butt, Jeff," Judy commanded. He rose up off the couch and the two women grabbed both pants and underwear and pulled them down. Freeing the clothing from his feet, they looked at the erection arising in front of them.
"He does like us," said Judy laughing. "He really does like us."
Jeff was breathing hard and the top of his cock glistened.
"Let's show him how much we like him," said Judy. "Ok?"
Linda felt she could not resist this tide of passion flowing over all of them. She nodded and watched one of her best friends lick her husband's dick from bottom to top. Judy ran her tongue around the soft tip and then took it inside her mouth. Slowly she engulfed his entire erection while her hands fondled his balls. After several minutes of sucking, Judy pulled away. She urged Linda to stroke him as she sucked.
Linda put her fingers around her husband's shaft and began moving them. Judy swallowed his head and then started bobbing in rhythm with Linda's stroking. Judy reached out and guided Linda's other hand to Jeff's balls. Jeff was groaning and making urgent noises. Judy picked up the pace and Linda kept in time with her.
"I'm..." Jeff said.
Judy buried his dick deep in her throat and Jeff unloaded. He pumped his hips, forcing his dick deep into her mouth, accompanied by spurts of hot liquid. Judy swallowed some, but let the rest pool in her mouth. When Jeff relaxed, she pulled her mouth free. She grabbed Linda by the back of her neck and pulled her mouth to hers. As their lips met, Linda felt the tip of Judy's tongue. This time she yielded and then her mouth was awash with the rest of her husband's cum and her friend's tongue. Each swallowed, but kept kissing each other.
Judy ran her hand under Linda's skirt and felt the damp and warm panties. She could feel Linda exhale into her mouth as her finger rubbed the satin into her friend's slit.
"I tasted Jeff," said Judy, "now I want to taste you."
"Oh, Judy, we shouldn't," Linda managed to say. "We can't."
"Jeff doesn't mind. Do you Jeff?"
"God, no, this is the sexiest thing I've ever seen or done. Let's keep it going."
Judy slid between Linda's legs and pushed her skirt up to her tummy. Jeff stared as Judy lowered his wife's panties. He could see the wetness coating her neatly trimmed blond hair. Her labia were swollen and red.
"Judy, no," said Linda. "I really don't think we should."
"You want this Linda. You're ready." She touched Linda's labia and slowly ran a finger around the entire exterior.
Linda moaned and, barely conscious of her actions, spread her legs. Judy put her tongue at the opening to her vagina and pushed in.
"Oh, fuck," Linda cried out. Judy used her fingers to spread the lips and slowly licked up. She circled Linda's clit, still protected by her hood, and licked back down. Linda had her hands balled and pushed against the couch.
Judy commenced licking faster and harder. Linda's breathing became uneven. Judy then pulled back her clit hood and wrapped her lips around Linda's clit.
"Shit, I'm coming," Linda said.
Her words triggered Judy to begin a full assault on her clit. She held it tight with her lips and her tongue worked it from every angle. With Judy writhing on the couch, Judy jammed two fingers deep in her vagina. A cry escaped from Linda's mouth as she felt Judy's fingers penetrate her. Linda was rapidly climbing to a second and even more powerful orgasm. Judy pushed hard with her tongue on Linda's clit and the orgasm hit.
Linda entwined her fingers into Judy's short hair and tried to pry her away. Judy only intensified her efforts. She rotated her fingers and sought the g-spot. Finding it she pressed hard and Linda's pulling of her hair immediately turned to pushing her hard against her pussy. Judy teased the special spot as her tongue attacked her friend's clit. Linda could not comprehend that another orgasm was building. She wanted to cry out for Judy to stop, but she also wanted the sensations to never cease. Her heart was slamming in her chest and she wondered if she could survive an orgasm that promised to be as big as the sensation overtaking her entire body.
The tongue was relentless on her clit. There was now a mixture of pleasure and pain as her clit ached from all the attention. Linda felt she was at the very pinnacle when she felt something that panicked her. Judy's finger was at her butt.
"No, not there," she pleaded. "Please, god, no."
Judy ran the finger through the juices flowing from Linda's pussy. Once again it was at her friend's back door.
"No, god, no," she pleaded. "I can't take it."
The sensations of just the teasing at the opening to her anus had Judy bouncing on the couch. Then she felt her anus stretch and Judy's finger penetrated her. The feeling was both foreign and forbidden, but most of all it was exquisite.
Judy rammed it all the way in and began to pump. At the same time, she bit down on the already abused clit and put extreme pressure on Linda's g-spot with her fingers.
Linda lost it. She screamed, writhed and, to her amazement, squirted, as the orgasm possessed her. She was in another dimension; one where her consciousness was defined by the pleasure centered in her groin. She felt wave after wave wash over her, drowning her.
Linda was vaguely aware of Judy's retreat from her body. She felt fingers at her mouth. As she opened, Judy inserted the two fingers that had been buried in her own pussy. She sucked at them as if they were a life-saving elixir.
"You rest now, sweetheart," Judy said as she stroked her cheek. "I'm going to fuck Jeff's brains out and then we're starting all over again."
Linda lay sprawled on the couch, with just her skirt bunched at her waist. She watched as if through a fog, as Judy pulled Jeff to the floor. Quickly she removed her jeans and panties. She sat on his face, rubbing her smooth pussy back and forth. He began to eat her. In a minute, she announced she was ready and slid down his body. She raised her hips and took his cock in one motion. Resting her hands on Jeff's chest, Judy began riding him. Linda viewed this as if it were not real, as if it were a movie. Judy's tiny ass bounced as she rode Jeff to the end. They moved as in a well-rehearsed play.
Linda could not keep her eyes open any longer. Darkness fell. She thought she heard screams, both male and female, but her sated body drifted until she heard nothing.
Linda felt something between her legs. She pried one eye open to see Judy kissing her gently.
She turned her head to spot her husband asleep on the floor. His cock was deflated and shriveled. He did, however, have a smile on his face as his deep breathing filled the room.
"Welcome back," said Judy, resting her head on Linda's mound.
"How long have I...?"
"Oh, about ten minutes. You are adorable when you sleep. Too bad you missed me fucking Jeff. I have to admit I think I was awesome. I have a feeling he is going to be out for a while. After our blow job and the screwing I just gave him, I think he's going to be in La-La Land for a long time. The question is, what do we do now?"
"Oh, Judy, I don't think we should do any more than we have. I never imagined this could happen between us. What about Bryan?"
"Linda, you love Bryan, right?"
"Well, if you mean do I like him, then, yes."
"I'm not asking if you're in love with him, I'm asking if you love him."
Linda paused and then said, "Yes, I love Bryan. He's been my friend for such a long time."
"Good, 'cause I love him, too. I'm also deeply in love with him. But, Linda, I have needs. Big needs. Bryan and I never come out and discuss these things, but I am pretty sure he knows that I do things to fulfill these needs. He accepts this part of me."
"But, does he think you fulfill your needs with his best friends?"
Judy thought for a long time. "No, Linda, I don't think he does. And, I don't think he should know about it, either. I see this as a one-time thing. The three of us sorta fell into it. So, let's enjoy it, commit it to memory, and never discuss it with Bryan."
"Is that fair to him?" Linda asked.
"Look, we can't undo what we just did. So, I ask would it be fair to destroy him, our marriage and your friendships because of this one thing? No, let's let this moment pass and move on with our life as before."
"I don't know," said Linda.
"Yes, you do, dear. You know you don't want to hurt Bryan. You also know you probably never came that hard in your life. I bet you are thinking about what else we could do."
Judy held Linda close to her. "But first, let me tell you about Bryan, me and Carol."
"Our Carol?"
"The one and only. You know we were roommates. Well, let's say that in addition to Carol and I having a lot of fun together, that we included Bryan and things really became fun."
Judy told Linda about their times together in college. Linda could hardly believe that Carol, the poster mom, was that wild.
"So, sounds like fun, right?"
"Sounds different, that's for sure."
"So, now, sweetie, I think we should move on."
"What else? What else could there be?"
Judy slipped a finger inside Linda's pussy. It was still hot and wet.
"Oh, like you and I make love again. Only this time, you go down on me. I bet you wonder what it would be like to make a woman cum like you did before. To have that sort of power over another woman's orgasm. I bet that intrigues you."
"I, uh..."
"And, I think we both need to have Jeff. A threesome would a perfect addition to our little adventure."
Linda did not know what to say. When Judy's tongue ran up her labia, she found her voice. "Oh, god, that feels so good."
Judy spent some time between Linda's legs. Standing she took her by the hand and led her to the master bedroom. She pulled Linda on top of her as they fell to the bed. They kissed for a long time.
Judy rolled over so that Linda now lay atop her. "Time to do it, sweetie."
"I've never done it to a woman," said Linda. "I'm not sure I know what to do."
"Linda, just do to me what feels good to you. If I want something different, I'll let you know. There's no right or wrong way. It's all fun."
Linda kissed Judy's small breasts. The tiny mound fit inside her mouth. She used her tongue on the hard nipple.
"See, that feels so good. Keep doing that," urged Judy.
Linda felt a surge of pleasure at the compliment. She alternated between both breasts until Judy's breathing quickened.
"Ok, time to move on," she said.
Linda made her way down the compact body until she was staring at Judy's bald pussy. The smell was strong and intoxicating. She realized it was a mixture of Judy's scent and her husband's orgasm mixed in some sexually crazy fashion. Slowly, she lowered her lips to her friend's sex lips. They felt warm against her mouth. Judy lightly ran her fingers through Linda's hair and spread her legs wide.
Using her tongue, Linda separated Judy's lips and licked from bottom to top. The taste of another woman was nothing like she anticipated. Judy's was sweet and thick. Combined with the musky odor, it ignited Linda's passion. She began licking and kissing in earnest. Judy gasped and asked for more attention to her clit.
Linda licked hard against the nub. Judy ground her mound hard against her friend's face. Using her own fingers, Judy pulled back the hood. Linda licked the unprotected button and Judy growled. Copying some of the techniques Judy used on her, she closed her lips around the clit and sucked. Judy cried out. "Put fingers inside me."
Linda inserted two fingers into the tight hole. She could feel the strength of Judy's cunt muscles. Pumping slowly, Linda marveled at Judy's reaction as she lifted her hips to receive the fingers inside her.
Linda kept sucking Judy's clit and pumping her fingers. "Yes, yes, that's it," Judy panted. "Faster and harder."
Linda lightly bit down on Judy's clit and increased the tempo and force of her pumping. Judy responded by thrusting harder. Linda watched as Judy grabbed her own nipples and twisted them hard. She bit harder on Judy's clit and her friend made a deep guttural sound and began to orgasm. After Judy implored her not to stop, Linda used her fingers, tongue and teeth until Judy pushed her away, but not before she shook for a long minute in the throes of her orgasm.
Linda crawled back up to lie beside Judy. Judy turned her head and pulled Linda's face to hers. She licked the remnants of her own orgasm away and then cleaned the fingers that had helped bring her off.
"That was perfect, Linda. Thank you. Let's rest."
Spooning the two women let sleep overtake them.
They awoke to find Jeff in bed with them.
"Have fun?" he asked.
"Yeah, we sure did," said Judy. "The question is, are you ready to have some more fun?"
Jeff grinned. Judy looked at his erection.
"Do you have lube?"
Jeff reached into the side table and pulled out a tube.
"Ok, Linda, I say we let Jeff fuck our asses."
Linda paled. She had never done anal. She was not sure she wanted to do it now and with another woman next to her.
"I never did it." Linda said.
"Hey, first time for everything, right? You never ate out another woman before? So, believe me this will be awesome."
"Obviously, honey, you don't have to, but I would like to try," Jeff said.
Linda never heard Jeff be so direct about sex before. She agreed to try.
"Super," said Judy. "I think he should do you first, Linda, and then me. I don't mind taking him after he's been in you. Also, he can cum in my ass. So, you don't have to let him do it in yours. Ok?"
Linda was so far out of her comfort zone that she couldn't even formulate a response.
"Now, let me get you ready," said Judy. "Get into a doggy position."
Linda complied, feeling embarrassed to be so exposed to her friend and husband. She was expecting Judy to begin to use her finger with the lube, when she felt Judy's tongue at her butt.
"What are you doing?" she said looking over her shoulder, and pulling her ass away.
"Just what I said," Judy replied. "Getting you ready. Relax, you're gonna love it."
Judy spread open Linda's cheeks. Linda could feel the cool air move over her exposed anus, followed by warm breath. Judy began kissing her cheeks. Without warning, Linda felt her friend's tongue at her rosebud.
"Oh, no, you can't" she hissed.
Judy replied by licking harder around the tight opening. The sensations were shooting all through Linda's body. Never had anything felt so exotic and so dirty.
As Judy's tongue stiffened and pushed against her sphincter, Linda feared that Jeff would think her a slut. "Judy, you shouldn't..."
"Let her do it, darling," Jeff said.
Linda cried out as the tongue penetrated her. Her ass bounced as Judy rammed it in and out. Her pussy was throbbing and dripping as this assault on her behind continued. Linda could not believe how turned on she had gotten. When Judy pulled her tongue away, she mewed disappointment. Her breath caught as the next sensation was a finger pressed at her butt and the cold substance being pushed inside. Judy applied at least three coatings; her finger buried up to the last knuckle.
"I'm lubing Jeff's cock, sweetie," Judy said. Linda rested her head on the mattress, her eyes shut tight. When she felt the tip of his cock at her hole, she tightened up.
"No, no, relax. You're doing so good," encouraged Judy.
Judy reached underneath and played with her clit. Linda squirmed as pleasure raced through her body. Jeff pushed against her. She breathed deeply through her mouth and in a second she felt his tip enter her. "Oh, fuck," she cried.
Slowly Jeff moved back and forth until her was buried full length.
"Fuck her, now, Jeff. I'm going to give her head at the same time."
Jeff began to softly pound. Judy took her friend's clit between her lips and slipped a finger inside. Linda felt like a whore and began to slam her ass back into her husband's cock.
After a few minutes of this, Linda could hold back no longer and came in a long, but intense orgasm.
"Now, me, Jeff," said Judy as she rolled onto her back.
"Fuck me first to get your cock slick," she commanded. Judy reached for a box of handi-wipes she had seen next to the bed. She cleaned Jeff's cock and dried it with the sheet.
Linda watched as her husband slid his cock into Linda. He rammed her and she pushed hard against him. Shaking her head, Linda wondered how they got to this place and had done it so quickly.
The screwed energetically for a couple minutes. "Ok, pull out Jeff," said Judy. As he removed his cock, Linda marveled at how it shown with Judy's wetness. Judy grabbed the lube and shoved her lube covered finger into her own butt. Pulling her legs back to rest alongside her head she offered her anus. Jeff positioned himself over her.
"Do it hard and fast," she commanded.
Jeff positioned his head at her opening. He pushed and passed the first resistance and continued until he was all the way inside.
"Fuck me," Judy said.
Jeff began pounding. Linda was almost in shock as she watched her husband's cock violate her friend's ass. His shaft was slick as he plunged in and out. With balls bouncing against Judy's ass, he intensified his actions. Judy was making animal noises and writhing back and forth from the hips up.
"Linda, play with my clit."
Linda rubbed between her legs and pulled the nub out. "Harder," Judy screamed.
Husband and wife ratcheted up their actions. Judy was pushing hard to meet every thrust and letting loose with strings of obscenities. She appeared to be reaching the top.
"Come in me, Jeff. Do it now. Linda, pinch my clit. I'm so fucking close."
Linda witnessed Jeff's look of concentration. He closed his eyes and by the way he was thrusting, Linda knew her husband was shooting inside Judy. Judy was wild and loud. As Jeff stopped, she kept pushing her ass hard against his pubis. Finally, she collapsed back onto the bed. Jeff withdrew. His cock looked red and sore as it softened.
The three fell into a pile. All they could hear was the labored breathing of each other.
"Linda, let's get cleaned up," said Judy barely above a whisper.
As they stood by the shower, Linda watched her husband's cum seep out of Judy's butt and flow down her leg. She felt like Alice after she fell through the rabbit hole. Nothing in this life was like anything she had ever known.



They washed each other under the vibrating shower. Judy spent a long time cleaning Linda's butt and inserting her soapy fingers deep inside.
"I don't think he came inside you," Judy said. "But, just to be sure..." Judy slipped her finger into Linda's anus. "God, you have a beautiful ass and it's so fucking tight. I could play with it all day."
Linda squirmed, but acknowledged to herself that this dirty penetration felt so good. When Judy pushed two fingers inside her pussy, she came again, although it was a small orgasm.
The rest of the weekend was spent in bed or other locations, but the common denominator was sex. They had a couple threesomes with Jeff. He serial fucked Judy and Linda until they all came. Judy made love to Linda multiple times and Linda reciprocated.
As Judy was packing to leave Sunday night, she said to Jeff and Linda. "I know we talked about this before, but this has to stay among the three of us. It was a fantastic weekend and I will relive these moments again and again. But, Bryan must never know. Do we agree?"
Jeff and Linda said yes.
***
Bryan and Linda looked out on the rain.
"Jeff, I'm so sorry. We never meant to hurt you. The whole thing was not planned and..."
"I think it was, Linda."
"What?"
"I think it was planned."
Linda sat straight and faced him. "Bryan, I swear I had no idea when Judy came over that weekend that anything like that would happen. Honest to God."
"Oh, I believe you, Linda. You were as much in the dark as I was. What I meant is that I think Judy and Jeff planned it."
Linda felt a chill race through her body. "This couldn't be possible," she thought. As her mind replayed the events of that weekend, she began to see them in another light. Jeff was so easy to get into everything. So willing to go along. Could it be that he and Judy had planned it?
"How come you're so sure?" Linda asked Bryan.
"I know Judy. She was wild, but would not take chances with another couple unless she knew that one of them, at least, would be open. I guess she and Jeff talked about it and then decided to try to get you involved. Judy knew that you would never just go to bed with her or let her fuck Jeff. It had to seem like it was the three of you together making the decisions. She was really good at manipulation."
"God, I was such a fool. And, now the rest makes sense."
"The rest?" Bryan asked.
"I wasn't going to tell you this part, but it didn't stop with that one weekend, well not for Jeff. It took me a while to figure it out, but he and Judy began an affair. He would claim to be out of town on business, but I think he and Judy would be meeting. Coming home late at night and smelling like he had a recent shower. Hanging up on a cell call when I walked into the room. Changing his password on the computer. Setting up a new email account. All sorts of shit. I finally confronted him and he confessed. He fell in love with her. He was begging her to leave you and they would go off together."
Bryan was silent, but his mind was finally fitting in the last pieces of the puzzle.
"This is not the answer I was hoping to find, but I am not surprised. It makes sense of the note."
Linda crawled into his lap. "Can you bear to hold me after everything I've done?"
Bryan kissed her forehead and wrapped her in his arms. The embrace was stiffer than just a few moments ago. Linda feared she had ripped apart the bond they had shared for years.
"Judy wrote she had done something that I would never forgive. Something that was too much, even for her. She wrote that she knew she had hurt me through the years. All I asked of her was to be there in the end. If she needed something outside, I just wanted her to come home after. Maybe I was weak, but I didn't want to lose her. Judy said that she couldn't live with herself, couldn't bear to hurt me and couldn't bear to hurt 'the other one'. The only way I could put all this together was to think that it had to be one of my friends and that she had fallen in love. The funny thing was that because Judy was Judy, I never knew if it were a man or a woman. I was so afraid it was Jeff. She knew that would hurt the most and so, she spared me that hurt. Funny, it really didn't spare me any hurt."
Linda felt the tear drop on her cheek as it ran from his face.
"I could have lived with what you told me happened on that weekend. As hurtful as it was, I think I could have lived with it. If only she told me, we could have worked it out. I think I could have recovered from her falling in love with Jeff. But now all I have is the emptiness."
"What are you going to do," Linda asked.
"I don't know. What should I do? Beat up Jeff? Hate him? Never talk to you again? What would all that accomplish? I think he probably hates himself enough for both of us. I can forgive him, but I can't be his friend. I guess this will be the last Cape weekend for me."
"You could make love to me."
Bryan snorted. "What a revenge fuck? Not what I'm looking for."
"Not what I meant, Bryan. I said make love, not fuck. I love you."
"Linda, right now I'm not sure how I feel about you. You're so much a part of my life that I can't imagine living without you. But, I am not going to get between you and Jeff. What he did is his business. It doesn't justify me doing the same. Plus, I'm still trying to get my head around that you and Judy were lovers behind my back. And, I think you and Jeff still have things to work out."
"We divorcing," Linda said in a soft voice.
"Don't make a rash decision," Bryan said.
"It's not rash. We've been talking about it for a year. We already filed the papers. This weekend was our last hurrah. Jeff and I were going to tell the gang before we all left."
"I have no idea what to say," said Bryan as he shook his head.
"Don't have to say anything. It really doesn't concern you. The divorce, I mean. The only thing I would like to know is if you love me."
"I've always loved you, Linda. You know that."
"Yes, I do know that. But, do you think you could be in love with me?"
Bryan stared into her eyes for a long time.
Taking a deep breath, he said, "I've also always been in love with you. But, I don't know if I can do anything about it now. There is so much to sort out. As much as Jeff hurt me, I think I ache more from your involvement. I know you never planned for that encounter, but in the end you went along. I should hate you, but I'm not capable of that. I know how seductive and convincing Judy could be. Still, all you had was to say no, and really mean it. Judy would have stopped."
Linda could not hold back her tears. For a couple years she had internalized that weekend with Judy and rationalized it. Now, having openly discussed it, she saw how much hurt she brought to Bryan. Looking back in cold reflection, Linda admitted she acted like a tramp and had no regard for Bryan.
"I know I don't deserve anything from you. But, I am sorry to my core. I feel that I played a role in Judy's decision to take her life. I can now see that you and I can never be together. That pain will stay with me for the rest of my life."
Bryan wanted to agree with her; to make her pay for what she did. Looking at her blotched face, he knew she is paying a price. Still, he could not make a promise to her.
"Linda, I said I'm sorting things out. That's the best I can say at this second."
"I can wait for sorting," Linda said and moved up to kiss him. "As long as you don't say there is no chance that we could ever be together."
"I'm not saying that. At least I don't think I am. But, I am really fucked up. This is going to take time."
"Good, then we wait. You like to think things out. You're a planner, always knowing what the next step will be."
"I'm beginning to doubt that," Bryan said.
"Why?"
"Sasha."
"Oh, yeah, I see that wasn't planned."
"God, what am I supposed to do?"
"Want a hint?" she said with some of the playfulness returning to her voice.
"Any help is appreciated."
"She wants to fuck you so bad that it's about all she can talk about."
"You're not serious?"
"Dead serious. And, I think you should."
"Really! Why?"
"She needs to feel like a woman again. She loves Mark and will never leave him, but she's let herself become a shadow of what she was. In spite of being a nurse and understanding that there are lots of reasons for Mark's impotence, she blames herself. She feels she is no longer pretty, sexy or attractive. She's always liked and admired you. She respects you. If you find her beautiful and you want to go to bed with her, well, that will do wonders for her ego. I think it will be the best thing for their marriage."
"Fucking me will be good for their marriage?"
"Yep."
"Linda, this is the most screwed-up week I've ever experienced."
"Can't argue that point."
"So, if I were to sleep with Sasha, where does that leave us?"
"Who the fuck knows?" she laughed. "But, I would not think it would alter what I hope we can move toward."
Bryan thought about all they just said.
"Linda, I want to ask you something, but if you don't want to answer, it's ok."
She smiled.
"You said that Judy was the first woman you were with. Have there been others?"
Linda took a deep breath, paused and nodded. "We have a 'tennis group'. Only we don't play all that much tennis. We do play some other games. All four of us are married and are just looking for some good sex without worrying about diseases. Also, all of us were in the same boat. Husbands who lost interest in fucking us. So, we took matters into our own hands, literally. I look on it as a diversion. It's not like I want to just make love to women."
"Do you want to make love to Sasha?"
Linda's mouth opened, but no sound came out. Finally she could speak, "Why would you say that?"
"Because of what you did to Sasha down in my room. How you talk about how sexy and beautiful she is. Because you love her."
Linda shook her head. "Bryan, I wasn't...I mean I didn't think about...I...Shit, I don't know. On one level, yes I would. For all the reasons you stated. On another level, I think no because Sasha would never want to do it. It's not in the deal or understanding she has with Mark."
"Did you want to make love to a woman before Judy?"
"No. I honestly never considered it."
"Maybe Sasha's the same."
"Why are you pursuing this?"
"I know this will sound crazy, but I've now had this crazy idea. You know I was planning to stay a couple more weeks to work on my outline. Well, Bob told me that he and Carol are going back to Boston on Friday. I can have the place as long as I want. I thought Sasha might want to hang around a couple more days."
"And you two fuck your brains out?"
"The idea has some appeal. Mark practically came out and asked me to do it. And, you just confirmed that Sasha is open to the idea. It would be a lot easier if he weren't in the same house."
Linda smiled in recognition of the soundness of the plan.
"So, what does that have to do with all that about Sasha and me?"
"It's a big house. Maybe, you'd like to stay, too."
"And..."
"And, I think she will feel more comfortable if you are here."
"That's the only reason?" Linda asked. "Or, are you thinking that maybe the three of us could..."
"No, Linda, that's not going to happen."
"So, you want me here for what? So you can fuck Sasha and show me that you're a man?"
Her anger was building as she spoke.
"Want to make me pay for what I did with Judy by making me witness how you love another woman?"
"Want to humiliate me? Want to show me that I am just a whore, who's not worthy of you?"
Bryan let her go on. Finally, she ran out of steam and sat back.
"The reason is I think it will be easier on you to stay than to go home with Jeff. I'm not implying that you have to do or see anything regarding Sasha and me. I do know that we will not be fucking every second of the fucking day. I thought that you and Sasha could support each other. That's all."
"I need to think about this, Bryan."
"Of course, take your time. But, you need to know I'm still going to talk to Jeff when he gets back."
"You mean confront him?"
"I don't see it as a confrontation. I'm going to tell him that I know about him and Judy."
"But, he'll know I told you."
"Yes. Somehow I think he's expecting this, especially since he didn't put up a fight about you staying here with me. I also think he wants to stop carrying this secret. But, I'm not going to talk to him because he feels guilty and needs forgiveness."
"Why then?" asked Judy.
Bryan didn't answer right away. He weighed what he needed against what Linda needed. He didn't want to hurt her or put her in an awkward position, though they both had put him in an awkward position.
"Linda, I need to get this out of the way. I think that if I can understand what Judy was thinking, I might be able to accept her decision, or at least to recognize my role in her decision. The only way I can do that is to expose the last part of it. To do so, I need to face Jeff. He needs to tell the truth."
"What does he need to say?" Linda said. "I've told you everything."
"Did he tell you that he and Judy were lovers long before that weekend?"
Linda sat up. Shaking her head, she stared into Bryan's eyes.
"No, that's not how it happened. I agree that maybe they talked about it in order to get me to go along, but I don't think they were together before then. Why do you even say that?"
"Because I know Judy. She would never take such a step with the two of you if she thought there was a chance it would explode in her face. She had to be sure that Jeff would not back out. They were lovers, I'm sure of it."
Linda shook her head in disbelief. It was bad enough to think that Jeff and Judy kept the affair going after that weekend, but to think she had been played for a fool by both of them was too much.
"I can't believe it," she said, more to convince herself than to refute Bryan.
"Let me ask about something you told me when the three of you were together."
Linda turned on the couch and brought her knees up and wrapped her arms around them. Resting her head on top of her knees she looked at Bryan through eyes brimming with tears.
"When they did anal, you said that Judy pulled her legs up."
Linda gave the slightest nod. She recalled how open and exposed Judy looked.
"Then Jeff, after fucking her pussy, might I add, went right into her."
Again, a nod.
"Think about that, Linda. Did that look like two people having anal intercourse for the first time?"
Linda replayed the scene in her mind. The two bodies moved in synch. Judy knew what to expect and Jeff was confident about what he was doing and what she wanted. Bryan was right. They had done that before.
"I am such a fool—a blind and stupid fool," she said and the tears began.
Bryan let her cry. She needed this release. It was the final step to accept the deceit she'd experienced. He stroked her foot. When she cried herself dry, he took her hand.
"Linda, when two people conspire to deceive, it's hard to see through it. When those two people are ones you love and trust, the deceit usually works. You were no more stupid or blind than I was. They cheated. It's as simple as that. Remember cheating means you don't follow the rules. Cheating means you break trusts."
"Ok, Bryan, now I understand why you need to talk with Jeff. And, I am totally all right if you tell him I told you everything. I want us to be honest with each other."
Bryan pulled her over and she fell into his lap.
"Me, too, Linda. So, will you stay? I want you to be here. Yes, for Sasha, but also for me. If I push you away now, I am sure it will be the end. But, please understand that I can't promise you I will ever be ready to let you back in so deep in my life. Let's think about this being a start. What the finish is, I have no clue. But, stay."
Linda buried her face in his chest. His words resounded in her ears and her heart raced with excitement and fear about what lies ahead.
***
The gang on Martha's Vineyard stayed the second night. They made it back to the house by early afternoon.
Bryan had just returned from the historical society. Jeff was pulling his bag out of the trunk.
"How about a walk?" Bryan said.
Jeff looked at him. He was expecting something like this.
"Let me put this in the house and tell Linda."
Bryan waited at the end of the drive. Five minutes later Jeff came out and they headed toward the bay. Bryan asked about the visit to the Vineyard and Jeff provided some details. They had reached the top of the steep steps that took them to the bay beach. Bryan took the lead. At the bottom they left their sandals by the stairs and walked toward the gentle waves.
"I don't think you asked me to walk to hear about the last couple days," said Jeff.
Bryan appreciated that they both knew what was to come. "No, we need to talk about something else."
Jeff took in a deep breath. "She told you."
Bryan skipped a rock across the surface. "Let's walk."
They walked along the edge, heading south.
"Confirmed what I suspected," Bryan said.
"Bryan, I'm sorry. I am so sorry. I don't know how..."
"Don't, Jeff. Don't make excuses. It's done. It's over. Judy is dead. 'Why' is hardly the point."
"So, what do you want to talk about then?" Jeff asked.
"I forgive you, Jeff. You need to know that. I don't blame you for Judy's suicide, but I know that your affair affected her. She was a complex person and fought many demons. I think you knew that, too. I'm not going to ask who started it or how it began. The thing is, Jeff, you let it happen. You could have stopped it, but you didn't. Saying no would have solved everything. You had my love and Linda's, but you put those aside."
"I fell in love with her, Bryan."
"Fuck you, Jeff. You fucked her and then you loved her. If you never fucked her, you wouldn't have fallen in love. So, don't tell me that it was some romantic, ill-fated love affair. You two went to bed and you wanted more. You didn't let our love and friendship get in the way. You disregarded the love Linda had for you. You put aside what this would do to your kids. And, Jeff, you never considered what it would do to Judy. She may have seemed like a wild and free creature, but she was fragile. You knew that. We had talked about that. Yet, you went ahead and fucked her. And, that started a chain reaction that turned disastrous for all of us."
"I never meant..."
"Christ, Jeff, when something horrible happens that's all we hear. 'I never meant.' Of course you never meant to hurt all these people. Of course you never meant for Judy to kill herself. You never meant anything. But what you really mean is you never meant to get found out. Well, most times people do find out."
"I'm so sorry. I..."
"Jeff, I know you're sorry. But, sorry does not change anything. You were the closest person to me in this world. Sometimes I used to think you were even closer to me than Judy. You threw that aside. So, be as sorry as you want, but it's over. I do not want to hear from you after this week. I believe you have torn apart what all of us tried to hold together for over thirty years. I doubt if any of us will be the same. This is our last week, Jeff. So, go home and be sorry. Linda told me about the divorce, so you can be sorry about that, too."
They stopped walking. Bryan looked at his former friend. Jeff cried silently.
"The ironic part is that I would have forgiven Judy, even if I knew you were the one. I probably would have even forgiven you. But, I think you convinced Judy not to tell me. In the end, I think that's what drove her over the edge. She couldn't continue to hurt me because she knew how much I loved you. So, Jeff, go back. I'm going to stay here for a while. I recommend you tell the gang about the divorce. I also recommend you leave after you do so. Yes, I forgive you because I can't live the rest of my life carrying that burden. I also know that you will have to come to grips with everything that happened. You will not have me to be your whipping boy who is punishing you. I forgive. I wonder if you can forgive yourself?"



"Bryan, please..."
"Good-bye, Jeff."
Bryan continued his walk down the beach. He felt alone like he'd never felt before.
***
The mood in the house was somber when Bryan returned. Bob saw him coming down the drive and walked out with a beer in his hand. Handing it to Bryan, he put his hand on his friend's shoulder.
Bryan took a long pull of the beer. He swallowed and took another. "Thanks."
"He's gone," Bob said. "Hell of an afternoon. I think everyone's still in shock."
Inside they were gathered on the porch. Sasha sat on the arm of the chair where Mark was seated. Carol was on the couch and Bob sat next to her. Linda was not in the room.
"Turned out to be a hell of a week," said Bryan.
"Amen, brother," said Mark and raised his bottle.
"Is what it is," Bob said.
"Bryan," said Carol, "We can't believe that Jeff and Judy are divorcing. We don't understand what led to it, but I guess maybe Jeff explained it on your walk."
Bryan did not respond and sipped his beer.
The four friends waited for more, but Bryan remained silent. He knew he forgave Jeff, but still it felt as if a part of his heart had also left with him. The one thing he knew was that he was not going to burden them with what had happened between Jeff and Judy.
Now, with Linda also missing, he wondered if he could go through with the unspoken plan to sexually satisfy Sasha. Linda helped ground him and keep him focused on why Sasha needed him. Looking at her and admiring her beauty, he knew it would be an unforgettable experience. What he questioned is if he could ever involve himself with another woman.
"Hey, this isn't a freaking wake."
Bryan jerked his head around to see Linda coming on to the porch carrying a pail packed with beers.
"I'm not offering these as a celebration," she said as she distributed the cold bottles, "but this is a divorce, not a funeral." She looked at Bryan to see if her remarks offended him. He lifted his bottle in salute.
"So, here's what I propose," Linda continued. "We drink ourselves drunk tonight—not that is much different from other nights. Tomorrow, after we nurse our hangovers, we go to the beach and enjoy our last day together. Bob and Carol, I know you are leaving tomorrow evening. Bryan, you are staying to work on your book. Mark, Sasha tells me you've got a sales meeting on Saturday and a closing on Monday. So, you'll be leaving tomorrow. Bob and Carol can drop you home and Sasha can keep the car and take me. I and Sasha would like to remain for a bit. If that works for everyone, then that will be the plan. Don't worry, Bryan, we'll stay out of your hair and let you dig around that moldy old building looking for nuggets. But, we'll also allow you to take us to the beach and out to dinner in P'town. So, if that works for everyone, let's get fucking smashed."
All five friends lifted their bottles. The deal was made.
***
Bob, Carol and Mark left as planned. Mark hugged Bryan before he left and said softly, "Thank you. Be good to her."
Bryan said equally softly, "She loves you, Mark."
After the car vanished over the small hill, the three left at the house looked at each other.
"What now?" asked Bryan.
"Well," said Linda, "Sasha and I thought we'd do some nude sunbathing while you go muck around at the historical society. Then later we'll hit the beach. I'll make reservations at a very expensive restaurant in P'town and you will wine and dine us tonight."
Bryan nodded as he smiled. "Maybe I could work from here today and sorta watch you guys sunbathe."
"No, that won't work," said Sasha. "You'd never get anything done."
"Ok, so that's the whole plan?" asked Bryan.
"No, wait," said Linda. "I'm going to wash the sheets from Bob and Carol's bed while Sasha moves her things into their room. Oh, yeah, I'll move your stuff in there, too."
Sasha blushed, but smiled.
"Don't make those dinner reservations for too late," Bryan said.
Although the ladies had their bikinis on when he returned from his work, Bryan was rewarded upon their return from the beach. With Sasha and Linda taking him by the hand they walked to the outdoor shower. Sasha pulled his trunks off and then removed her suit. Linda followed her and soon the three of them were naked under the shower.
For the first time Bryan had a full view of Linda's body. Her breasts still rested firmly on her chest and her dark nipples were hard and extended. She kept her blond bush neatly trimmed. She was everything he had imagined, and more.
Sasha decided he needed help with his shower. Her soapy hands brought him to full hardness in seconds. Linda watched as her friend stroked him. He felt he was losing control until Sasha stopped and let the shower rinse him.
"Want to save all your energy until later," she said. The three of them walked naked back into the house and dried on the deck, enjoying the late afternoon sun. Linda had made dinner reservations for 6:30 and they agreed to go out as soon as they were dressed and walk around town until time.
After a great dinner, they arrived back at the beach house. Linda embraced Sasha. She came into Bryan's arms, held him tightly, kissed his lips and said good night. She went downstairs to her room in the ground level.
Bryan looked at Sasha. "You're so beautiful. Tonight I couldn't stop looking at you. I also couldn't stop thinking about what may lie ahead for us. But, this is our last chance to decide otherwise. Say the word and I will go back to my bunk bed."
Sasha smiled. She untied the halter top she wore and let it drop. Her breasts appeared and reflected the dim light in the room. "Come upstairs, Bryan."
She walked ahead of him. In the bedroom they quickly undressed each other. Sasha beamed as she saw his erection. "This is really for me?"
"God, if you only knew how incredibly beautiful and sexy you are, Sasha. I may not be able to say it correctly, but I hope my body will convince you."
"Take me now, Bryan."
They lay together kissing and touching for a long time. Sasha responded to every caress and moved her body to allow Bryan full access to his desires. He spent a while between her legs bringing her to small orgasms with his mouth and tongue. Sasha pulled him up and kissed him. Her desire was stoked by the taste of her juice on his mouth.
Bryan moved on top of her, his erection settling along her warm and damp lips. "Sasha, I have not been with any woman except Judy since we married. Obviously I have not been with anyone since Judy died. I know I am clean, but I would be happy to use a condom if you want."
"I want nothing but you inside me."
Bryan rose up and placed his tip at her opening. She reached between her legs, opened her lips and guided him in. Slowly he eased inside as Sasha groaned. He began to pull back, when he felt her hands on his butt.
"Just leave it there for a bit, Bryan. God, I forgot what it felt like to have a man inside me. I'm just enjoying this sensation."
Bryan pushed all the way in and, resting on his elbows, remained still. He could feel Sasha's muscles gripping at his cock. "You fill me, Bryan. God, this is so good. Fuck me, now."
He moved and Sasha moved with him. Soon they were thrusting against each other as sweat covered their bodies. Sasha made little sounds every time his cock reached the end. Bryan said, "Let yourself go, girl. Have fun."
Sasha laughed and on his next thrust, cried out, "God, yes that feels good. Harder, please."
He pumped harder and moved his hips to corkscrew into her. Sasha completely lost her oral inhibitions and cried out with every thrust. With the newness of being with her and having been on edge all day, Bryan knew he could not last forever. He told Sasha he was getting close.
"I've already had two orgasms," she said. "I'm close to a big one, but cum when you want."
"How close?" Bryan grunted as her cunt squeezed his cock.
"Real fucking close," she said.
Bryan slipped his hand down to feel the juices running out of her. He coated one finger. He lifted her legs to his shoulders and put his lubricated finger at her butt.
"Oh, Jesus, you're not..."
Her words ended as he rammed his finger deep inside her. At the same time, he moved his other hand to her clit and rubbed alongside her nub, still protected by the little hood. He thrust one last time and felt the release explode in her. Sasha screamed louder than ever and slammed herself against his cock. Bryan rocked in and out until his erection lost enough to make thrusting impossible. He pulled his finger from behind and slipped out of her.
They lay side by side on the large bead, gasping for breath and soaking the sheet with their sweat and the results of their orgasms seeping out of her. Bryan felt Sasha's fingers searching for his hand. He grasped hers and they lay quietly gazing at the stars through the skylight.
"Thank you, Bryan," Sasha whispered.
"Oh, thank you, Sasha. You are incredible."
She rolled over on her side, draped a leg over his, put her head on his chest and let the sleep of the well-fucked take her.
They rallied for two more sessions that night. In truth, nothing would ever equal the intensity of their first time, but every time they made love was a joy and delight.
They awoke during the night to find Linda sitting at the bottom of the bed staring at their naked forms.
"Hi," she said.
"How long have you been there?" asked Sasha.
"Oh, a while. You guys looked so beautiful. It makes my heart hurt."
"Come, join us," said Sasha.
Linda crawled up the bed and started to lie next to Bryan. "Take your nightie off," said Sasha.
Linda stripped and came into Bryan's arms. Reaching across his stomach, Sasha took hold of Linda's hand. They moved their heads toward each other and shared a tender kiss. Sasha moved their joined hands down until they rested on the soft flesh of Bryan's cock. "Let's sleep," she said.
They managed to sleep past the rising sun. Bryan had to pee and held out as long as possible, not wanting to disturb the two naked women on either side. He also did not want to lose the intimacy of their hands on his member. Slowly, he extricated himself, accompanied by soft murmurs from the women. After emptying his bladder he returned to find them snuggled together. He rinsed quickly in the shower. Taking one last look at the two women, he pulled the sheet over them and went downstairs to start the coffee.
He was sitting nude on the deck sipping his coffee when he heard the screen door slide. Both women came out holding mugs and totally naked.
They sat in silence for a bit enjoying the quiet of the morning and the soft sun on their flesh.
"Well," said Linda, "was it as good as it sounded?"
"You heard us?" asked Sasha.
Linda blushed and looked into her mug. "I came upstairs and slept on the couch in the living room. I wanted to listen. I'm sorry, but I couldn't stop myself."
Sasha giggled and said, "In that case, I can say without a doubt it was way, way better than it sounded. As a matter of fact, it was fucking fantastic."
The three friends toasted each other with their mugs.
"Then, I say, carry on," said Linda.
"I believe we intend to do just that," replied Bryan.
The rest of the week did enable them to carry on. Days were spent with Bryan at the historical society, the ladies together to sun and shop, afternoons on the beach, diners together, and love-making well into the night.
Linda would always find her way to their bed after she thought the screwing had ended. On the last night, she came up only to find Sasha swallowing Bryan's cock.
"Oh, sorry," she said and started to leave.
"Stay, if you want," said Sasha.
Linda came back in and sat at the very bottom of the bed. Sasha gave Bryan's cock one last lick and then knelt over him facing Linda. Slowly, she lowered herself onto to him. Linda's hand moved between her legs. As Sasha rode Bryan, Linda plunged her fingers inside herself and tortured her nipples with the other hand. As Sasha neared her climax, she extended her hand. Linda let go of her breast and took her hand. As they were thus joined, both women came. Bryan cried out and exploded inside Sasha. They held this tableau for several minutes, until Bryan was completely soft. Sasha moved off. She made eye contact with Linda and pulled her hand. Slowly, Linda moved toward her. They kissed and then acting as one moved their faces to Bryan's soft member. Sasha held it up and Linda began kissing it and lapping the mixed results of their orgasm. Sasha joined her and the two women passed his cock back and forth, until finally their tongues played with each other as they licked his crown.
When he was clean they resumed their regular positions on either side of him, and slept.
Bryan let his mind replay the scene of the two women sharing his sex. He had never viewed them together from this angle. He marveled that how changing the perspective brought a whole new understanding.
For the first time in almost two years, Bryan had a clear view of how his life could move forward.
Epilogue
Sasha returned to Mark. She later told Bryan and Linda that Mark never asked her details and she gave none. She only told Mark how much she loved him and that he was the strongest man in the world to allow her this one-time experience. She laughed as she told us she finally convinced Mark to try oral sex with her. She admitted he had a long way to go before he could match either of them, but she was happy with the results to date.
Jeff and Linda did divorce. Their children were disappointed but not surprised. They had seen the rift between their parents grow. Jeff moved into his old family house since his mother had just passed away. They settled on Linda having lifetime tenancy in the house and they split their other assets.
Bob and Carol got an offer on the beach house that they simple could not refuse. They took their windfall and bought a place on the Outer Banks in North Carolina. Although they invited their friends to come, the week at the Cape was the last time the gang got together.
Bryan had another best seller with his Shipwreck novel. He did not see Linda during her divorce. He was on a book tour for six months and they only communicated via text. A year after her divorce, he invited her to New Hampshire for a weekend. She came.
He had long resolved any ambiguity about his feelings for her. He had forgiven Jeff, in his mind he totally absolved Linda. Their first night at the farmhouse, Bryan cooked. As they were cleaning up, he bumped into her at the sink. She turned to him. With their eyes locked on each other, he pulled her to his arms. The first kiss was hot and became hotter the longer their lips were sealed to each other. Their lovemaking was more than either had expected or hoped for.
That one weekend became two, then a month. Linda worked out with Jeff to sell their house and give the children the proceeds. Linda moved in to the farmhouse on December 1.
It was a cold, snowy day. She was doubting her decision as she looked out the window. Bryan was researching a new book and spent long days in his loft. She was alone a lot and becoming depressed. As she let her thoughts run, she spotted someone making their way to the door. Even before there was a knock, she opened it to find Hilda holding a covered pot.
"Thought I'd drop a little something warm off," she said.
Linda invited her in. "Bryan's working," she said.
"Good, I wanted a chance to talk with you."
Linda led them into the kitchen and put the pot on the stove.
"Now, I hope you don't mind some old biddy putting her nose where it has no business. But, I am so happy you're here. You know, Bryan and I got to be pretty good friends since Judy died. Very close, as well. He's a good man, Linda, but I'm sure you know that. We'd talk a lot about you. I could tell just by the way he looked when he said your name that he was in love. So, here you are. I know it's hard coming to a new place, especially when the weather is so fucking lousy, excuse my French."
Linda smiled, warming up to this woman.
"Anyway, Linda, Bryan is adjusting to having you here, just as you are adjusting being here. So, take my advice—for what it's worth—and just breathe. It's going to work out just fine. Believe me. And, again I'm being way too forward, but I was hoping you'd might help me out at the library. We don't pay much. Hell, we wouldn't pay you anything, but I sure could use a little help. Not a kid anymore, you know. What do you say? We could walk down together in the morning. We don't open 'til ten and that leaves time to stop at Hal's have one of his cinnamon buns. Oh my, they're a sin, but worth it."
Linda nodded and began to see that maybe this was a good move after all. She moved to hug Hilda. At first the older woman stiffened, but slowly she eased and put her arms around her.
"You'll do just fine here, Linda. Come spring I'll take you up Harper's Hill. There's a view there that'll take your breath away."
Linda felt a tear run down her cheek. It was feeling good to be home.
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Spring meant rainy weather and that translated into a weekday squash match rather than weekend tennis. This spring also brought on change in more than the weather. But, I'm getting ahead of myself.
My playing partner, Jim Schenck, suggested the old downtown Athletic Club. A new facility recently opened in the suburbs and the Athletic Club faded away as it transformed into a single-room occupancy facility, soup kitchen/food pantry and a building with limited athletic options. It still offered great squash courts. Since we could fit a good match in under an hour, we decided to play on a weekday.
I met Jim and we practically had the place to ourselves. After an hour on the court, we hit the showers. The old pool was right off the shower room.
"How about a swim?" Jim asked.
"Nude?"
"Yeah, you can still do it here since it's an all-male facility."
"Are you sure," I asked.
"Well, pretty sure. If not, someone will kick us out."
We peered around the corner to find an empty pool. The gallery above the pool was also empty. There was a glassed-in room at the deep end, where parents used to sit and watch their kids learn to swim. It offered a quiet respite from the echoing noise in the pool chamber.
Jim led the way and we walked to the deep end. We dove in and began doing some laps. After about ten minutes we climbed out at the deep end and shook the water from our naked bodies.
"This is a bit strange," I said. "I haven't skinny dipped in a public pool before."
I thought I caught some movement behind me in the glass-fronted area.
"Is someone in there?" I asked.
Jim looked and shrugged. "I can't tell. Without my glasses, I can't see that well."
With the reflection from the high clerestory windows, the florescent lights and the tinted glass, it was hard to see inside the room. The two of us mostly saw our reflection in the glass as we tried to peer in standing by the edge of the pool.
"Ready to go?" asked Jim.
We showered again, dressed and headed to the lobby. On the way down, Jim's phone rang.
He took the call and said he had to get back to the office. As we entered the lobby I saw his wife, Barbara. She waved and came over to kiss Jim and give me a peck on the cheek.
"Sorry, Barb," Jim said. "Something's come up. Can't do lunch. Maybe Joel can fill in for me."
"Something's always coming up," she said with a little bit of an edge. "But, go along. I'll see you at home tonight."
They kissed quickly and Jim hurried off.
"The weather cleared so I brought lunch," Barbara said, "want to go over to the park?"
"Sure, I'll go with you. I'm hungry."
"So, the only reason you'll spend time with me is because I feed you?"
I knew she was kidding and played along. "Well, you are a married woman, so I guess I'll have to be satisfied with just eating your goodies." The second the words were out of my mouth I regretted them. The double entendre was unintended.
Barbara stared at me and then slowly broke into a smile. "I can guarantee that whatever I have to offer is tasty."
We held each other's eyes and then just started laughing.
"You know, I didn't mean to infer anything."
She slipped her arm through mine and we moved outside. "Yeah, but you are really cute when you blush. And, my goodies are tasty."
We reached the park in five minutes and found a dry spot of lawn. Barbara pulled a blanket from her canvas tote and spread it on the ground. She extracted a small bag and took out two wrapped sandwiches, chips and bottles of water.
She sat across from me and we opened our food. "Mmm, this is tasty," I said. I made a big show of licking my lips and arching my eyebrows.
"You're bad, Joel." Barbara said and laughed.
We ate in silence and I reclined, holding my head up with my arm. Barbara sat crossed-legged and when she shifted, I caught a quick flash of yellow panties.
"Joel, can I give you some advice?"
"Sure, if you think I need advice."
"Let's put it this way, I think it could save you from embarrassment or even prosecution."
"If you're speaking as a public defender, I'm going to take your advice very seriously."
"Good," she said and grinned. "Before you decide to go naked in a public pool, I would make sure that no one is watching."
My heart skipped a beat. "That was you behind the glass?"
"Yep."
"I'm sorry, Barbara. Jim said it was ok to swim nude."
"Joel, you know Jim well enough to understand that he is completely clueless about so many things. Besides, you don't have to be sorry. I enjoyed it."
I felt my cheeks burning. "This is embarrassing, Barbara. I mean at the end we stood facing the window trying to figure out if there was someone there. God, you saw everything."
"Oh, yeah. Everything. I had gone looking for Jim to meet up for lunch. I just sorta wandered in that room and then I saw the two of you walk out. To put it mildly, Joel, I was shocked."
"Shit," I was breathing hard. "I'm glad it was only you and not some people we didn't know."
"No problem. As I said, I rather liked having the show for myself."
"Show?"
"The show of watching your beautiful prick bounce around."
"Oh..."
"Don't be shocked, Joel. Girls like to look, too. You happen to have a great body and what's between your legs is simply a work of art."
"I figured you ladies thought they more or less were all the same."
"Joel, you were in the shower with Jim, right? I don't think it would take more than a glance to see that you are at least two or three times his size. Don't think I'm bitching and size is not the only consideration, but sometimes a gal wants a nice piece of meat with her salad."
I laughed. Barbara could be bawdy, but usually not so direct regarding her preferences.
"I don't know what to say," I replied. "But, I am certainly not going to talk about another man's business."
"For God's sake, Joel. Call it what it is. Prick. Cock. Balls. Whatever, but don't call it his business."
"Barbara, how about we stop talking about all this and then I don't have to call it anything?"
"I like talking about it, Joel. I promise you I will like thinking about it, too. I might even think about it when Joel gets his best semi- and does his normal five thrusts before rolling over and going to sleep."
The silence hung between us. Barbara pulled her knees up, affording me an unobstructed view of her mound covered by the yellow panties with a tiny wet spot in the middle.
"Joel, I'm sorry. I should not have said that. It's not fair to you as Jim's friend to have to hear me bitch about my frustrations in the bedroom. Please forgive me."
"I'm your friend too, Barbara."
She looked at me and I thought there might be the start of a tear in her eye. "I'd love to believe that, Joel, I really would."
"Why would you doubt it?"
"Well, you knew Jim first. And, guys bond with guys."
"True, but I like you a lot and I consider you my friend. Don't you consider me your friend?"
"That would mean a lot to me, if you were."
"I am."
"Thank you."
"Nothing to thank me for," I said. "I'm honored to have you as a friend."
"Yeah, but now I have one up on you. I've seen you naked." She smiled.
"Maybe. But, right now you're giving me a great upskirt. I really like those yellow panties."
Barbara laughed and pulled her skirt over her knees. "Now, that's embarrassing."
"All I saw was fabric. You got the Full Monty."
"Emphasis on 'Full"' she said and grinned.
We both had to get back to work and began to pack up. As we walked out of the park, Barbara again slipped her arm through mine. "Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure. That's what friends are for," I said.
"Did you get hard looking up my skirt?"
I stopped. After a second we started walking again. "Yes. And, it's still hard."
"Wow. All because of me?"
"You're a beautiful woman, Barbara. It's a natural male reaction."
"Joel, I might admit, under heavy cross examination, that I border on pretty. But, I could never cop to being beautiful."
"Wrong, counselor. You're beautiful. I always felt Jim was the luckiest guy around."
Barbara squeezed my bicep. "You are just what a girl's ego needs. Thanks." She kissed my cheek. We were at the intersection and she and I would be going in different directions.
"Thanks for lunch," I said and kissed her forehead.
"Maybe another time?" she asked.
She sensed my hesitation. "Just lunch, Joel. I like talking with you."
"Still, I need to think about it. The stuff we talked about today would not sound very good if Jim heard it."
"Just lunch. Think about it."
We went our separate ways.
Jim and I had another squash match a week later. Again we were in the shower. I couldn't help but take a look between his legs as he was lathering his hair. I guess it did look sorta small. I hoped Barbara didn't say anything to him about mine being bigger.
"So, another swim today?" I asked.
"Nope. I found out that nude swimming is not allowed."
"Really. How'd you find out?" I was wondering if Barbara had told him about watching us.
"Asked at the front desk. The attendant said definitely not. Even though it's men only, they don't allow people in the pool without a suit."
"Probably would have been nice to know that before last time."
Jim laughed. "Yeah, but no harm no foul that time. Right?"
"Right." I said.
As June rolled in, so did the heat and humidity. We returned to our usual summer plan of playing tennis early in the morning. Each Saturday, we'd meet at a court a few minutes' drive from their apartment and get our matches in before the sun was high in the sky. It was still hot and muggy, but we could manage it.
After our first match in June, Jim invited me for breakfast. He had picked me up earlier and now he drove to their apartment building. We arrived and found Barbara preparing eggs, bacon and bagels. We sat on their small balcony overlooking the Plaza and enjoyed a pleasant visit in addition to the meal. Breakfast after our Saturday match became a habit.
To enable me to get out of my sweaty and stinky tennis clothes, I started bringing a change. Joel would shower in the bath off the master and I would use the main bath. I felt much better wearing dry clothes while sitting around the breakfast table.
It was the third week in June and a particularly oppressive morning. We cut our match short and dragged our butts to the apartment. Barbara was just starting breakfast. Jim and I were standing on the balcony dripping sweat and drinking ice water when Barbara brought his phone to him. He answered the call and raised a finger to indicate he would be back in a minute. Barbara looked at me and shrugged. It was not the first time Jim was the recipient of an unexpected call. As a deputy county attorney, he often had to go to crime scenes to be sure the investigation got off on the right foot.
He came out and announced he had to run. He told me to stay and have breakfast and then hurried to take his shower. Ten minutes later, after a brief kiss with Barbara, Jim was out the door.
"So, you hungry?"
"Hungry and smelly," I said. "Do I have time for a shower?"
"Sure, the bacon will hold and I'll wait to start the eggs until you're out."
I went to grab my bag and realized I left it in Jim's car. I told Barbara that I had to skip the shower.
"No, go on. I'll wash your clothes and dry them. They won't take long."
"I'll need something to put on."
She grinned. "If you insist, but there are no surprises there. Anyway, I'll get you a beach towel you can wrap around yourself."
Wondering about the propriety of eating breakfast wearing only a towel, I smelled the bacon and coffee and let my stomach make the final decision.
I stripped in the bathroom and tossed my clothes into the hallway. I enjoyed the walk-in shower that was all glass on the one side. I had finished and was dripping dry when there was a soft knock. The door eased open and Barbara appeared carrying a large towel.
I stood facing her behind the glass. She held out the towel. I opened the door and was now naked without even the misted glass to offer me protection.
She made no pretense about where she wanted to look. I felt my dick react to her stare.
"Maybe, I should dry off now, Barbara."
"Sure,' she said and handed me the towel. "You're handsome, Joel. I so enjoy looking at you. Would you mind turning around, please?"
Holding the towel loosely, I pivoted and began to dry my hair as Barbara took in the view of my back.
"That's an awesome ass," she said.
I turned back. Now at half-mast I slowly dried my dick. Barbara watched my every move. I finished wiping the rest of my body and wrapped the towel around my waist.
"You know, you don't have to wear that, if you don't want to," she said.
"Might be best to keep it on," I answered, knowing that it put some barrier between our building desire.
"Ok," she said. "Breakfast is ready."
We sat on the balcony and ate. I hardly tasted anything as my mind raced with the erotic thoughts of how I stood naked before her just a few minutes ago. Barbara looked especially pretty today. Her strawberry blond hair was loosed of its normal professional bun and flowed down to her shoulders. Barbara's a runner and her sun-tanned face was abloom with freckles. I long admired her warm, blue eyes and the thick slightly arched eyebrows above them. She's probably an inch or so taller than Jim, making her around five feet ten. She carries no visible body fat and has an athletic build.
If it didn't make me feel like such a creep, I probably would admit to having a serious crush on Barbara. In addition to her beauty, she was smart, funny and had a sarcastic streak a mile wide.
"You're hardly eating," she said.
"Look, Barbara, can I be honest?"
"Oh, you haven't been honest with me before?"
"You know what I mean. I'm trying to talk about something that's, well, a little uncomfortable."
"Really!" she said with a smile as her eyes drifted over my naked chest and then downward. "You look quite comfortable to me."
"That's what I'm talking about. I'm sitting here half naked and get the feeling we are flirting."
"Not true, Joel." She paused and added, "I'd say you are more like eighty percent naked."
"That's not helping, Barbara."
She touched my hand. "Joel, I'm teasing you. But, let's get serious. Talk to me."
"Barbara, I think you know I like you. I've always liked you."
She interrupted and added, "But, it's just not working out. You want to break up and it's really for the best. No, ah, you want to swim naked in front of other women. No, no, wait, you think it's only fair to me. I should be free from having you as my...what? Exactly, what are you to me, Joel? Certainly, not a lover. If you were, you'd get rid of that damn towel. So, what are you?"
"Barbara, I'm your friend."
She looked me directly in the eyes. I held her gaze, not wanting to flinch.
Letting out a long sigh, she moved her hand from mine.
"Yes, I know you're my friend. Actually, Joel, you are one of only two friends I have right now."
"No old girl friends?"
"Not here in Kansas City. There're a couple back east, but they have kids and it's never a good time to talk. The women I've met here are either, single and looking to remedy that situation or, married and occupied with juggling career and kids. Actually, I have made a friend with a woman at work, but she's a little younger and single. I do like her, though and we get along really well. I think we're moving in the direction of friendship. We've connected on several levels. I think we are good for each other in a lot of ways. But, Joel, I've always felt something clicked between us and you are a good listener."
She put her hand back on top of mine. "Make that a great listener, Joel. Thanks."
"I like talking with you. You call me a good listener; well I probably talk more with you than anyone I know. I feel that we can talk about anything."
"And, so we can. What do you want to talk about?"
"Barbara, I don't want to do anything behind Jim's back. I'd hate it if someone did that to me."
"Like what? Are you saying you don't want to fuck me?"
"God, Barbara. That's not what I said."
"Oh, then you do want to fuck me."
"Stop doing that. You're making me crazy."
"Ok, Joel, but just so we're sure. I do want to fuck you. I want that very, very much. I've even dreamed about it. I doubt it will ever happen, because in spite of my teasing I'm not sure I could cheat on Jim. But if we did, it would be fantastic."
I now had a major tent in my towel. The thought that Barbara wanted what I was too cowardly to admit I also wanted had amped up my libido to off-the-chart levels.
"No answer?" she said.
"You didn't ask a question," I said lamely.
"Joel, do you want to fuck me?"
She held my hand tight and kept her eyes fixed on me.
"Yes," I whispered.
Barbara sat back, releasing my hand. "Thank God," she said. "I was afraid that I totally misread you." Smiling and looking down at my lap, she added, "Of course, some things are quite difficult to misread."
I blushed and then laughed. "Yeah, that's embarrassing."
"God, no, Joel. That is a freaking compliment," she said looking at my erection still hidden from sight.
"But, Barbara, I can't do that."
Never taking her eyes from my lap, she said, "Oh, I beg to differ. I think that looks very capable."
"I meant I can't do it because I feel it would be..."
As I struggled to find the right word, Barbara pulled my hand to her mouth. Her lips brushed my knuckles. "Because you think it would be wrong or you thing it would be unfair to Jim?"
My erection jumped as her lips met my flesh. "Uh, both, but mostly because it's unfair to Jim."
"Not very convincing, Joel," she said and pried one finger free and sucked it into her mouth.
"Oh, Jesus, Barbara, you are driving me crazy."
She smiled. "That's the idea."
I pulled my hand away. Taking a long drink of water, I tried to corral my thoughts.
"Barbara, you are any man's dream."
"Any man's or yours, Joel?"
Her eyes were searching mine, looking for the truth.
"Mine," I said softly, "Plus many more men, I suspect."
"But..."
"Barbara, I never had sex with a married woman. I felt that was crossing a barrier that I never wanted to cross."
"If I weren't married?"
Laughing, I said, "This goddamn towel would have been left in the bathroom and we'd be in your bed right now."
"Joel, that almost made me cum."
There was no response to that statement that would ease this situation. "Barbara, have you been with another man since you and Jim married?"
She thought for a second, let a sly smile turn the corners of her mouth up and said, "Another man? No, Joel, you would be the first 'other man' I would be with."
I kept my mouth shut for the simple reason I didn't know how to respond.
The silence hung heavier than the humidity. Finally, I said. "Are my clothes ready? I should get dressed."
Barbara gave a half-smile and nodded. "Let me check." She left the table and a few minutes later returned carrying my tennis clothes and underwear.
I stood, still exhibiting a tent in the towel, and reached for my clothes.
"One hug?" she asked.
"Might spear you," I replied.
"Worth the risk." She dropped my clothes on the table and came into my arms. Her body melded to mine. I could feel her breasts through her shirt press into my chest. Smelling the herbal scent of her hair, I ran my fingers through the thick mane. She laid her cheek on my bare chest and pulled me tighter. My erection was positioned along her stomach.
"Joel, it would be so good between us. Honest, it would." She cupped my butt and pulled me even tighter.
"I know, Barbara, I know. I just can't do it. I will probably regret this for the rest of my life, but I know it's the right thing to do."



She turned her head up to me. She leaned in and kissed me. I kissed back, but did not let her tongue past my lips.
Sighing deeply, she said. "I finally work up the courage to try to seduce a man and run into the last moral guy in the fucking country."
I kissed the top of her head. "You'll never know how close you were to being successful. You are simply the most beautiful woman I have ever known. Thank you, Barbara."
She kissed my lips again and broke our embrace. Looking at the tent, she grinned.
"Joel, you have a beautiful cock. At least think of me when you get around to tending to that thing."
"That, my dear, is a promise."
"Could you show it to me one last time?"
"It looks a lot different from the last time."
"Duh!"
I undid the towel and it dropped to the floor. Barbara stared at my erection, which was as hard as I can ever remember.
"God, what we could do with that," she said. She ran her hand softly up and down my shaft. I shuddered.
I grabbed my clothes and went to the bathroom to dress. Barbara was cleaning up the remains of our breakfast when I came out.
"I can help."
"No, this is all I'm going to do now. I'll drive you home. Can you get in without your keys?"
I explained I kept a spare set with my elderly neighbor, who rarely left her apartment. We drove to my apartment in the western section of town. She pulled up in front of my small, brick apartment building.
"So, I guess I'll see you around," I said.
"Sure. Plan to stay and have breakfast next week."
"Won't that be awkward?"
"Are you planning to fuck me on the table in front of Jim?"
I choked, coughed and told her no.
"Then, I don't see any reason it would be awkward."
I held her hand. "Another time, another life, and things could be so different."
"Maybe, Joel. But, all we have is this time and this life. So, we deal with it."
I nodded. Tears were in the corner of her eyes. "Kiss me one last time, Joel. A real kiss."
I pulled her to me and we kissed for a long time. The heat of our lips shocked me. I wanted her badly, but made myself pull away.
"Thank you, Barbara."
She smiled and said, "You know another thing I love about you?"
I shrugged.
"You always call me 'Barbara'. Never Barb. Never Babs. I love that. I hate nicknames." I thought about how Jim always called her 'Barb' or 'Babs'. I wondered if he knew how much she detested that.
"See you, Barbara."
"Yeah, see you, Joel."
I climbed out and she pulled away. No waving good-bye, no running after the car to pull her out and take her to my bed. She drove to the stop sign, flashed her blinker and turned right. I retrieved my key and went into my apartment, which seemed dismally empty.
***
Jim and I played our regular tennis game the next week and had breakfast at their apartment. Barbara never indicated that anything had ever happened between us. She acted cheerful and friendly, but did not tease me in any sexual way. I thought maybe that one little incident could just be put behind us. Although, I must confess that it was the basis for frequent masturbation sessions, I kept that information to myself.
The long Fourth of July weekend was approaching and we were in the grips of a horrible heat wave. If you did not have air conditioning, I don't think you could survive. Jim and I decided to cut this week's match short. Back in their cooled apartment, after our showers, we sat in the dining room for breakfast. It was simply too hot to even consider being out on the balcony.
"Want to throw an idea at you," Jim said as we finished eating and Barbara was cleaning up.
I smiled and sipped my orange juice.
"My mom has decided to go on a trip to France with a couple of her gal pals. She's leaving today and going to be gone for almost a month."
"Sounds nice," I said. Jim's mother was a cool lady, who really began enjoying life after her husband passed away. Jim's father was a decent man, but dull as dirt and never wanted to do anything. It did turn out that what he was really good at doing was investing their money and buying life insurance. Jim's mom was set for life and was working hard to die just as she spent the last dime.
"So, we have her lake house and I thought let's put together a Fourth party. We can go up early and stay for a few days."
I had visited the lake house once before and knew it could sleep plenty of people. Plus, it was right on the shore and had lots of privacy around it.
"Thanks for the invite. I don't have any other plans. So who's going?"
Barbara caught my eye and smiled. It dawned on me that we would be staying in close quarters with each other. I wondered what kind of bathing suit she wore. I hoped for one as small as possible.
"Well, my sister, of course. She mentioned having one of her girlfriends and her friend's boyfriend. Barb said there was someone at work who could make it."
Barbara refilled my juice and said. "There's a public defender who joined our office last fall. She was fresh from law school and doesn't know anyone in the city. She's nice and I thought it would be good for her to get out and meet people. We've become friends. She's one of the few good friends I have here" As she said this last part, Barbara smiled at me and winked.
"Sounds great. Just let me know what I can bring," I said.
Barbara said she'd call me during the week and we could discuss details. After visiting for a while, I headed home.
On Wednesday, Barbara called me at work.
"Up for lunch?" she asked. She laughed and added, "Oops, I didn't mean 'up' in THAT sense."
I recalled her staring at my exposed erection. "I didn't take it that way, pervert."
She laughed again. "Anyway, we could meet in the park. I'll bring the treats and goodies, and we can discuss the plans for the weekend."
"Ok. Just try to find a shady spot, it must be 100 today."
I left my office early. Trading was slow because it was close to the Fourth and lots of folks were taking summer holiday. Not having to meet any clients, I had dressed casually in chinos and a polo shirt. In spite of my light clothing, I was drenched when I got to the park. I saw Barbara at the top of a slight rise sitting underneath a broad maple tree.
She had the blanket spread out and our lunches in place. She didn't stand, so I sat across from her. She was wearing a light summer skirt and sleeveless blouse. Her hair was up off her neck. Her eyes were hidden behind dark sunglasses.
We began to eat and talked about the plans. I offered to bring beer and wine, while she would be in charge of food. Her friend from the public defender's office would bring some desserts and Jim's sister and her friends were contributing snacks. They were still college students and didn't have much money.
As we were chatting, Barbara raised one leg, pulling her skirt with it. I looked. I stared. She was not wearing panties. I could clearly see the small patch of strawberry blond fur and her pink lips.
"Uh, Barbara..."
"Yes, Joel?" she replied and moved her leg back and forth making her tight pussy open and close.
"You're killing me," I said.
"Just trying to even the score," she said. Her smile spread over her face. "Not disappointed are you?"
"God, no. It's...I mean you are...God, this is about the sexiest thing I've ever seen."
"So, you like?"
"What would there be not to like?''
Barbara looked around to see if anyone were looking. Feeling the coast was clear, she slipped one hand under her skirt, ran a finger along her slit several times and pulled it away. Even in the shade I could see the moisture on her finger tip.
"Joel, this isn't perspiration. This is because I am so turned on by you looking at me."
She offered me her finger. Every rational neuron in my brain screamed, "Don't do it."
The neurons in my dick-brain overruled my other brain and I moved my mouth to her finger. She slid it in. I could not recall tasting anything sweeter in my life. I thought my erection was going to split my pants.
"Oh, Jesus," I said.
"Thanks, I was worried you wouldn't like it."
"A guy could get addicted to that taste," I said and rearranged my erection so it stood up along my groin.
"But, alas, it's forbidden fruit. Right?"
"Barbara, you are killing me. Why are you doing this?"
Barbara reached inside her skirt again. This time she slid her finger deep inside. Her mouth dropped open as her digit moved back and forth. She slowly pulled it out, dropped her leg allowing her skirt to hide her sex from me. She rubbed her damp finger along her lips and then inserted it into her mouth to clean it thoroughly. Next, she got onto her knees and crawled to me. Barbara pressed her wet lips to mine. My tongue darted out and licked her clean before plunging inside her warm mouth. We exchanged tongues and finally she broke away and sat back.
"I'm doing this, Joel, because you turn me on. Because, I am horny and needy. Because, if I can't fuck your body, then I am going to fuck with your mind thinking about what you're missing. And, oh yeah, I told you last time that my goodies taste great."
She then began packing away our refuse and the blanket. I stood and helped her up. Her hand brushed against my pants to feel the still rampant organ.
"Make sure to bring enough to drink at the lake, Joel," Barbara said as she gently rubbed my erection. "I have a feeling we'll need it." She turned and I followed her down the hill and we parted to head back to our offices.
Thankfully I didn't have to do much business that afternoon, because my mind was total mush. My assistant had to ask me three times if I were ok. I muttered some answer and continued to stare out my window and replay the scene in the park.
"Was I an idiot for refusing Barbara?" My internal struggle waged all afternoon. I left my office by four and was in my apartment a little before five. Leaving a trail of clothes, I was soon in my bed, naked with my erection in hand. It took less than two minutes to experience a wrenching orgasm as memories of Barbara's pussy filled my mind. I had no idea how I was going to withstand spending a long weekend with her at the lake.
Friday morning I made a beer and wine run, stocking several large coolers with ice and cases of beer. I also bought two cases of wine, one red, one white. I stuck a couple bottles of the white in with the beers to chill them. I had taken the day off. It was a slow trading day ahead of a four day weekend. The Fourth fell on a Tuesday, and most businesses were also closed on Monday. Our plan was to rendezvous at Jim and Barbara's and form a small convoy from there to the lake.
I arrived to find Barbara finishing packing food into boxes and coolers. A young woman was helping her. Barbara kissed my cheek and welcomed me. She introduced Ruby Betz. We shook hands and I offered to help.
"When we fill the coolers, could you put them in your car? I hope you have room."
I drove a large SUV and, with the third row folded down, had lots of room. I knew I could fit all the supplies Barbara was preparing.
"Can Ruby and I ride with you?"
"Sure. Where's Jim?"
"His sister's car broke down, so he's going to drive them. We'll leave when we're packed and meet them there."
Barbara was wearing a pair of white short shorts that accented her butt. On top she had a blue tee shirt, left untucked. I admired her legs as she alternately bent and stretched to pack the supplies. Her hair was in a ponytail that allowed many loose strands to hang free. I thought the entire effect was mesmerizing. I had to pull my mind away as it was mentally undressing her one item at a time.
I turned to look at Ruby. I assumed her name came from the deep red hair. The shade was two or three times more intense than Barbara's strawberry blond hue. Ruby's face was covered in freckles over her pale skin.
She's taller than Barbara and just about my height. She has an athletic build with broad shoulders and strong looking arms and legs. She wore shorts and a strapped tee shirt. She had a rose- colored bra peeking out underneath that showcased her small breasts. Ruby bordered between cute and hot. Her wild hair, if tamed, and the right make-up would definitely put her in the hot side. Still, she was a delight to ogle, although I tried not to obviously do so.
Barbara pronounced two coolers packed. I hefted one and Ruby reached for the other. I told her I would come back for it.
She giggled and asked if I thought it was too heavy for her.
She bent, grabbed the handles and lifted it like it weighed nothing. I was feeling the strain of my cooler and was duly impressed with her strength.
After loading them in the back of my SUV, I apologized as we headed back inside.
"Sorry if I was a bit chauvinistic."
"No prob. I get it all the time. I look like some wussy teenager who couldn't lift an ounce. I think it's my small tits that make people think that. Mostly I can hold my own with the guys."
"Yeah, I bet."
She looked at me and smiled. "Strength-wise, I mean."
"I think any-wise you could."
"That's a compliment?"
I smiled. "Yeah. Just remind me not to piss you off. I wouldn't want to get pummeled to a pulp."
"What were you planning to do to piss me off?" She laughed and winked.
The elevator arrived at Barbara's floor and the opening door saved me from having to answer.
We walked in to find Barbara with her shirt pulled up to wipe her dripping face. I looked at her tight tummy with the deep belly button. Her shorts rode low and showed the top of the Vee that some women had and that always made my lust begin to boil.
She saw us and dropped her shirt. "God, even with the air on it's hot. This box is the last and then we can go. I'm going to put on dry clothes."
Ruby hefted the box and I opened the door for her. I went to the balcony and used the remote to lift the tailgate.
I turned to see Barbara pull off her tee shirt. She wore a white sports bra. The fabric was damp with sweat and bordering on transparent. Her nipples made points in the fabric. She used her balled-up shirt to wipe the sweat between her breasts. She is not large-breasted, but they looked more than ample. This was the most I had ever seen of them.
She slipped a finger underneath the fabric below one breast.
"Maybe, I should take this off, too,' she said and lifted it to expose some under-boob.
"If you do, I am going to cum in my pants and that would be very, very embarrassing."
Barbara smiled. "Ok. Later, then.' She turned and went toward her bedroom, pulling the sports bra off as she walked. I stared at her naked back and caught a quick glance of a side boob as she entered her bedroom. I quickly adjusted my erection and tried to position my own shirt over it so Ruby wouldn't notice. I heard her knock and let her back in.
"My stuff is in the bedroom, I'll get it," she said.
"Uh, Barbara might be changing."
"Nothing I haven't seen before," she said. "And, it's never a hardship to see it again." She winked for the second time today and walked away.
In a few minutes the women emerged carrying duffels. Barbara was now wearing a knee length light blue skirt and yellow tube top. My insides clinched wondering if she had anything on beneath either garment. Barbara made a quick check of the apartment, set the alarm, locked the door and we piled into my vehicle.
With Barbara in the front and Ruby sitting behind her, we cranked up the AC and headed north on I-35. The conversation flowed easily. Ruby and Barbara talked a little about their office and work in the court system. Ruby asked about my brokerage work. We covered some current events and then Ruby suggested a round of "Never Have I Ever".
Laughing, I said I need alcohol to play that game. Barbara said we could just play a couple rounds. We were still a half hour away from our exit to head to the lake. I agreed only if I could take a pass if the question were too embarrassing.
"We'll give you one short-term pass," said Barbara. "But, you have to agree to give us true answers this weekend—after you've had your required alcohol."
I agreed, thinking they would probably forget about it once we got to the lake house.
Ruby said she'd start since it was her idea.
"Never Have I Ever...masturbated."
Both Barbara and I laughed thinking this was an easy one. Everyone masturbated so we kept our hands down.
As I began to ask whose turn was next, Ruby said, "Wait, I'm not finished."
She leaned forward, her head appearing between Barbara and me. "Never Ever Have I masturbated while thinking about someone in this car."
In unison, Barbara and I turned toward each other. Neither one of us raised a hand at first. I became uncomfortable thinking what Ruby would infer and said "Pass."
Barbara looked at me and snorted.
"Ooh, this is already fun," said Ruby.
"Hey," I called out, "You didn't raise your hand. We just met, Ruby, so I doubt you've had the time to..."
I caught her reflection in the rear view mirror. She smiled and shifted her gaze to Barbara.
"Now, don't go driving off the road, Joel," said Barbara and patted my thigh. "Plus, you don't know if I meant I thought about you or Ruby." She squeezed my thigh and added, "Or both."
"Oh," I said. Barbara grinned and said, "My turn."
My erection was seriously causing me pain being trapped along my thigh and begging for release from confinement. I squirmed in my seat.
Barbara said, "I think Joel needs a second for readjustment."
"Readjustment?"
Barbara looked at my crotch and Ruby let her eyes travel in the same direction.
"Oh," the redhead said.
"I'll hold the wheel, Joel," offered Barbara.
"Don't be ridiculous, I'm perfectly fine," I responded.
"No, you're not. Go ahead, fix it."
She reached for the wheel. Praying the state police didn't drive by at this very second, I unlatched my seat belt and slipped my hand down the front of my shorts. I managed to extract my erection from its awkward position and pull it up. The head was perilously close to escaping the top of my boxers and shorts. At least, I felt better, although I couldn't remember being this embarrassed at any other time in my life.
I refastened my seat belt and took the wheel back.
"Feel better?" asked Barbara.
"You coulda just pulled it out, Joel," said Ruby. "We wouldn't complain. It might make playing the rest of the game more fun."
"I think we should change to another game. How about license plates?"
Both women giggled. "Maybe we should not get you so distracted. It might not be safe."
Barbara placed her bare feet on the dash and her skirt slid up to the top of her thighs. I glanced over and nearly hit the median. I could see wisps of her golden pussy hair sticking out past the hem of her skirt. Barbara saw me looking. She eased her skirt up a few more inches, giving me an unobstructed view.
Ruby called out, "Oh, commando. Way to go girl. Must feel good on a hot day like today."
Barbara fluffed her skirt, completely exposing her unclad pussy, and then pushed the fabric between her legs. With her private area now covered, I tried to concentrate just on driving. My mind raced faster than the car's engine as I tried to decipher what Ruby and Barbara meant about masturbatory images.
Soon Barbara was directing me to the exit and then along the secondary roads to the lake. In twenty minutes we pulled onto the rough road that led to a dead end and the parking area for the house. Jim's car wasn't there yet. There was a single car garage that housed Jim's father's old Caddy. They kept it here to use as a run-about.
We carried our personal stuff down the steps leading to the house and Barbara opened it. There were three bedrooms and Barbara said that she and Jim were taking the master. Ruby and Jim's sister, Sheila, could share one of the others. Sheila's friend and her boyfriend would take the third.



"Looks like you have the couch, Joel," said Barbara. "Unless..."
"What?"
"Well, the room Ruby and Sheila are sharing has a set of bunk beds. I suppose you could take one of those, if they don't mind."
"Not a problem for me," said Ruby.
"Uh, I don't mind the couch," I replied.
"Suit yourself," said Barbara, "but it's a shitty couch for sleeping."
"Come on, Joel," said Ruby as she picked up my bag along with hers. "I won't bite."
She took a couple steps and looked over her shoulder, "Well, not too hard, anyway."
Barbara slapped her ass and told her to cool it. Ruby swayed her butt in an exaggerated fashion as she carried the bags into the bedroom.
"What about Sheila?" I asked.
"She won't care, Joel. Besides she's always told me she thought you were a real stud."
Shaking my head, I went back to the SUV and started hauling the coolers down to the house. Within an hour we had everything put away, the beds made up, the windows open to cool the house, the rockers on the porch and our asses in seats drinking cold beers.
Barbara thought that Jim and the others should be here by now. She called her sister. They chatted and after she hung up, Barbara said they were about fifteen minutes away.
"What took them so long?" asked Ruby.
"Not sure," said Barbara. "Sheila said Jim was like over an hour late getting to her place. Said he had to stop by the office first."
We were on our second beer when we heard the horn from the parking area. We went up to see Jim, Sheila and another couple unloading Jim's car. After hugs and introductions, we helped them carry stuff down to the house.
The couple was Brad and Janet. Being a big Rocky Horror Picture Show fan, I had to stifle a laugh when I heard their names. Ruby came up next to me and said, "Take a step to the right." I lost it as I remembered the opening lyrics to the Time Warp dance. Brad and Janet stared blankly.
Although the film was nearly twice as old as I am, I became a fan when a friend dragged me to a midnight showing on Halloween. I must have seen it ten more times and enjoyed the living theater aspect of those showing up. Between the costumes and the audience shouting out lines, I never failed to have a great time at a screening.
Ruby must be a fellow devotee. She was unpacking a bag and pulled out some toilet paper. She tossed it to me and simultaneously we shouted, "Great Scott." The others looked at us as we broke up laughing. While Ruby and I tried to control ourselves, Barbara called Sheila over to where we were standing and explained what she proposed for sleeping arrangements.
"Damn," said Sheila. "Now I'll have to wear something to bed."
Ruby piped in, "Why, I'm not going to, it's way too hot."
"Great," said Sheila. "Let's see if we can convince Joel to join us."
"You, two, are crazy," I said. "You will wear clothes and behave yourselves."
"Ooh, daddy has spoken," said Sheila.
"Maybe if you misbehave, he'll have to spank you," added Barbara.
"We can only hope," said Ruby. As the three women laughed, I went to get another beer.
I walked out on the porch to find Jim on his phone. He was smiling and talking in a low voice. When he saw me, he said more loudly, "Yes, well keep me posted." He ended the call and slipped it in his pocket.
"Something going on?" I asked as I plopped in a rocker.
"What do you mean? There's nothing going on. Why the hell would you ask me something like that?" I could hear the strain in his voice.
"Chill, Jim. I figured that must be your office and something happened."
"Oh, yeah. Sure. Well, there is something, but I can't talk about it. Confidential, you know."
"No problem. Let me get you a beer." I grabbed a cold one from the cooler and tossed it to Jim. We sat next to each other enjoying the view of the lake and sipping our drinks.
Barbara came out and stood at the other end of the long porch. The sun was behind her and practically turned her light skirt transparent. She poured herself a white wine and gazed out at the lake. The breeze moved her skirt, molding it to her flesh.
"Uh, Babs, you know the sun is sorta making that skirt see-through."
Barbara turned her head and looked at us. "And, the point would be?"
"God, Babs, the point is I can just about make out your panty lines."
"I doubt that," she said. She turned her back to us, hiked her skirt and mooned us. She walked back into the house flashing her bare bottom. As she crossed the threshold, she dropped the hem.
"God, sorry, Joel. Sometimes I don't know what gets into her."
"Hey, don't worry." I wanted to add that it was no problem looking at her perfect butt. Somehow, I restrained myself. I did, however, add one more mental image to my growing file of Barbara-erotica in my mind. "Shit," I thought. "I'm sleeping in with two women. I won't be able to relieve all this sexual energy that's been building up. I just might have to take an extra long shower at some point."
As we were finishing our beers Sheila, Janet and Brad joined us on the porch, taking the remaining rockers. I offered them drinks and they all opted for beers. As I was handing them out, Ruby appeared carrying two bowls of chips and dip. She set them on the low table in front of the rockers. I told her to take my seat and I pulled up a low stool to sit on.
We were just talking about nothing much and enjoying the view, drinks and food, when Barbara came out. She had made scallops wrapped in bacon and passed the tray around. I stood to offer her my stool, but she pushed my shoulders and I sat. She sat on my one leg. I could feel her bare bottom underneath the thin fabric of her skirt. I looked at Jim, but he was reading a text on his phone. Barbara moved around, spreading her legs, and I could now sense that my knee was pushing against her pussy. I fought, without success, to control getting hard.
Barbara laughed at something Ruby said and slid back up my leg. Her butt pushed against my erection. She kept her cheeks against my groin and every squiggle of her ass sent a bolt through my dick.
Sheila told a story about running into one of her female professors coming out of the restroom. She described how the prim woman proceeded to march down the hallway with a six foot trail of toilet paper trailing from underneath her skirt. As we all laughed at her description, Jim put down his phone and asked what we were laughing about.
"Nothing, really," said Barbara. "Just whatever comes up." As she said her last words, she once again pressed against the rod in my pants.
I could see Ruby catch Barbara's eye and the two giggled.
"Really, what's so funny?" asked Jim.
"Sheila can tell you later. What was all that texting about?"
"Uh, oh, something's come up."
Ruby snickered and Barbara wiggled her butt. "What?"
"I'm afraid I'm going to have to go back."
Everyone groaned and said no. "Yeah, it stinks, but we have a big thing going on and I have to be there. Sorry. I'm going to go pack now."
Barbara pushed one last time into my erection and stood. "I'll help you."
I leaned forward trying to hide the hideous bulge in my shorts.
"I can handle it, Barb."
"No, I'll help." They left the porch together.
"Well, that sucks," said Sheila. We all nodded in agreement. "But, it shouldn't interfere with our fun. How about more beer? Joel, will you do the honors?"
Panic rushed through my veins. There was no way I could stand without all of them seeing my condition. My mind was spinning trying to figure a way out.
"Joel served the last round. I'll do this one," said Ruby. She walked toward me and gave me another of her winks and dug the beers from the cooler next to me. She passed them out and came back to get one for herself and me. She reached for my hand.
"Come sit with us, Joel. You can have Jim's rocker." Without a sound her lips made out the words, "I'll cover you."
I stood and Ruby moved her body to shield me from the three others. We walked to the end and I took the last rocker, putting Ruby between me and the others. She still held my hand and I squeezed it signaling my appreciation. She smiled and squeezed back.
As we were finishing off the last of the apps, Jim reappeared with Barbara. He said his good-byes. He said he would take his dad's old Caddy and leave his car for Sheila, Brad and Janet. I was blissfully back to normal and stood to shake his hand. He left and Barbara refilled her wine glass. She looked at the stool. Ruby stood up and said she could have her rocker and she'd make me pay the price. She eased herself down on my lap and settled her butt on my semi-soft dick.
"God, I love this, don't you, Barbara?" she said.
"What?" asked Janet.
"Just sitting here, enjoying what nature has made, feeling the strength of what keeps the world happy."
"God, you're in a freakin' poetic mood," said Sheila. She leaned forward in her rocker and watched as Ruby moved her butt around my lap. She grinned as the reality of the situation dawned on her. "I guess you are feeling inspired."
I looked at her and could tell by her impish grin that she had figured it out.
"You could say that," answered Ruby. "I am just enjoying the gifts of nature right now."
Barbara couldn't hold back her laughter and Sheila giggled. Ruby moved slowly up and down my now rock hard dick.
"You guys are weird," said Janet. "I don't understand what's so special about a bunch of tall trees."
"Oh, I think the taller the better," said Ruby.
"Definitely. I like them to stand up straight and tall," said Barbara. "Don't you, Sheila?"
"I would say that would be perfect. I wonder if these are hardwoods or softwoods."
"Depends," said Barbara. "But, I think I see mostly hardwoods."
Brad spoke up. "Actually, I think a lot of them are pines, which are softwoods."
"Really?" said Ruby. "You certainly could have fooled me. Anyway, hardwoods are my favorite." She ground back into my dick and I used every ounce of reserve not to cum in my pants.
Brad and Janet said they were going to their room for a nap. As they left, I pushed Ruby up from my lap.
"You can have your own rocker now," I said.
"Oh, but I was so comfy."
"Sit over there," I commanded.
Making an exaggerated pout face, Ruby sat on the other side of Barbara.
"Hey, Joel," called out Sheila. "If you feel neglected, I'll sit on your lap and come."
I could hear all of us take in our breath.
"Oops, I meant, I'll come and sit on your lap."
The three women could not hold it in any longer. I burned with embarrassment as they fought for breath.
"That's not funny," was the best I could offer.
Finally calming down, Barbara said she was going to start dinner. She asked if I would light the charcoal.
The women went inside and I stood, rearranged myself and pulled the cover off the grill. Barbara didn't like lighter fluid so I crumpled up some newspaper kept in a plastic bin and stuffed them in the bottom of a chimney. I filled the rest of the chimney with briquettes and lit the paper. It would take about fifteen to twenty minutes before the coals were perfect for grilling.
I stood at the railing and looked down to the lake. The sun was still high in the sky, but was moving toward setting. Many of the boats had come off the water and there was a calm spreading over the surface. In spite of the teasing from before, I really did like the feeling of being here surrounded by trees and water. The noise, humidity and pollution of the city seemed a universe away. In addition, I was in the midst of three beautiful, bright and funny women. Unfortunately none of them were really available, but still it was intoxicating to enjoy their teasing.
I felt a presence beside me and turned to see Sheila.
"Hey, kid," I said.
"Not a kid anymore, Joel. I'm almost twenty-two."
"Sheila, I've known you since you had braces, glasses and baby fat. I think you'll always be a kid to me."
"Cut the shit. You're only like six years older."
"Eight," I corrected her. "And, you're Jim's sister. So, that almost makes you my sister."
"Well, I'm not your sister. So, we can like do shit and it wouldn't be incest."
I turned to her. "What?"
"Just sayin. If we were like to hook up, it wouldn't be illegal or anything."
"Sheila..."
"Yeah, I get it. I'm just a kid. At least I lost the braces and glasses."
"And, the baby fat," I added.
"My butt is way too big. I think all the fat went there. I wish it went to my boobs."
"Sheila, not that I've checked out your butt..."
"Duh, Joel, I've seen you checking out my butt."
"Ok, well, just because I might have glanced at your behind, doesn't mean I was checking it out. Anyway, from a purely objective viewpoint, your butt is awesome and your boobs do not need a thing. Sheila, you are totally put together."
She leaned against my arm. "Thanks, Joel. That means a lot coming from you. I look up to you."
I slipped my arm around her shoulder and held her tight.
"Of course, I wouldn't mind looking up to you if you were on top screwing the shit out of me, either."
I laughed and slapped her butt. "You have to cut that crap out, Sheila. 'Don't play with fire.' Ever hear that expression?"
"Why? Are you going to get all excited like when Barbara was sitting on your lap? Or when Ruby was like practically fucking you in the rocker?"
I searched for a snappy comeback, but nothing came to mind. Well, the remembered feelings of those two beautiful butts rubbing my erection did come to mind, but I didn't think I should mention it.
"See, now you're letting that young imagination run wild," I said, but even I didn't think I sounded convincing.
"Is it getting hot?"
I turned quickly ready to deny there was any heat between Sheila and myself, when I saw Barbara holding a tray of steak kabobs.
"Uh, probably. Let me check."
I pulled the chimney away and scattered the glowing coals around the bottom of the grill. "Another five minutes and we're good to go."
"Ok," Barbara said. "Take these and we'll finish getting ready inside. Sheila can you give me a hand?"
Barbara turned to go back inside and Sheila looked at me. "Don't let your meat get too hot. I like mine sorta raw."
I just shook my head and watched the tight butt enter the house.
I grilled the kabobs and delivered them inside where the ladies had set a splendid table. In addition to the meat, we had Rice Pilaf, garden salad, rolls and two bottles of red wine awaiting us. We toasted to our mutual good health and dug in.
I received compliments on my grilling acumen, but I knew the secret was in the preparation and marinade. Nonetheless, I was gracious in accepting praise. As we cleared the dinner plates, Ruby brought out a tray of homemade chocolate chip cookies. In spite of our groans while rubbing our full bellies, we all grabbed for them. Barbara opened a third bottle of wine and we sat, ate and drank until the sun was long past the horizon.
Brad and Janet said they were turning in early. Sheila was standing behind them and pulled her lips back to make a bunny face as she thrust her pelvis back and forth. We all took it as an indication that the couple were in fornication frenzy.
As they made their good-nights, we tidied up the kitchen. Sheila said, "God, talk about Energizer bunnies. They never fucking stop, or should I say, stop fucking."
Laughing we put the last of the cookies away and did a final clean-up. Barbara started the dishwasher and we gathered in the large great room.
"It's so nice tonight," said Barbara. "Know what I feel like?'
We looked at her. "A skinny dip."
Ruby and Sheila cheered. I swallowed hard.
"Oh, come on, Joel," said Barbara. "We're all adults. Loosen up."
Barbara went down the hall and returned with an armful of towels. She walked out on the porch and set the towels on a bench. Without speaking she started pulling her top off. Her actions spurred Ruby and Sheila into joining her.
Ruby pulled her shirt off exposing her bra. Next she dropped her shorts and now stood in just her underwear. Sheila had shed everything except her thong panties. She caught me eyeing her naked chest and smiled. Staring at me, she bent and pulled her thong off. She had a tiny strip of dark hair. She stood straight and cupped her breasts. They looked young and sweet with puffy nipples. A movement to my right made me turn. Barbara had dropped her skirt and now I was looking at her naked back. Her round butt seemed to glow from the reflected light coming from inside the house. She grabbed a towel and tossed it to Sheila, then turned. For the first time I could see her naked breasts. They were round and sat high on her chest. My mouth went dry and I fought the images of taking a nipple between my lips.
I felt a slap on my butt. Ruby was now nude and said to get going. She stood in front of me and grabbed my shirt to start to pull it off. I raised my arms and she jerked it over my head. As it cleared my face, I looked at her chest. Her breasts were the smallest of the three women, but that is not to say they were anything but spectacular. Her nipples were long and hard. She knelt and undid my belt buckle.
"Uh, Ruby, I can take care of that."
"Well, do it then." I bent to undo my sneakers and in doing so glanced at the thick, red bush between her legs. It was not as trimmed as Barbara's or Sheila's. It struck me that it was as wild as what I thought Ruby exhibited in some of her behavior.
With my shoes off I stood. All three women were watching. "I don't need an audience, you know."
"Well, you've got one," said Sheila as she laughed.
I resolved to get it over quickly. I undid my snap and zipper and pulled my shorts and boxers down at the same time. I was not erect, but I would have to admit to being swollen.
"Wow," said Sheila. "Joel, that is really nice. No wonder I always considered you my big, big brother."
Ruby laughed. "Well, if he's your brother, that means it's off limits to you. I, however, am in no way related to him. Although, I think I could imagine a few ways I could become attached."
Ruby and Sheila bumped fists.
"Down, girls," said Barbara. "Let's go to the lake and cool off. Looks like a few of us could use a little cooling." Barbara tossed me a towel and took my hand to lead me down the path to the dock. Ruby and Sheila followed, making several comments about my derriere.
Arriving at the dock, we dropped our towels and followed Barbara into the water. The night air was still quite warm and the lake water was refreshing.
"Thank God Janet and Brad are doing the bunny dance," said Sheila.
"Don't think they'd join in?" asked Ruby.
"Nope. In spite of their hump-a-thon, Janet is shy and keeps a tight rein on Brad. She definitely would not want him looking at three naked women."
"How about Jim?" asked Ruby. "Would he have joined us?"
Barbara was treading water. "Don't know. With his sister being here, well that mighta thrown him off. But, he's not here and this is fun." She dove beneath the surface treating us to a lovely view of her white bottom.
We swam for a while and then headed back to the dock. We each grabbed hold of the edge to help keep afloat. I felt a foot move over my dick. I wasn't sure who was taking liberties and tried to move farther from the gaggle of girls.
"I'm getting out," said Barbara. She hoisted herself out, giving me a great view of her rear and pussy from behind. She was followed by Sheila, then Ruby. Each of them provided a spectacular show. My reaction was as expected.
I was lingering as the others toweled off. "Come on, Joel. We've all seen each other," urged Ruby.
"I might stay a bit longer. You guys can go along."
Sheila giggled. "You got a stiffy, Joel?"
The other two laughed with her. "Don't be embarrassed," said Ruby. "God, it's natural. Look my nipples are like rocks."



Barbara reached over and tugged on one. "You're not kidding. They could cut glass." Of course, that did nothing to alleviate my condition. Sheila pulled on the other one. "Awesome, babe. These are killers. Mine are too puffy to get hard like that." Ruby ran her hand over Sheila's breast. "These are killer, too, Sheila."
"Come on, Joel. Get it over with," said Barbara.
I ducked under the water and then pushed up onto the dock. My cock was hard and standing out at a ready-for-action angle.
The three women stared, not saying a word for a moment.
"That could do some serious damage," said Ruby.
"Amen," added Sheila.
Barbara smiled at me and handed me a towel. I dried off and wrapped it around me. My hard on jutted out.
Each of the women tied the towel around their waists, leaving their breasts exposed. We climbed the walk back to the deck. We gathered our clothes and went inside. I couldn't help but admire the three sets of breasts on display. In the light of the house, I could make out even the finest detail.
Barbara picked up her phone. "I should make sure Jim made it back," she said. As she punched in her PIN, she frowned.
"What?" asked Ruby.
"Got an email from the security company. Says the apartment was entered, but the video tracking was not turned off. God, Jim is so inept at these things. He does it all the time. I tell him I don't want the security people to see us in our apartment. I can do it remotely. It's easier on my tablet."
Barbara walked over to the counter and picked up her tablet. I watched as her breasts bounced with each step.
Barbara was punching in letters and numbers. She paused and appeared to be scrolling. "Fuck!"
We looked at her. She was pale and her hand was shaking. Ruby ran to her. "What's the matter?"
Barbara was just staring at the screen. "Oh, shit," said Ruby.
I crossed over and looked. There was an image from their bedroom on the screen. Joel was naked lying on the bed. A dark head was positioned between his legs and there was no doubt what the head was doing.
"What?" Sheila said and started to come over.
"Uh, don't think you should see this," said Ruby.
"Bullshit, why not?"
"It's Jim," said Barbara in a whisper.
"So, it's his apartment, too. What's the big..." She stopped with her mouth open. "He's not alone, is he?"
Ruby shook her head.
"That fuck!" Sheila screamed. "Let me see." She grabbed the tablet and looked. "Oh, man, I'm so sorry Barbara. That sucks."
We all looked at her in amazement. She realized what she had said. Finally, Barbara spoke up. "It obviously does."
We all cracked up. I guess we were relieving the stress of the situation, but we could hardly stop laughing for over a minute.
Looking at the screen, Ruby said. "Hey, I know her."
We looked. Jim and the woman were now stretched out on their backs on the bed, both naked. The woman was an attractive, African-American, who seemed to have large breasts.
"That asshole," said Barbara. "That's Keisha White. She's an assistant DA. I've faced her a number of times. She seemed really nice and was always social with me. And she's fucking my husband. Goddamn it."
Shelia looked intently. "Well, from the looks of my brother's little thing, I don't think she's getting the better part of the deal."
That cracked the women up again. Barbara and I exchanged a look recalling a previous conversation about the inadequacies of her husband.
"Maybe, we should stop watching," I said.
"Ok, just as long as I make sure this is recording every fucking second of this. Jim is going to be so fucking sorry that he's an idiot regarding technology."
After selecting some options, Barbara backed out of the screen and put the tablet back on the counter.
"Sorry to have put a damper on this evening. I'm going to bed." She picked up a bottle of wine and a glass.
"Coming with ya," shouted Ruby. "Best to get drunk with a friend."
"Thanks. I think I could use some company," said Barbara. She looked at me and our eyes locked on to each other. After a second, she turned to Sheila. "Sorry, you had to see that. I know you love your brother."
"Right now I want to cut his tiny, little balls off. What the hell is he thinking?"
"He's thinking with his other brain," said Barbara.
"God, no wonder," said Ruby. "With that thing it means his brain is pea-sized."
The ladies chuckled and Barbara and Ruby headed to the master bedroom. I looked at Sheila. She was still topless and her breasts heaved. I knew what was next. I was right as the tears began to flow.
She looked at me and took a step forward. I opened my arms and she fell into me. Her breasts pressed against my bare chest. I tried not to think of the sexual aspects of our embrace. She was someone I knew and loved and she needed my support.
"Let's sit down, honey."
I led her to the couch and we sat. She curled up and put her head in my lap facing my stomach as she cried. I rubbed her arms and back.
It was several minutes before she gained control. "Why would he do such a rotten thing? You know Jim. What can he be thinking? Barbara is like the most beautiful person, inside and out. I don't understand, Joel."
I ran my fingers through her hair. I did my best to ignore her breath across my dick and her breasts exposed to me.
"I can't explain it either. I guess some guys feel the need to, I don't know, explore, conquer, or something."
"Well, that's stupid. And, it really, really sucks."
Sheila rested her hand on my thigh, still covered with the towel. I took her hand and squeezed.
"Joel," she asked in a tiny voice, "do you think Barbara was fooling around on him. Maybe that's why he did this."
"You know, Barbara and I have also become friends. She once told me she had never been with another man since she married Jim."
"Really? Why would she say something like that?"
"I can't go into all the details, Sheila, without betraying a confidence. But, she was letting off steam about some of her frustrations about their marriage."
She nodded. Of course, her face rubbed along my still mercifully soft dick. If she did that again, it would not remain soft for long.
"I guess I have a lot to learn about marriage," she said. "How come you never married?"
"How'd we get to talking about me?"
"Just curious," she said. "You're a great guy, funny, smart, make lots of money, and, you have a fabulous cock." She giggled.
"You are not supposed to be thinking about that. I told you, you're like my little sister."
"Your little sister with her titties out."
"Yeah, I noticed."
"Like them?"
"Sheila, come on. Stop this."
"No, really. I'd like to know if you think I am attractive."
Taking a deep breath, I said. "Sheila, I always thought you were one of the prettiest girls I had ever seen. And, yes, you have great breasts. All of you, now that I've seen the rest, it is the stuff that men's dreams are made of. Ok? Satisfied?"
"Thanks, Joel. That means a lot to me. I'm tired, let's go to bed."
She sat up and leaned into to me for a kiss. I kissed her lips and then her forehead.
"Ooh, I liked the first, but the second was lame."
"And, so shall it remain," I said.
Sheila stood and unwrapped the towel, exposing her body to me. Her dark strip contrasted with the pale skin usually hidden behind her bikini bottom. She grinned and turned and walked to the bedroom, her firm rear punctuating every step.
When I entered the room, she must have been in the bathroom that connected the two bedrooms. I pulled the covers back on my lower bunk and dropped the towel. I crawled in and pulled my bag over to begin to root for some underwear.
I was just pulling out a pair, when Sheila arrived. "Don't need those now. I've seen everything. I bet you sleep nude at home. I'm not going to wear anything."
I knew I shouldn't give into the temptation, but I stuffed the shorts back into my bag and stood to go to the bathroom.
"Seriously, Joel, you are totally awesome."
When I returned, Sheila was in her bed. The sheet only covered her waist and she was softly snoring. I got in bed, pulled up the sheet, turned out the lamp between our beds and let sleep take me.
Sometime during the night, I felt the bed shift. Sheila was pulling the sheet aside and crawling in.
"Sheila!"
"Relax, Joel, I just need to be held. Please."
She squirmed into my arms and rested her head on my chest. Her cheeks were wet and I guessed she had been crying again. I stroked her hair. "Ok, go to sleep, honey." She murmured and I could feel her relax. After she was deep into sleep, I maneuvered myself around and spooned her. We both slept cuddled together.
I awoke the next morning staring into a red bush.
Ruby's long legs were slightly spread. I could sense her doing something on the top bunk. I cleared my throat.
Her head appeared. "Good morning," she said. "Guess I missed some fun last night."
I enjoyed the view of her small breasts hanging down as she bent to speak with me.
"All the jerk did was cuddle me," said a sleepy Sheila. "God, what's a girl gotta do to get laid?"
"How's Barbara?" I asked.
"Still sleeping," said Ruby. "I think the bottle of wine she drank by herself might be contributing to her prolonged rest."
"Are Brad and Janet up?" asked Sheila.
Ruby sat on the edge of our bed. "I heard them going for the world record of screwing, so I guess they're up."
"I need to talk with them and tell them what's going on," said Sheila. "As oblivious as they are to others, I think even they might sense something's wrong."
Sheila kicked the sheet off and stood. I now was staring at her naked butt. I thought I could get used to these types of morning views. Sheila headed toward the bathroom.
"How you doing, Ruby?"
"Feel like shit, actually," she said. "Barbara kept me up half the night alternating between crying and talking. Finally, she just passed out, but somehow seemed to take up most of the bed."
I looked at the empty space vacated by Sheila.
"You wouldn't mind?"
"I probably will be getting up soon, but come lie down."
Ruby lay down next to me. I suggested we change places so that when I got up I wouldn't disturb her. She smiled and rolled on top of me. I felt her body mold to mine. She lingered for a few seconds. "Honest, you and Sheila just snuggled, no screwing?"
"Hell, I didn't even cop a feel," I said. Ruby wiggled her bottom, rubbing her crotch over my now not so soft member.
"Well, I wouldn't have resisted the temptation." She dropped her lips to mine and kissed me.
Slowly she rolled off and got under the sheet. Her hand ran over my thickening dick. "I think we could have fun together, Joel."
I gently removed her hand. "No doubt about that, but I think maybe now is not the time."
"Yeah, that sucks. Can you cuddle me?"
She rolled onto her side and I moved tight behind her. Moving her butt hard against my crotch, she pulled my right hand onto her breast. The hard nipple rubbed against my palm.
I kissed the back of her head. "I think you need some sleep. Your judgment is a bit cloudy."
She pressed my hand to keep it on her breast. "Just hold me for a bit, Joel. I know I will fall asleep pretty fast."
I kissed her head again and heard her sigh. Within a few minutes, Ruby was breathing slow and deep. I eased my hand away and moved out of bed. With the sheet pulled up to her neck, I looked for something to wear.
Sheila arrived back, wet from a shower. She was drying her hair and I was marveling at her naked body. I grabbed a pair of boxers and shorts. "My turn for a shower," I said.
Sheila came into my arms. Her breasts felt soft and sensual against my chest. Her mostly smooth crotch pressed against my dick. "Thank you for last night, Joel. I needed to be held. I felt so much anger and sadness. I can't believe my brother is such an asshole, and, yet, I still love him. That makes me feel like a traitor to Barbara, 'cause I love her, too."
"Sheila, I'm sure Barbara understands. It's not your fault what Jim is doing. She knows that you have feelings for him. I think you should be a friend to Barbara, just as you always have. When you see Jim, you will have to deal with your feelings for him."
Sheila hugged me tight. "She shoulda married you. You're the type of guy she deserves."
I hugged her back. Sheila buried her head in my neck. Speaking in a whisper, she said into my ear, "You're the type of guy any girl deserves."
She moved to kiss my lips. I moved my head. "Sheila, please. I care so much for you, but I don't want to do anything now. This is a strange situation and I think there are a lot of emotions that may be clouding people's judgements."
Sheila nodded and said, "I get that. And, you're probably right. But, just so you know, I've wanted to fuck you for a long time. Just think about it. When you think the time is right, I'm ready. Like, really, really ready."
"A guy would be the luckiest man in the world to be able to make love to you. Thank you for making an old guy feel sexy."
Sheila moved her mouth to mine and this time I did not pull back. Her kiss was hot and urgent. I felt the reaction between my legs. I knew that Sheila must feel it too.
"That's enough. I gotta shower."
Sheila stepped back and looked down. I was not hard, but was at least half-way there.
"That's a great sight in the morning," Sheila said and ran her hand along my shaft. I quickly pulled it away, but not before it had the expected result. "Sure you don't wanna put that to good use?" she said with a smile.
"I sense a cold shower coming up. Get dressed and then talk to Brad and Janet."
"I could help you in the shower."
I laughed. "Clothes on, now."
I took my clothes and towel to the bathroom. I showered first and resisted the temptation to relieve the tension. By the time I finished, I had returned enough to normal to be able to piss. After brushing my teeth and hair, I pulled on my clothes. Back in the bedroom, Ruby was still sleeping. I put on my flip-flops and skipped a shirt since the temps were already climbing.
In the main room I saw Sheila talking with Brad and Janet. Barbara had not appeared yet. I started fixing a pot of coffee and began digging in the fridge to see about food for breakfast. I decided on cheese omelets and English muffins. As I was breaking open the muffins, Ruby appeared, wearing her bikini bottom and a cropped tee shirt. She looked at the three young people huddled in the corner and came over to stand next to me. I poured her a cup of coffee and she sipped it.
"Thanks for the snuggle," she said.
"Did you get some sleep?"
"A little bit. It did help. Any sign of Barbara?"
Shaking my head, I touched Ruby's arm. "Why don't you go see if you can get her to come down to eat? Even if she's hungover, she needs some nourishment."
"You're a nice guy, Joel. I mean it." She kissed my cheek. I slipped my arm around her waist and squeezed her. "You're pretty nice yourself. I'm happy you're here for Barbara."
Ruby sighed.
"What?"
"I'd still like to fuck you. I bet you're the type of guy who would actually talk to a girl after sex."
I laughed. "I imagine that after sex with you, Ruby, I would be speechless."
She winked and kissed my lips. "Worth finding out?"
"Go get Barbara down here."
I placed the bowl with the egg mixture aside and set pulled out plates for breakfast, which was quickly becoming brunch. I decided to add more food and pulled a package of sausage patties from the fridge. I was cooking them in a frying pan when I felt a hand on my shoulder.
"Smells good, Joel."
I turned to see Barbara at my side. "Hungry?"
"I hate to admit it, but I am."
"Have to eat."
"I know. I still feel like a truck hit me, but I do need something in my stomach." She and Ruby finished setting the table while I cooked the meat and put it in the warming drawer. While I was toasting the muffins, I made four large cheese omelets. Since I used both American and Monterey Jack, I added a side dish of salsa and chopped onions. Ruby helped me take the food to the table.
Sheila, Brad and Janet took their places. Barbara was sitting at the head. I split the omelets into halves, passed the food and we ate in relative silence. Finally Barbara spoke.
"This isn't a wake, guys. I imagine that Sheila filled you in," she said looking at Brad and Janet. They nodded. "So, my husband is an asshole. That's something I will have to deal with. Right now, I intend to stay here and enjoy great weather, the company of good people and do serious damage to both my liver and my waistline. I hope you all feel the same."
Brad and Janet exchanged a look. Sheila looked at them and Brad nodded.
"Brad and Janet think they'd like to head back. I'll take them in Jim's car."
Barbara shook her head. "No, that won't do."
Brad said, "We really need to get back. It was great to be invited, but we'd like to go home."
Barbara thought for a moment. "Ok, you take Jim's car. Keep it at your place and we'll pick it up later this week. Sheila, honey, you are staying. I need you here."
"Are you sure?" Sheila asked. "I mean do you think Jim will mind them taking his car?"
Barbara gave her a look that clearly communicated that she did not give a shit what Jim thought. "Brad, you and Janet are welcome to stay. If you want to go, I can understand. Take the car whenever you want."
After breakfast, Ruby and I cleaned up, Brad and Janet went to their bedroom, and Sheila and Barbara sat on the deck.
"She seems to be dealing ok," I said as Ruby and I packed the dishwasher.
"Barbara's strong," she replied. "I haven't known her all that long, but she's one of the most grounded people I've ever met. Plus she's knock-dead gorgeous."
I looked at her and she blushed. "Oops, that last part was my tongue forgetting to check with my brain before engaging."
"I agree with you," I said. "Is there anything else you'd like to share?"
Ruby's face was as red as her hair. "You'd have to talk with Barbara about anything else."
"I guess that means that there's something. Otherwise, why would I need to talk with her?"
"Fuck, Joel, can you forget I said anything? Please."
I smiled and held her hand. "Barbara said she'd never been with another man since she and Jim married. I never asked her if she'd been with a woman. I'm not prying, honest. I have to say if that's the case then the both of you have chosen well."
Ruby hugged me. "Joel, talk to Barbara, I'm not saying anything." She broke away and grinned. "And, I'd still like to fuck your brains out."
"At this point, Ruby, with all that's gone on in the last few hours and after seeing you three incredible women naked, my brain is semi-mush. It wouldn't take much to fuck it out. But, just imagining what it would be like with you in bed, makes my knees weak."
Ruby kissed me and said "Thanks."
I told Ruby I'd finish up and that she should take her coffee out to the deck.
As I was wiping down the counter, Brad and Janet came up, holding their bags.
"Thanks for cooking. We're heading out," said Brad.
I said good-bye. They went out to the deck and I saw hugs being exchanged. Barbara came in to get the keys and then walked them to the car.
A few minutes later she reappeared. She looked at me and peeled off her tank top.
"Now, I am going to get some sun on these tits. And, if you don't mind, you can start bringing drinks in about an hour."
She walked onto the deck and Ruby and Sheila shouted their approval. Within minutes there were three topless women rubbing sunscreen onto their breasts and driving me crazy. I figured I'd give them some girl time and went into the bedroom for a nap.
It was around one-thirty when I made my way out of the bedroom. The ladies were still on the deck. I stuck my head out the door and asked if they wanted drinks. They ordered white wine spritzers. I made the drinks and carried them out. It was a vision to see three beautiful women sunning their bare breasts.



I handed out the drinks and Barbara asked me to sit. Needing a beer, I went inside and took the opportunity to adjust my erection. I joined them and sat. Ruby tossed me the sunscreen and I applied a liberal amount to my naked chest.
"Come here," Sheila said, "And I'll do your back."
I sat at the foot of her lounge chair. She took the bottle and I could hear her squirt the lotion. The next sensation was the feel of her breasts rubbing against my back.
"Jesus, Sheila, what the hell."
Barbara and Ruby cracked up. "Hey, using my hands is boring. I'll cover your back, don't worry."
She continued to move her breasts back and forth and up and down, her nipples leaving a trail of pleasure. She finished by rubbing lotion to places her breasts didn't reach.
I turned to look at her. She grinned and rubbed her breasts, tweaking her nipples.
"You all are getting too much sun," I said.
We sat quietly as the women drank. Sheila stood and announced she needed to pee. Ruby said she did, too. They left the deck.
"My," I said, "what a coincidence."
Barbara motioned me to sit on the lounge. I walked to her as she spread her legs and I sat between them. She put one leg on my lap and the other behind me.
"I think they figured we needed some time alone," said Barbara.
I had trouble not staring at her breasts, made even more attractive with the thin coating of perspiration.
"Ruby told me about your earlier conversation."
"Barbara, there is nothing you have to tell me. There is nothing that is any of my business."
She wiped some sweat from her breasts with her hands and rubbed her palms on the towel beneath her.
"Joel, I told you I had never been with another man. That is true. It is also true that Ruby and I have had sex with each other. I'm sorry if that disappoints you, but I am not sorry about what we did."
"Barbara, I'm not disappointed. I have no right to be disappointed."
"Very noble of you," she said with a wry smile.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"Shit, I don't know. Joel, I want you to know that, you know, our teasing was not a sham. I am attracted to you and would love to go to bed with you. I guess I wanted you to know that."
"Barbara, you don't owe me explanations."
"I know, but I believe I owe you the truth. And, the truth is that I've been messed up for a while."
I stroked her shin. "Want to tell me?"
"Yes. I want to very much."
She reached her hand and I took it. "Joel, this is not the first time that Jim's been unfaithful. It's at least the third time that I know about. I confronted him and he swore they were mistakes and he would never do it again. I wanted to believe him. I didn't want to throw our marriage away. But, I was hurt, angry and totally demoralized. I figured I lost all my appeal and that's why he was looking elsewhere for sex."
I squeezed her fingers. She took a deep breath.
"So, I guess I was seeking some confirmation that I was not some thirty-one year old hag."
"Oh, Barbara, you are..."
"Let me finish, Joel."
She motioned for my beer and I handed it over. Barbara finished it and set the bottle down.
"After the second time I caught him, I was feeling especially vulnerable. It almost seems like a cliché, but I confided in Ruby. She was the only friend I had."
"Except me," I said.
"Honestly, Joel, I thought you might know about Jim's affairs since you were best friends. I figured that you were part of some conspiracy to keep me in the dark."
"I never knew."
"I believe you now, but then I was not certain."
"When was this?"
"Last winter. So, I confided in Ruby and she was a great help. Of course, she wanted to go and rip his balls off. I still had hope we could salvage the relationship. I tried with Jim. It's fucked up, Joel, I should have been the one being made up to and instead I was trying to make up to him. It did a real job on my ego. And, he still paid little attention to me, sexually.
"One night I was over at Ruby's and bitching about how I could deal with the situation better if I was at least getting a decent lay. I told her I hadn't had an orgasm in six months."
Barbara blushed and let her hand glide up and down my arm. "Sorry, is this too much?"
"Not if you want to talk about it."
"Thanks. I do. I haven't been able to talk with anyone about Ruby. Well, anyway Ruby told me that was not right and I should do something about it. I told her I was not going to sleep with some guy just to get off or to have revenge against Jim. She told me that was not the only option. I told her that masturbation only did so much. Again, she said I was missing the point.
"I guess I was clueless. I looked at her and she smiled. Taking me into her arms she kissed me. Lights began to go off about what she meant. Joel, that was about the sweetest kiss I'd ever had. I thought I might cum right there as her soft lips pressed against mine."
I said I needed a drink and got up to fetch two beers from the cooler on the deck.
I sat back down and Barbara replaced her legs around me. We each sipped our beers.
"Was that the first time you kissed a girl?"
Barbara took another sip. "In a long time. Well, in college when, you know, almost every girl did some exploring. And then there was this really torrid six months in law school with my roommate."
I raised an eyebrow.
"Yeah, I know. All us women are closet Lesbos."
"Not what I was thinking," I said. "I was thinking that you are an incredibly sexy woman and any person, man or woman, would be lucky to be with you."
"Thanks. Anyway, that kiss from Ruby led to a lot more. I just want to say that not only did Ruby send me over the moon when her face was between my legs, but she also seemed to genuinely like it. I told you that Jim didn't like to do me orally. Ruby, well, she's a goddess."
The image of these two beautiful women giving each other pleasure made my mind turn flips and my heartrate hit the top of the charts.
"So, the question is faithfulness. Was I cheating on Jim by being with Ruby? I guess I could argue it wasn't because a man was not involved. But, I know it was. So, am I any better than he is?"
"It seems like you were driven to your relationship with Ruby by Jim's cheating."
"I was driven to the door, Joel, but I opened it and walked through. I'm not proud of what I did, but I would not want to give up one second with Ruby. In addition to the sex, she has become my best friend—well, maybe one of my best friends."
"How does the flirting with me fit into all this?"
"Joel, I told you at first I thought you knew about Jim's affairs. I guess I was trying to punish you for supporting him. I figured if I flirted and teased you, it somehow would make me feel better and drive you crazy. But, you never seemed uneasy around me. Never gave me any indication that you were keeping something back. In fact, you seemed to enjoy spending time with me and talking with me."
"You know I did. And, I do."
"So, I decided that you didn't know. As good as sex was, hell, is, with Ruby, I wondered if I still were attractive to men. I began to fantasize about you. I sorta idealized you as the perfect man."
"Hardly, Barbara."
"Still, I did. I had daydreams where you would sweep me off my feet and take me away. How's that for a tough-as-nails public defender and confirmed feminist. I was having Prince Charming fantasies."
"Don't have a white horse," I said. We both laughed.
"Well, then I saw you naked. God, Joel, that opened the floodgates. I was half in lust with you because you were a decent good-looking guy in nice shape. When I saw you walking and that perfect cock swinging back and forth, it just sent me off. So, I started flirting big time. I really lusted after you now. At the same time, I felt safe because I was fairly sure you wouldn't cross the line. I was in the midst of the bad slut-good girl dilemma. I wanted to take you to bed, but I also wanted to be able to tell myself I never was with any man other than my husband. In the end, you proved me right and didn't sleep with me."
"You know I wanted to."
"I think I do. No, I know I do. But, you were such a fucking stand-up guy."
"I didn't think you really wanted to cheat and I didn't want to be involved in that sort of relationship."
"I know. I am happy that it worked out this way."
We each remained silent and drank our beers. Barbara's hand continued to move over my arm. I sensed her need to feel a connection with me.
"So, what happens now?" I asked.
"Divorce, for sure. I'm not being rash, but I can't live with Jim any longer. I'm not going nuclear, but I am not going to remain in this relationship. I own my share of the break-down of our marriage. It's not the major share, but it is part of it. I think we can handle it reasonably. If Jim doesn't agree, I've got the recording of his fun time with Keisha. If I used that, I could take him for every penny he has. I'm just looking to get out of this as easy as possible."
"In the meantime, what about, you know, Ruby?"
Barbara laughed. "Well, we talked about it last night. Neither of us is happy with our decision, but we are not going to have sex again. Not, at least, until I get things straightened out with Jim."
"Wow."
"Yep. If I were you, I'd buy stock in vibrator companies. I have a feeling the sales will be going up."
I laughed and Barbara joined in.
"Which leads to another interesting fact," she said.
"Which is?"
"Ruby really would like to fuck you. I think you should go for it."
Shaking my head, I wondered how we somehow got to this point.
"Barbara, I don't know."
"Let's look at it this way," she said. "She is beautiful and hot, right?"
"No arguments."
"She is single and so are you."
"Yep."
"She is a tigress in bed and I know she would be just as good with you as she was with me."
"No comment."
"So," Barbara said, "What's the hesitation?"
"You."
"Me?"
"What if I want to develop a relationship with you?"
"God, that makes my tummy turn. I think I would like to see where that could go. But, I am not doing anything with anyone until I'm divorced, and probably for a while after that. Then, well, let's hope you still feel the same. In the meantime, I think you and Ruby would be perfect for each other."
"What about after the divorce?"
Barbara showed a wide grin, "Well, let's cross that bridge later. I think that there are lots of ways to address it. Lots of interesting ways, Joel. I'm pretty sure Ruby might agree with that assessment."
"I'll think about it."
"Don't think, do. You and Ruby should take the room where Brad and Janet were."
"That's moving pretty fast. And, there's another slight problem."
"What problem?"
"Sheila."
Barbara's look showed her puzzlement.
"She's been trying to get me to screw her."
Laughing, Barbara said "Like only for years. You don't want to?"
"She's pretty and very hot, but I just couldn't do it. I really feel like she's my kid sister. But, I don't want to hurt her. If Ruby and I hooked up, she might think I turned her down because she wasn't sexy enough, or something. She's still a kid and I wouldn't want to mess her up."
"Joel, you are unbelievable. I bet there isn't one guy in a hundred who would pass up someone like Sheila because they didn't want to hurt her. Tell you what, you and Ruby decide what you want to do. I'll ask Sheila to sleep with me tonight. I'm sure I can explain things to her."
"Are you and she like..."
"God, no. Although I bet it would be awesome sex, she and I never had and never will have anything like that. I love her, too. She's like a kid sister to me, as well. And, Joel, think about Sheila. She's not your sister. She is a beautiful young woman. I think you would be good for her. I bet you're a considerate lover. She might need that."
"Barbara, I'm having a hard time getting my mind around all this talk of sex. I am definitely ambivalent about Sheila. I'll talk with Ruby. In the meantime, does this mean you're going to cover up?"
Barbara laughed and pulled on her nipples. "As a matter of fact, when the girls come back out, we are going to sunbathe completely nude. And you, dear man, are going to be responsible to see that no part of our bodies is without sunscreen. See, I am not going to have sex with you, but I sure as hell am going to torture you and flirt my ass off."
I figured that was a torture I could endure.
(Since this is only the second day of the weekend, you know there will be more to come.)
*****
A big thank you to Perry for his editing of this piece. Please know that any errors are solely mine.
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Almost on cue, Ruby and Sheila reappeared on the porch, carrying what looked like gin and tonics. Their bare breasts moved in syncopation with each step. Ruby handed Barbara a tall glass wet with condensation.
Barbara took it and passed the cold glass over her nipple. "Aah, that feels good."
Ruby reached out and pinched the now hard nub. "I like them like this."
The two women smiled and looked at me. "I'm going inside," I said. "You guys are driving me crazy."
"Wait a second, Joel," said Sheila. "Hold these." She handed me two drink glasses. Grinning, she eased down her bikini bottoms. I just stared at the narrow strip of dark hair above the tight, small lips, wondering if I could even get my cock inside them. I was brought back to reality as Sheila took one drink back and walked to the lounge chair next to Barbara. She reclined, letting her legs part slightly and a bit of pink inner lips showed. There was no way I could disguise the bulge in my shorts, so I didn't even try.
Ruby then handed me her drink and shed her bottoms. In the daylight the sun revealed a gallery of different shades of red in her thick bush. I could clearly see her thick lips. Like Sheila, she retrieved her drink and took a lounge. As she adjusted the back, her legs straddled the front part. Her lips spread open and her inner lips appeared. My mind jumped to the thought of Barbara burying her face between those white thighs and feasting on that lush treasure. Being a guy, my mind quickly re-imagined me with my tongue running along the plump lips.
"Give me your drink, Joel," said Barbara.
"Why?"
"I think you'll need two hands to take my bottoms off."
Ruby and Sheila chuckled. Slowly I handed my glass to Barbara. I knelt beside the lounge and slipped my fingers along her hips. She raised her fanny and I pulled the small piece of clothing down her legs. Her soft blond curls appeared as I removed her suit. I thought it was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen. She smiled handed me my drink and laid back. She ran her hand across her boobs, down her stomach and across her pussy. As her thighs parted, she slipped a finger between her lips and slowly drew it back up, and then repeated this motion several times. I could see the wetness on her fingertip as she held it out to me.
I was torn between desire, not wanting to encourage her teasing and wondering what the two other women would think. Recalling the taste of her sweetness from that day in the park, I stared at the proffered finger.
"God, Joel, if you don't take it, I know someone here who would," Ruby said.
"Make that two someones," said Sheila.
I moved my mouth to her finger and Barbara slowly slipped it inside. The taste was even better than I remembered. Calling on all my strength, I held back the orgasm straining for release. I straightened up and drank half of my gin and tonic in one long gulp.
"I'm going inside," I said, "Before I go crazy."
"But, you haven't greased us up," said Barbara with a pronounced pout.
"I can't. Sorry. You'll have to take care of yourselves."
"I like that idea, too," said Sheila. "Ruby, can you do me?"
As Ruby moved next to Sheila, she squirted lotion on her boobs and began to rub it in, Sheila cooed with delight. I finished my drink and went inside. I made a beeline to the bedroom recently vacated by Brad and Janet and had my shorts and boxers off before I hit the bed. My hand flew up and down my erection and I came with volcanic power in under a minute. I grabbed some tissues from a box on the night stand and cleaned myself. I closed my eyes and wondered if I could survive two more days being tormented by three beautiful women.
Lying in the bed my mind raced with conflicting emotions. There were three attractive women a few feet away who all made it clear they would welcome a sexual encounter. Every male chromosome in my body screamed to go pick one, hell, pick two and have some fun.
In contrast, the analytic side of my brain kicked in. I couldn't have sex with Barbara because she was still married to Jim. Although I was reasonably sure that marriage would not last much longer, I didn't want to place myself between Jim and Barbara. Or, did I? Would it be worth the possible awkwardness to make love to her?
Sheila really was like a kid sister to me, although there were no blood ties and she said we should give sex a try. She was a young woman who could say yes or no to sex, and, she was making it clear that 'yes' was the only option in her mind at the moment.
Then there was Ruby. The instant I saw her, a sense of raw lust swept over me. She was pretty, smart, witty and just plain hot. She made it obvious she wouldn't mind a little sex. Barbara told me I should go with Ruby. My big hold up was that she and Barbara were in a quasi-physical relationship. What if Ruby and I did sleep together and later, after Barbara and Jim divorced, I wanted to try to build something with Barbara. Would the fact that we shared a lover be an impediment or a benefit?
My head was so messed up I thought the room was spinning. I needed to talk with someone. Obviously, Jim, once my best friend, was out of the question. Barbara, a woman whose opinion I valued, was unavailable. I didn't think I could call my mom and ask her advice. "Hi, mom, I was wondering if you could help me. I'm thinking about fucking a married woman, a girl barely out of her teens or a bi-sexual red-headed attorney. Oh, yeah, maybe I could have sex with all three. Any ideas?"
No, that call would not be happening.
Suddenly I remembered Brian. He is a client and a successful writer. We met through a mutual acquaintance and I began to manage some of his money. The recommendations I made were returning high dividends and showing growth. Brian was more than happy with my advice. He eventually shifted most of his investments to my care. We had become friendly through our frequent conversations and there were a couple reasons that I felt he could help me.
First, Brian was smart, worldly and a solid guy. Second, I know that he had been involved in a situation along the same lines. In his case there were two married women. I was desperate and pulled out my phone from the discarded shorts on the floor. I found his number and pressed send.
After three rings, he answered.
"Joel?"
No secrets with caller ID. "Hi, Brian, hope I'm not catching you at a bad time."
"Not at all," he said. "Is there a problem? Am I suddenly broke?"
I could hear the humor in his voice, but also an undercurrent of concern. "No, your investments are in great shape. I just reviewed your portfolio last week and everything is humming along."
"Good news," he said. "I'd hate to have to sell the farm."
"No, you can enjoy living there for a long, long time."
"Great. So what's up?"
"Uh, Brian, I have sort of a private situation and was hoping I could talk to you about it. It has to do with relationships."
Hearing a hearty laugh, I wondered if this were a big mistake.
"Bad idea, huh?" I said.
"No, Joel. It's just that thinking of some of my relationships, I'm doubtful that I can be of any help. Putting doubt aside, if I can help, even by listening, I'm happy to do so."
"Thanks, Brian. This may take a while."
"Go ahead. I've got nothing else to do."
I doubted that since he was usually working on a novel. But, I took him at his word and began to tell him the story of how I accidentally flashed Barbara at the old pool. I wove the tale and introduced Ruby, Sheila and Jim. Brian made noises to let me know he was listening.
When I finished, I realized how truly strange this whole thing was. I questioned why I thought anyone could help me.
"That's some story," he said when he was sure I had finished. "So, let me be sure I understand. There are three beautiful women who want to have sex with you?"
"Uh, yes."
"And, you find each of them both sexually and personally attractive?"
"Yes."
There was a long silence.
"You do realize, Joel, that a majority of the men in this country would not see this as a problem? And, that they would probably think you are some kind of wuss not to be balls deep in pussy right now? You do understand that?"
"God, yes."
"Well, for better or worse, I never considered myself part of the majority. I happen to think that you are a decent guy trying to figure out how to navigate treacherous waters without damaging yourself or any of those women. I admire you. I also think you are doing the right thing when you show concern for someone's marriage. As you know when my wife, Judy, cheated on me it started a chain of events that ruined her and pulled apart some life-long friendships. You are wise to take it slow. May I ask you a couple questions?"
"Sure," I said.
I could hear Brian take a deep breath. "The way you've spoken about these women, I take it Barbara is probably the one you desire the most."
"I guess so," I said, "I'm sure it's more than just desire. I think I love her, too."
"And, you'd like to see where your love might take you. Does she love you? Would she want to commit to you? Would you two marry?"
"I never got that far in my thinking," I admitted.
"Yeah, well as a writer I'm always thinking about where the story leads. So, what do you think would happen if Jim and Barbara divorced? Do you think she'd want to jump right into another committed relationship?"
"Shit." I said. "Probably not."
"Yes, probably not. If you were to pursue her immediately, you might be her rebound lover. She then might have regrets about getting involved with you before her marriage was officially over. Or, she may have second thoughts about having jumped into bed with you so quickly and back off so she could come to grips with how she could move on with her life."
"So, don't fuck her now and don't do it right after the divorce?"
Brian laughed. "I wouldn't put it that way, but that's the gist. You said she values your friendship. So, what would be best for her after a divorce? Having you as a friend or having you as a lover. Believe me, Joel, I doubt if you could be both at that point in her life."
"But what if someone else comes into her life? I could lose her."
"Do you think she knows how you feel about her, I mean sexually or romantically?"
"Yes."
"Then, if it is meant for you two to be together, it will happen. My advice is to be her friend, support her, give her space when she needs it, but let her know you are there when she needs that. If she is as smart as you tell me, she's probably figured all this out. Her teasing is just a way to both let you know she is interested and also to test the depth and limits of your friendship."
"That's kinda messed up but makes sense in a strange way."
"Just telling you how I'd write the story. Besides, you know how complicated my life became."
I recalled how he had managed to have two women move in with him and allow him to sustain a third relationship with an older neighbor. As far as Joel knew, Brian was still living that dream.
"Now, what about the other two women?" said Brian. "Do you want to have sex with one, the other or both?"
After a long pause, I said, "Yes."
He laughed. "I imagine Barbara knows that, too. I also imagine she knows that you need some release. My advice is to continue to be available. If one of them makes a definite move and you feel like you'd want to go that way, then have fun, my friend. I would say, though, that you seem to have a major hang-up about the young one. When one of my characters gets this conflicted it can lead to a lot of fun for me as a writer. In real life, however, I think such conflict is a major 'Caution—Danger Ahead' sign."
Brian and I talked a little longer and he allowed me to run various scenarios by him. In the end, his original advice made the most sense. Just be a friend to Barbara and let nature take its course with Ruby and Sheila, but mostly with Ruby.
After I hung up, I felt I had completed a five set tennis match. I closed my eyes and fell into a deep sleep.
As I dozed I dreamt I was being treated to an amazing blow job. I opened my eyes and almost screamed. Either I was having a living dream or the wet mass of red hair belonged to the head that was swallowing my dick.
"Oh, god, Ruby. Stop."
Feeling her warm lips pull away, I looked down to see her emerald green eyes sparkle as she smiled. "Joel, I'm only stopping because I wanted you hard. Now, my dear man, we are going to fuck. And, I mean F-U-C-K."
"Do you really think we should..."
Ruby straddled me and mashed her mouth onto mine cutting off any other stupid words I could utter. As her tongue slipped into my mouth, tasting of gin, lime and something so sweet, all my hesitations melted away. I wanted her.
Ruby was rubbing her pussy along my erection. I could feel the wetness as I enjoyed the sensation. I and cupped each small breast. They were firm and the nipples hard. Ruby continued to kiss me and moaned into my mouth as I pinched each nipple. I pinched harder and she pulled her mouth away.
"God, yes, Joel. Just like that."
Ruby was breathing through her mouth and had her eyes closed. I pulled hard on her nipples to bring her breasts closer to my head. I released one and sucked her entire breast into my mouth. Her skin tasted clean and fresh from a recent shower. She let out a long growl as my tongue lashed the nipple. I kept squeezing one nipple between my fingers and bit down on the other.
"Oh, shit," she cried and pushed her pussy hard against my shaft, momentarily stopping the steady grinding she had been doing. I could feel her shake and realized she must have had an orgasm. Spurred on and determined to make her come much harder, I shifted around and eased her onto her back. Her boobs disappeared onto her chest. I licked each nipple and continued a downward journey. As I neared her wild bush, I caught a whiff of something that reached deep inside me, arousing an animal instinct left from years of evolution. I wanted to fuck this female. This is how our ancestors must have felt and how the human race flourished. My mind was inflamed by her scent.
As much as I wanted my cock inside Ruby, I need to taste what I was smelling. I pushed my face between her thighs. There was no kissing, nibbling or teasing. I wanted to eat her and drink in that liquid coating her pussy. I spread her sex with my fingers and drove my tongue in as far as I could.
My taste buds exploded with a unique experience. Ruby tasted hot, sweet and, after a second, a little tart. Her juices were thick and coated my tongue. I wanted more. I began lapping at her pussy. Ruby was making mewling sounds as my tongue explored her. My thumb pushed down on her clit and she cried out. I shoved two fingers inside and she rotated her hips back and forth. I moved my hand around and let my fingers search along the top wall of her vagina. I figured I found the special spot when Ruby grabbed my head and smashed me hard against her pussy. I rubbed that interior spot and moved my tongue to her clit. The tiny nub was trying to escape its hood. Using my thumb I pushed the hood back and wrapped my lips around her clit.
"I can't take any more," gasped Ruby as I felt another shock travel through her body and her pussy squeezed my fingers.
Ignoring her, I sucked the clit as hard as I could and banged my tongue against it time and time again. Ruby was bouncing on the bed. I pushed as hard as I could on her interior spot and used my teeth to catch her clit. The effect was a low scream as Ruby clamped her strong thighs against my head. Her hands pushed my face even deeper against her crotch. I could feel the orgasm work through her body as her hips pushed up off the bed. She clawed at my wrist trying to free my fingers from inside her. I knew she had enough, but I was not going to go easy. I pushed two more times hard against her G-spot and she cried out again. I then let her pull my hand away. As her thighs relaxed a bit, I sucked her clit and lashed it with my tongue.
"Oh, fucking stop, Joel. Please, stop."
I pulled my face away and moved up her body. I pressed my wet lips against hers. She opened her mouth and I slipped my tongue inside. She used her mouth and tongue to clean my face. I could feel her heart beating fast as I lay atop her. My erection was splayed on her thigh.
"Are you on the pill?" I asked.
"Oh, Joel, no, you can't," she pleaded as her eyes bore into mine. "Give me some time."
"Are you on the pill?" I repeated.
She slowly nodded.
"I haven't been inside a woman in six months," I said, "And I had a full screening three months ago. I know I have no problems. You?"
"Joel, I don't think I can do anything right now. Maybe later. Let's take a break and..."
"Are you safe?"
Ruby closed her eyes and nodded.
I rose up on my knees and pushed her thighs apart. I aligned the tip of my cock against her swollen and wet opening.
"Ruby, I know you are tired, but I want you. You can say no and this will end. But, trust me, you can go further. I know you can. If you don't say 'no' right now, I'm going to continue."
Ruby opened her eyes. For the first time I saw a hint of something. Maybe it was uncertainty, maybe it was fear. We locked eyes as I moved my cock against her pussy.
"Joel, no."
My heart sank. I wanted to fuck her. I needed it. I believe she wanted it. But, I promised.
I started to pull back. Ruby placed her hands on my ass and held me in place.
Ruby smiled. "Joel, no...way are you going to stop now. Fuck me. Really, really fuck me."
I didn't give her a second to reconsider and pushed inside with one, long thrust. Ruby screamed and I'm sure that Barbara and Sheila must have heard her. Immediately I began long, slow thrusts. Ruby had accommodated my size and was responding. She linked her long legs around my waist and pulled me in with every thrust I made. Soon, we found a rhythm that met both our needs.
Her hands dug into my ass, her nails going deep into my flesh. Sweat was pouring off both of us as we tried to outdo each other. I knew I was rapidly reaching my point of no return. I grabbed her legs and hoisted them onto my shoulders. I leaned forward practically doubling her over.
"Jesus, you feel good inside me," she cried.
My hands were planted next to her head as my arms held my weight. Using my knees for leverage, I pounded into Ruby with every ounce of energy I had left. Her tongue was out and she moved her head in accord with my plunging dick.
"I'm there. What about you?" I rasped.
"I've fucking lost count, but I think the mother of them all is just around the corner. Can you last another minute?"
I ground my teeth, and calling on some reserve I never knew I had. I held my orgasm in check and drove as fast as I could. Ruby's breathing shortened and her face turned scarlet.



"Now, Joel, now," she cried and her hand reached to her clit. She began strumming her bud.
I pushed in as fast, hard, and deep as I could. My balls smashed her ass and I let loose. Her hands gripped my biceps and she slammed her pussy up to meet me. As spasm came upon spasm I felt her pussy squeeze my cock until I could not even move it. Ruby was saying something I could not understand. My arms were trembling from exhaustion as the last spurt of relief left me.
She let go of my arms and I rolled to the side, my spent cock popping out. We lay side by side, our damp bodies touching, chests heaving and staring at the ceiling.
"Now, that's a fuck," she said. I started laughing and she joined in. Soon, we were rolling against each other as we held our stomachs. There was a knock on the door.
"Cut it out, you two. That's not fair. We can hear you, you know."
Ruby and I locked eyes and burst out laughing again. I gained some control and yelled back, "Go away, little girl."
"Fuck you both," Sheila yelled and kicked the door. We could hear her enter the bedroom next to us and slam the door. In a second she pounded on the adjoining wall.
"I fucking hate both of you."
Pulling Ruby to me I whispered in her ear. She nodded.
Together we went into the interconnecting bathroom. We took a minute to clean up and then burst into Sheila's room. She was on the bottom bunk, naked with one hand clamped to her breast and the other moving rapidly between her legs.
She saw us and screamed. "Get out. Fuck. Get out."
Instead, we pounced on her and began tickling her sides. She squirmed, but couldn't escape the both of us. Together we wrangled her out of the bunk and I hoisted her over my shoulder. We went back into my bedroom and I threw her face down on the bed. Ruby and I pushed down on her back and pinned her to the mattress. I put my hand on her round butt.
"Now, apologize for saying nasty things to us."
She looked over her shoulder. I had my hand poised inches above her naked flesh.
"You wouldn't dare," she sneered.
"Apologize," I said.
"Fuck y..."
Before she got the second word out my hand slapped her ass.
"Shit. You prick," she yelled.
Ruby raised her hand. "That's not an apology. Let's hear it."
"Screw you, bitch."
The sound of the second slap bounced off the walls.
Sheila looked back over her shoulder again. We both had our hands in a position to deliver an even more powerful blow.
"Ok, ok. I fucking apologize to you two assholes."
"That's better I said."
"Much," said Ruby.
I nodded and we delivered a simultaneous blow to her reddened cheeks.
"Ouch," Sheila cried. "That one really hurt."
"Time to make it better," I said. I bent and softly kissed her tender rear. Ruby did the same. We each rubbed a cheek and let up on the pressure that kept her pinned.
Slowly Sheila turned over.
"Mad?" I asked.
"I should be. That was cruel."
"But..."
Sheila smiled. "That freaking turned me on." We all laughed and Ruby and I fell along side of her.
The door opened and Barbara looked in on the three naked bodies in the bed.
She was wet from a shower and toweled her hair dry. She was exquisitely nude.
"I guess when the dam breaks there's bound to be a flood," she said and grinned. "I'm going to start to make dinner, but no need to rush."
She closed the door. "What did she mean that we didn't have to rush?" asked Sheila.
Ruby slid her hand slowly toward Sheila's crotch. "I think she meant if there was unfinished business, we should finish it." She cupped Sheila's crotch. "We saw what you were doing in your room. And, we know that you never completed what you started."
Sheila gasped and I could see her legs move apart. "Oh, that feels nice."
"Joel and I interrupted something before." Ruby was slowly moving her hand around Sheila's lips. "I hate when that happens to me, so why don't we help."
"Help?" I said looking across Sheila's naked body to Ruby.
"You don't have to fuck her, Joel. Kiss her, play with her boobs. Do anything. I can do the rest."
Sheila turned her head toward me. "Is this ok with..." Before the last word could escape my mouth, Sheila's lips pressed to mine. I kissed her back and welcomed her tongue into my mouth.
Ruby rolled on to her side and kept a steady motion between Sheila's legs as she gently kissed a nipple. Sheila took my hand and placed it on the breast Ruby wasn't teasing. I cupped the soft mound and squeezed. Sheila pushed her chest up from the bed. She kissed me again and then whispered, "Kiss my tit."
As I put my lips to Sheila's breast I made eye contact with Ruby. She winked and sucked a nipple deep in her mouth. Sheila let out a long, low sound. I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked. "God, that's it," said Sheila.
Ruby and I continued to lavish attention to the beautiful mounds. I could see Ruby's hand hard at work below. Sheila had raised her knees and let them fall open. I could clearly make out two fingers moving in and out while her Ruby's thumb kept a steady beat on Sheila's clit. I lightly bit down on Sheila's nipple. Suddenly, she let out a sound and her body tensed up. Sheila held her breath and then began to relax. Ruby and I released her nipples. Ruby offered me her two coated fingers. I took one and licked it clean. Sheila's taste was different from Ruby's. It was stronger and less sweet. Ruby smiled and took the remaining wet finger and slipped it past her lips. We moved our faces together and kissed sharing the rapidly fading taste of the young woman between us.
Ruby next kissed Sheila. I followed her lead. In a second three tongues were touching each other.
"Thanks, guys," said Ruby. "That was special. I'm going to help Barbara. You can stay here and relax."
She moved away and left the room, closing the door behind her. Sheila rolled into my arms and I held her as her head moved to my chest.
"That was awesome, Joel. Thank you."
"Thank you, Sheila. You are simply beautiful."
She slid her hand onto my flaccid cock and sighed. I kissed her hair and felt her drift into sleep.
I must have dozed off as well, because I was startled at the sound of a rap on the door. The door opened and Barbara stuck her head in. She looked at us. Sheila had rolled partially on top of me and her hand still clutched my cock, which was hard. Barbara shook her head and then asked if I could consider grilling. I nodded and Barbara retreated.
I eased myself away from Sheila and covered her with the sheet. I pulled on shorts and a tee shirt, slipped on my flip-flops and joined Barbara in the kitchen.
There was a platter stacked with steaks on the counter. I made my way to the deck to start the fire. I was leaning on the railing when a beer appeared in front of me. Ruby, dressed in a light cotton sweater and shorts, stood next to me.
We raised our bottles as our eyes met. "Cheers," I said and she nodded.
We turned and looked down at the lake. "Did you fuck her?"
"No, we just held each other."
"Hmm," said Ruby.
"There's a lot contained in that 'hmm'," I said. "Would you be angry if I did?"
"Got no claims on you, Joel," she said staring straight ahead.
"That doesn't answer the question."
"I thought we were pretty good together," said Ruby. "It was like the fuck of the year."
I laughed and said, "For me, it was like the fuck of the decade."
Ruby bumped her shoulder into mine and smiled. "Yeah, it was really good."
"Good, in like you might consider more?" I asked.
"Good, in like I might consider a lot more," she replied.
"So, you don't want me to sleep with Sheila? Is that like part of the deal?"
Ruby turned toward me, her green eyes blazing. "Joel, we don't have any fucking deal. We had a great fuck and I thought maybe we could have some more. That's it."
I knew that wasn't it. "Bullshit, Ruby. Are you jealous because of what we did with Sheila or that I might sleep with her?"
"What we did to help Sheila, we did together. All I heard from you is that she's like your sister, so I didn't figure you would screw her. I figured that was a one-time thing and what she needed at the moment. It wasn't a big deal."
"Ok, then where's all this anger coming from?"
"I'm not angry, Joel. Believe me. You would know if I were angry. I'm confused."
"By?"
"When Barbara went to ask you to cook, she said you and Sheila were like on top of each other and she was holding your hard cock. So, I thought maybe since you had one of us, you were like going for a double, or something."
I was surprised by the apparent jealousy, despite Ruby's protestations to the contrary. With all the teasing the three women were doing it appeared that sex among any of us was acceptable.
"Ruby, sex with you was amazing. You're amazing. As far as Sheila and I are concerned, I could be coy and say it's none of your business. But, I don't want to get defensive. I plan to talk to Sheila tonight. I was already planning to do so. I will tell her that what happened among the three of us was a unique experience and that I will not participate in something like that again. I will also tell her that she and I are not going to have sex. When she finishes school, has a job and some real world experience, she can come see me. If she is still interested—which I am sure she will not be—we can discuss sex at that time."
Ruby watched me closely as I spoke. I tended to the grill and saw that the coals were ready. I spread them about the bottom, placed the rack on top and loaded the steaks. I placed the top on the grill and turned back to Ruby.
"You telling me the truth?" she asked.
"Yep."
"Now, I feel like an asshole," she said and drank her beer.
"No need to," I replied. "I think we are all in uncharted waters. And, you are not an asshole. You have a great ass, though."
She laughed and bumped my shoulder again. "You're a good guy, Joel."
"Sometimes," I said and smiled.
We heard the door open and saw Barbara come onto the deck.
"How's it coming?"
Ruby and I shared a glance that Barbara noticed.
"God, not the fucking part, I mean the steaks."
"I think both are doing quite nicely," I answered.
"I agree," said Ruby.
"Well, then concentrate on the steaks for now. I'm starving," said Barbara. She smiled and went back inside.
I flipped the steaks. As I turned back to Ruby, she came into my arms, wrapping hers around my waist. "Can we sleep together tonight?"
"Can't promise a lot of sleeping," I said.
"Even better."
We kissed.
I checked and saw that the meat was cooked to rare. I piled the steaks on the platter and Ruby and I went inside. Barbara and Sheila were pouring wine. We sat and toasted each other.
"To a great weekend," offered Sheila.
Barbara laughed, "With some qualifications."
Sheila apologized. "Sorry, I didn't mean all that shit with my asshole brother was part of a great weekend. I meant like the four of us, being here and, you know, that kinda stuff."
Ruby banged her knee into my thigh to signal that we knew what sort of "stuff" Sheila was referencing.
"Right," said Ruby, holding her glass high. "To the four of us and a great weekend."
We clinked and took a sip. I passed the platter of meat and we began our meal. The conversation flowed and dealt with current affairs, movies, TV and almost everything except what went on in the bedroom.
There were still some of Ruby's cookies left and we sat on the deck enjoying them.
"Are you guys up for another swim?" asked Barbara.
The ladies answered yes. I said I'd like to take a walk and asked Sheila to come with me.
"Shit," she said. "I was afraid I was going to get a 'talk.' I was hoping it would come later."
Ruby and Barbara laughed and went inside to finish cleaning up. I led Sheila around to the back and we walked down the road. She slipped her hand in mine.
"Joel, that was so nice before. It almost made me forgive you about the loud screwing."
"Sheila, I enjoyed being with you. Hell, you are really sexy and pretty and I loved touching you. But..."
"Yeah, there's always a fucking 'but'," she said.
I squeezed her hand. "Sheila, it would be very easy to make love to you. It's just that I can't do it. I want to explain."
"Hey, no problem. I get that I'm just some dumb kid. I think I should just pack my stuff and go home."
"Sheila, I don't think of you as dumb or a kid, except when you talk about running away. Adults don't do that."
"Some adults do. My asshole brother probably does."
"Jim isn't part of what we're talking about." I stopped and pulled her to me. The moon allowed us to see each other's faces.
"Sheila, you are special to me. What happened earlier was not planned. Somehow we moved from teasing you to, well, you know. I won't be a hypocrite and say I didn't enjoy it, because it was erotic as hell. But, that's not how I truly feel about you. I love you, but I don't want to be your lover."
Tears formed in the corners of her eyes. "I'm such a loser," she said. "I know I could never compete with women like Ruby or Barbara. Thanks for before, Joel, it was nice. Sort of a low level mercy fuck."
"Sheila, you have to stop exaggerating everything. You're not a loser. You are every bit as attractive—both sexually and personally—as Ruby and Barbara. I am not going to have sex with you because I want more than a physical relationship. Even just the little bit we did today made me feel that I was doing something wrong."
"How could something that felt so good, so natural be wrong?" she asked.
"Maybe 'wrong' is not the correct word. Sheila, I'm not blind. I know you've had a crush on me. It sounds conceited, but I think I'm right. I tried not to feed into it, but it was very flattering. But, as sexy as you are, right now I want to be your friend. Having you as my friend and someone you respect is much more important than a sexual fling."
"It could be more than a fling," she said.
"Not really," I answered. "It's not the number of years between us, it's where we are in our lives. You still have the rest of college. That will be a time for having fun, letting loose and learning. It is not a time to be tied into a relationship with a man who is past all that. Enjoy your time now."
"I wouldn't see it as being tied down," Sheila said.
"Yeah, you would. I would be so not interested in the social life of college that I'd never want to do things you want. I wouldn't want to hang with your friends, go to your parties, play beer pong and all the other stuff you would be doing. That doesn't mean you're immature; it means we are different points in our lives. Sheila, you should just enjoy the hell out of right now. In a few years, you'll be dealing with all kinds of shit that won't let you enjoy the right now."
"Does that mean that we could get together after college?"
"I'll make you a deal," I said and put my hands behind her neck. "On the second anniversary of your graduation and if you have a job, you can ask me for anything. If you want sex, I will take you to bed. If I'm in a relationship, I'll tell that person that I am going with you. We will see what happens."
"Is that a real promise?"
"Yes, a real promise. But, Sheila, it's not going to happen. You will be so far past what you're thinking right now that you'll wonder how you even considered it. But, it is a promise."
She jumped in my arms. "Joel, you're the best. I love you."
"I love you, too," I said and then paused. I added, "Little sister."
"Ugh, I hate that." Sheila kissed me. I kept my lips pressed tight.
"Ok, I get it," she said. "But does that mean we get to go skinny dipping again? And, can I still lust after your cock?"
I laughed and gave her butt a slap. "Do I have to spank you again?"
"Well, the last time was lots of fun, so..."
"Speaking of the last time, did it bother you to have a woman touching you?'
Sheila laughed. "Joel, I'm a woman in college. Girls getting like together is so not unusual. We're not Lesbians, we just like to be with another girl sometimes. It's fun and you definitely cannot get pregnant. And, I don't have to tell you that Ruby is nuclear hot. Plus, she knows how to work the business. I haven't come that hard with just a couple fingers doing the action in like ever."
I laughed and grabbed her hand. "See, we are in way different places."
"Do you think Barbara and Ruby are Lesbians?'
"Don't know."
"Duh, wake up and smell the perfume. Just because girls have sex with girls doesn't mean they're Lesbians. "
I led her off and we arrived back at the house to find Barbara and Ruby in the lake. Sheila and I stripped and joined them
"How was the talk?" asked Barbara.
"Great," I said.
"Sucked," said Sheila.
Laughing we began splashing each other. The water felt much warmer than last night and none of us wanted to get out.
"I wouldn't mind some more wine," said Barbara. Ruby and Sheila agreed.
"Do you mind, Joel?" asked Ruby.
"Happy to oblige. Uh, are there plastic glasses or something? I'd be afraid I'd drop a glass and have to deal with stepping on broken pieces."
"I'll come up with you," said Barbara. We climbed out and walked naked up to the house. Inside I opened the wine and she took some plastic wine glasses from the cupboard. As we were placing them on a tray, our eyes met.
"Joel, I want to go to bed with you in the worst way."
"You really think it would be the 'worst'?"
She laughed. "God, you can make me feel so good. We aren't going to screw, are we?"
"Not now." I was thinking I was banking a lot of promises regarding future sex. I hoped they didn't all come due at the same time.
"Will you hold me?"
I opened my arms and Barbara slid in. I wanted to tell myself that it was not sexual, but was having trouble with that concept as her breasts pushed into my chest and my dick nestled against her pussy.
"I think we would be good together," Barbara said softly.
"Yes, I know we would. I think that it would be better that I'm just your friend for a while. The road ahead looks bumpy. I want to be there for you."
She flattened her cheek against my chest. "I could really love you. You're always thinking about my best interests."
"True, but sometimes I think about your tits."
She choked and let out a burst of laughter. "See, you can always make me laugh. I appreciate that more than anything." She paused and slid her hand between us and onto my cock. "Well, almost anything."
"It's just a dick, Barbara."
"A handsome dick," she said. "That's the unanimous opinion of all the women gathered here."
"My dick is the topic of conversation?"
"Don't go getting all impressed with yourself. It also happens to be the only dick here. Still, we all think it looks great."
She squeezed it and added. "Of course Ruby thinks it works just fine, too."
"Are you ok about the two of us?"
"I'm jealous, but ok."
"What about you and her?"
"Would it bother you if she and I still had sex?"
"I haven't thought about it, but probably not."
"Good. I think she will also help me get through the bumpy road you mentioned."
"I'm certainly not a lawyer, but I think you would not want Jim to know about the two of you. It might give him some leverage."
"Shit, I hadn't thought of that. God, I will be so fucking horny without her I may lose my mind."
"It's only temporary."
"Joel, when this is all over do you think that we all could, I don't know, somehow be together?"
My mind and my dick reacted to that thought. "Let's not close any doors, but I want you to know when this—the resolution of what you and Jim decide-is all over, I want to try to build something with you. If Ruby is a part of that, well, we can deal with it then. But, Barbara, I want to have you in my life."
I could feel tears running down my chest. Barbara sobbed quietly and hugged me tighter.



"I love you, Joel. I've wanted to say that for a long time."
"I love you, too. We'll get through this. I'm here for you."
"Thanks. Now, let's get back to the lake. They must think something's happened to us."
I bent my head down and kissed her.
"Something has happened to us, Barbara. Something quite good."
Sometime later...
As divorces go, it was not that bad. Jim had pleaded with Barbara for another chance. After some consideration, she said no. Even with no contentious issues, it took almost a year for the decree to be finalized. They did close to a fifty-fifty split on assets with the exception that Barbara kept the condo, including all the furnishings. I think the video of Jim and his mistress took most of the fight out of him.
Jim moved in with Keisha, but that only lasted a month. Seems once the allure of a dangerous and secretive affair went away, so did a lot of the passion for both parties. He ended up sharing an apartment with another divorced attorney in his office. We never played tennis together again. I see him on occasion, but other than a perfunctory hell-o, we don't have much to say to each other. I miss having him as a friend, but his behavior toward Barbara destroyed any chance we had for maintaining a friendship that included trust and respect.
Sheila finished her senior year and moved to the west coast. During her senior year, she shifted her need for advice and support from Jim to me. She continued to flirt, but it was clearly a game and we both knew it. My affection for her grew and sometimes I thought I must be crazy to not enter into a physical relationship with her. At times she would stay with me on a short college break. In the morning I would find her in the kitchen making coffee dressed solely in tiny bikini bottoms. She would smile and slowly walk back to her room. I thought perhaps she was majoring in flirting. If so, she was magna cum laude. In spite her teasing, Sheila knew she was safe with me. She could let down her guard and relax. I think she developed some mistrust of men after seeing how her brother treated Barbara. When I never responded to her flirting, I hope she realized that you could trust a man. Of course, she probably never grasped how close to the edge I was. In the end, I loved her too much to violate her trust.
During her senior year, Sheila met and fell in love with a great guy, whose family lived in the San Diego area. His father owned a large landscaping business and Sheila's boyfriend started working there. He graduated with a degree in landscape design and would most likely take over the business. She got a job at the San Diego Zoo in the development office. They are still together and appear to be happy. She has not come calling to collect on my promise made at the lake. I am fairly certain she never will.
Ruby and I, to both our surprises, have continued to build a relationship. At first the foundation was sex. It was excellent sex, but we kept it at that level for a while. Finally, as Barbara's divorce moved along, the three of us began to hang out together. Ruby and I found we enjoyed each other's company just as much when we weren't slapping our groins together, although said slapping continued at a pleasant pace.
She and Barbara also found equilibrium without sex as the common element. Their friendship deepened. The biggest turning point turned out to be a week-long trip to Ireland. Traveling and sharing rooms in B&Bs brought us to a new level of comfort and intimacy. That's intimacy without sex. Well, to be honest, Ruby and I had lots of sex and Barbara watched. We felt bad at first, but after a couple times, we enjoyed having her as a non-participating partner. We would fantasize on how maybe things could be different after the divorce. Barbara was not shy about pleasing herself while watching Ruby and me. Truth be told, I was equally aroused by the physical contact with Ruby and the visual appreciation of what Barbara's fingers were doing.
Barbara and I shared lots of lunches during the year and a half after the weekend at the lake. Our friendship deepened to the point where we became each other's most important relationship. She was supportive of Ruby and me being together. We never fully discussed what we would do once she had the decree in hand.
It was a Tuesday several months after the decree was finalized when she called me at my office.
"Can we skip lunch today?" Barbara asked.
"Sure. Got something pressing?"
"No, actually I'm taking the day off."
"Really!"
"Yes. I plan to spend the entire day cooking a great meal for tonight."
"Special occasion that I'm not aware of?"
She made a little sound. "Can you be here around seven?"
"Sure. Can I bring wine?"
"Got everything taken care of."
We rang off with our usual, "Love you."
I got home close to six and showered and shaved again. I dressed casually, but in decent clothes. I wasn't sure what Barbara had in mind, but I thought it sounded special.
I walked into the lobby and saw Ruby at the elevator.
"Ah, dinner for the three of us," I said. "Do you know what's up?"
She was carrying a bouquet of yellow roses. "Not sure, but I have a suspicion she's thinking that this is the sixth month anniversary of the decree. Barbara said she didn't want to make any big changes or commitments for a while after the divorce was final. She's been putting most of her energy into her work. You know she's now regarded as the one of the top death penalty defenders in the country."
I did know that and was proud of what she had accomplished. I was also in awe that she had the strength to seemingly abstain from sex for this long a period.
"So this is celebration time?" I mused.
Ruby leaned in and kissed me. "Probably. I wonder what she has in mind."
As we rode up together, my mind churned in anticipation.
Barbara greeted us at the door. She was dressed in a simple blue skirt and long-sleeved pale yellow blouse. She looked radiant. Her hair was pulled back with a blue head band and then hung down in a soft pony tail. She wore make-up to accent and not to overpower her natural beauty. The blush on her cheeks was real and not applied. I could see a glint in her eyes that was absent during the time she was recreating her life.
After hugging and kissing both of us, she welcomed us into the condo. The scent of something subtle and exotic lingered. I felt I could inhale that fragrance forever and never tire of it. As Barbara went to the kitchen, Ruby turned to me and whispered. "God, she smells so good."
Smiling, I whispered back, "Does it make your mouth water?" Ruby jabbed me in my ribs and told me to behave. She then grinned and the desire in her eyes told me her true answer.
The table was set with her best china and crystal. Sitting in the living room, we enjoyed champagne and light appetizers. Dinner was superb and accompanied by a selection of wines. Barbara served a composed salad with a semi-sweet dressing. The accompanying fresh sourdough rolls balanced the sweetness. This course was accompanied by a light, buttery Chardonnay. She would not allow us to clear or help serve the next course, which was tenderloin of pork in an apple demi-glaze. Each of us received a plate with the carefully arranged meat, fresh sautéed asparagus and spätzle made in bacon fat. Barbara served a light St. Emilion.
Our dinner conversation flowed as only three close friends can accomplish. With no awkward pauses, we jumped from topic to topic, listened to each other and laughed a lot. Barbara cleared our dinner plates and returned with a selection of hard and soft cheeses. After returning to the kitchen, she served a bottle of sauterne. The wine was perfect with the cheese, but I was becoming concerned about driving after drinking so much. I was to learn that it would not be a problem.
Ruby and I resisted pushing her into the one topic we had not discussed, but as we nibbled on the cheese plate, Ruby finally burst out.
"So, what are we celebrating—your anniversary?"
Barbara lit up. She nodded and pulled an envelope from under her chair. Opening it, she passed the decree around. In spite of all the legalese, we knew she saw it as her passport to her future. She then pulled out her original marriage certificate. She touched one corner to a lit candle and watched it catch fire. She held it until it burned down close to her fingers and dropped the remnant in a wine bucket. We all stood and did a group hug. Ruby and I congratulated her as tears streamed down her cheeks.
"You two have been my rocks. I could not have gotten through all this without you. Thank you."
Now there were three sets of eyes running with tears.
"I've prepared a special dessert. I am really nervous about it."
We assured her that we would love whatever it was.
Taking us each by our hands, she led us back to her bedroom. Ruby and I shot a glance at each other.
Barbara pushed open the door. Although I had seen her bedroom before, I was amazed at what was before our eyes.
Her queen-sized bed was gone and a king-sized one was in its place. The room was repainted in a soft yellow. It struck me as not too feminine nor too masculine. The blue sheets and comforter were pulled half-way down. Resting on the headboard were three pillows. Candles were the only illumination. A wine bucket with a champagne bottle rested on the bedside table accompanied by three flutes.
"God, just let me get this out," Barbara gushed.
Ruby and I stood silent.
"I've wanted this for a long time. When we were in Ireland, I loved watching the two of you in bed. More than anything I wanted to join you. I wanted the three of us to join as one."
Barbara took a deep breath and continued. "Joel, I know that I love you and am sure you love me."
I nodded.
"Ruby, I know you love me and you know I am crazy about you."
Ruby sniffled and nodded.
"Joel, I imagine you thought about the two of us making love. I do want that, I really do. But, tonight I want the three of us together. I want to be loved by both of you and I want to love you both in return. I've never done anything like this and am not sure how it all works. But, I figure let's get naked and let nature and our desire do the rest. I can't tell you how many times I've been tempted to just say the hell with it and drag one or both of you to bed. I resisted those temptations until I could put a definitive end to my marriage and give myself some time to reassess who I am."
With that Barbara unbuttoned her shirt and dropped it. The lacy bra soon followed and in a minute she had shed her skirt and panties. I had not seen her naked since Ireland. Her blond bush was still neatly trimmed and looked so sexy in the flickering candlelight. I certainly had not forgotten how beautiful her breasts were, but it was a new found delight to see them standing firmly on her chest, the nipples hard and proud.
"God, guys, say something," Barbara exclaimed.
"I'm trying," I said. "But, honestly, you are so beautiful, I'm practically speechless."
Barbara relaxed and let her smile spread across her face.
"Oh, honey," Ruby said. "You can't imagine how I've ached for such a sight. Yes, you are beautiful, but you're so much more than that. I love you."
Barbara grinned, exposing her perfect, white teeth. She spread her arms and Ruby and I filled that space. I drank in her delightful aroma as she pressed her lips to Ruby. In a minute, she turned to me and I grew weak as her soft lips met mine. Barbara alternated between our mouths, letting her tongue reacquaint itself with long denied pleasure.
She finally stepped back and said, "You, two, are way over-dressed."
Needing no further encouragement, Ruby and I were naked in record time. The three of us crawled on to the huge bed. I poured three glasses of champagne.
"To new experiences," Barbara said raising her flute.
"To new love," added Ruby.
"To all new temptations," I added.
We clinked, drank down the smooth liquid, set our glasses aside and fell into each other's arms.
I turned Barbara's face to mine and explored every inch with my lips. I could feel Ruby move a hand to Barbara's chest and play with the soft mound and bud. Barbara moaned as Ruby teased her. Soon my hand joined Ruby's on Barbara's chest. I slowly moved my kisses from her face to the crook of her neck. Barbara's response told me it was a special place that she loved. As I nuzzled her, I could feel her nipple harden and extend farther. Ruby's fingers touched mine and together we massaged Barbara's right breast.
"Oh, god, yes," Barbara said. "That feels so good."
I brought my face down to her chest. Ruby and I locked eyes as we each took a nipple into our mouths. Barbara's back arched and her tongue licked her lips. I knew I could be happy sucking her breast for the rest of the evening, but both Ruby and I wanted more. Although I had never made love with Barbara and Ruby knew her body in intimate detail, I decided to hold back. I looked at Ruby and pulled my mouth from Barbara's breast.
"Oh, no, don't stop," Barbara moaned.
I mouthed to Ruby, "Make love to her."
She shook her head, and by doing so pulled Barbara's nipple, eliciting a small cry.
I said softly, "Yes, do it."
It was part respect for Ruby but also a practical approach. I knew Barbara and I were going to have sex. I thought Ruby might enjoy going first and not having to deal with the mess that I would definitely be leaving. Come to find out later, that would not have been a deterrent. The three of us found many things that others might consider off-putting that we loved. But, at this moment, I moved my eyes to indicate Ruby should begin her descent.
As Ruby kissed her way down Barbara and I lavished attention to both her breasts, Barbara called out. "Oh, my god, yes Ruby, yes."
Ruby adjusted her position so that her face was between Barbara's legs. For several moments she looked at the golden triangle and the droplets of moisture highlighted by the candles. Slowly she pushed her tongue forward and touched the plump lips.
Barbara made a sound I never heard before. Her hand grabbed my shoulder as her nails dug into my flesh.
"I've missed that so much."
Ruby was now licking up and down. I saw her use her fingers to open Barbara's lips and let her tongue move along the wet slit. Barbara thrust her hips up to increase the contact. I had never witnessed two women making love before. Sure, I watched porn, but never the real thing. The sounds, the smells the subtle movements of face, hips, back—all these were new delights. I could watch these two women and never tire of what I was seeing.
Ruby abruptly stopped. Barbara lifted her head and stared down in surprise.
Ruby smiled and said, "Joel, come here. You need to share this before I finish her."
Quickly I moved down and Ruby guided my face to the plump lips that shone with arousal and the wetness from Ruby's kisses. I let my tongue touch the outside of one lip. Barbara pushed back. Using the point of my tongue, I ran the length of her pussy. My senses exploded with the taste and with the knowledge that this was the love of my life opening her sex to me. Throwing any sense of restraint aside, I started licking and probing with my tongue. Barbara was writhing on the bed, encouraging me with sounds.
Ruby took my erection in her hand and slowly stroked me as I ate Barbara with abandon. The little tastes Barbara had given me in the past in no way prepared me for the feast I was experiencing. The sweetness of her essence drove me to lap and suck for more. I slipped a finger inside to probe her g-spot. Her pelvis shot from the bed and my lips captured her clit.
"Oh, yes," Barbara cried out. I knew she was mere moments from exploding. That's when I pulled away.
"What?" she cried, her hands scrambling for my head to force me back between her legs.
"No," I said. "I want to make you come with my cock. Ruby will take it from here."
Ruby smashed her mouth to mine. "I love you, Joel. Thank you."
Before I could reply, Ruby was back in position. She attacked Barbara's pussy with an intensity that made me wonder if she was trying to punish her lover. By Barbara's reaction I saw that Ruby was far from inflicting any sort of punishment. Barbara was sweating and breathing heavily. Her hands were pushing Ruby's face so hard against her pussy I wondered if the red head could even breathe. I saw Ruby move two fingers into place and then stab them inside.
"Oh, yes, my love, yes," Barbara cried.
Ruby was pumping hard and suddenly Barbara went deathly still. Her eyes were closed and her mouth hung open. Her chest was not moving. Then it broke. She screamed in pleasure and her body shook. I could see her thighs quivering with the effect of her orgasm. Ruby withdrew her fingers, raised her head and gave Barbara one last, slow lick from her butt to her clit. Barbara emitted another sound of ecstasy and her body went limp.
I pulled Ruby to me and kissed her. I cleaned every drop of liquid from her nose, lips, chin and cheeks. We scrambled back up to lie on either side of Barbara. As we snuggled her between us, she opened her eyes.
"Am I still alive?"
Ruby kissed one cheek and I the other. "Not only are you alive," said Ruby, "But the second round is yet to come."
"Oh, I don't know if I can," she said in a small voice.
My heart sunk. I had waited so long to be inside her, to make her mine and now I must wait longer. My only consolation was that I loved her more now than I did before.
The silence in the room seemed to overtake us. Ruby was about to say something, when Barbara cracked up. She laughed until her belly shook.
"The look on your faces is priceless," she said once she got under control. "Sorry, I just had to do that. We were all getting so fucking serious. Of course, you and I are going to make love, Joel. I want you and I want you deep inside me."
I smiled and kissed her. "Uh, should I get a condom?"
"You don't have one with you?" Barbara asked.
I shook my head. "I thought this was dinner." The three of us cracked up at that statement.
"Do you use a condom with Ruby?"
"No."
"Have you been with any woman other than Ruby in the last six months?"
"Of course not," I said. Ruby smiled.
"Then, no need for a condom," said Barbara.
"But, what if you get..."
"Joel, I've been planning this evening for a long time. Believe me, it was not just the menu I was preparing. I've been on the pill for three months."
If ever there were words that gladdened my heart, those were the ones.
"Ok, guys," Ruby said. "Here's where I make my gracious exit."
Barbara grabbed her hand. "Not on your life."
"I thought," said Ruby, "that you, two, would want some privacy for at least the first time."
"Darling, did you see the three pillows on this bed," said Barbara.
Ruby nodded.
"That means this is our bed. Yours, mine and Joel's. Understood?"
We both said yes.
"Good," continued Barbara. "Remember on our trip to Ireland how I would watch you two make love?"
We smiled and nodded in unison.
"That was so special. I want the same thing tonight. Joel is going to fuck me. There will be plenty of time for making love later, tomorrow or for the rest of our lives. Tonight, however, he is going to fuck me and you are going to watch. Then, if any of us has any strength left the three of us will begin to figure out how to do the old three-way."
Barbara reached for our hands and pulled us to her. We kissed her and each other until our mouths were soaked.
"Ok, Joel, ShowTime," she said. "I hope you don't have performance anxiety."
"Barbara, this is something I've dreamed about for a long, long time. Believe me, I'm ready."
"Great," she said. "Now, remember that night in Ireland, in Kinsale? We drank all evening in the pub because we didn't have to drive anywhere. We barely got into that lovely room overlooking the harbor when you two were naked. Joel you fucked Ruby so hard that night that I thought you were going to split her open. I sat there and must have come three times watching you. Joel, that's what I want now. I haven't had a man in close to two years. I never had you. That combination has me so freakin horny I'm crawling out of my skin. So, take me."



I was already hard as I'd ever been. I moved above Barbara and bent down and kissed her.
"That's the last gentle thing you're going to do, understand?"
Smiling, I said, "Yes, ma'am."
"Ruby, make sure I'm wet enough."
Ruby pushed my erection aside and slipped finger inside Barbara.
"Might need a bit of refreshing," she said with humor in her voice.
"Do it and then put Joel inside me. After that, sit where I can see you play with yourself."
I moved aside and Ruby used her tongue until Barbara's own lubricant was running down her thighs. She pulled away and motioned me back into place. Ruby took my cock and pulled me to Barbara's opening. She rubbed my head up and down and toyed with Barbara's clit.
"Now," Barbara said.
Ruby spread Barbara's lips with her fingers and positioned my head so it just split the warm and plump folds.
Ruby slapped my ass and I pushed in until I felt my balls on Barbara's ass.
"Ooh, yes, that's good," Barbara gasped. "Give me a moment to get used to you."
"Not likely," I said and laughed.
I pulled her ass up, then asked Ruby to help me get Barbara's legs positioned on my shoulders. This done, I pulled back to the brink and slammed forward.
"Ah, Christ," Barbara said.
I set a tempo that I prayed I could sustain for more than a minute, because I felt so close to my own release.
I got going in and out as I watched Barbara's face turn crimson. Her hands clutched at my arms and her nails dug into my biceps. I kept plunging. Her hips pushed hard against me to meet every thrust. I pumped even harder.
I looked over to see Ruby with three fingers working in and out of her beautiful pussy with the red crown above her opening. Her other hand was alternately pinching each nipple.
I knew Barbara craved this pounding, so I obliged. Every fiber in my body wanted me to slow and enjoy the soft velvet that surrounded my cock. I wanted to prolong and let every sensation penetrate me through contact of penis and vagina. I wanted not to just come in her, but to become her through our merged flesh.
My thoughts were dragged back to the present as Barbara called out that she was close. I told her to touch herself as I tried to go as deep as I could. Freeing one hand from my arm, she stroked her clit. Arching her back, she let out a hiss and squeezed my neck with her ankles as her vagina clamped down on my cock. That drove me over the edge and I started emptying into her as her climax overtook her.
The ending arrived none too soon as my arms were about to give way and I thought I might pass out. I knelt straight and gently lowered Barbara's legs to the mattress. I withdrew my withered cock and fell beside her. I felt Ruby climb on the other side.
"Did you come?" I asked Ruby.
"Oh, yeah, twice."
We all chuckled.
Later, lying exhausted between the two women I loved, I knew that the only temptation left was to see how much more the three of us could explore the depths of our love.
*****
Author's Notes: If you are interested in learning more about Brian, the friend Joel asked for advice, you can read A Clear View.
Once again my deep appreciation goes to Perry for his editing assistance and helpful insights. Again, please know that any remaining errors are all mine.
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By this time in my life I should know that a night of drinking can lead to unforeseen consequences. Yeah, I know that, but then again calling alcohol "amnesia in a bottle" is a good description. Too many drinks led me on a totally unexpected adventure—one that has opened fantastic new doors.
I had met up with my girlfriend and her roommate after work on Friday. The summer heat made all of us thirsty and our local watering hole was buzzing when I entered. They had scored a table on the outdoor patio. The waitress took my order and in a flash I was holding a cold beer.
The three of us toasted and enjoyed our first relaxed moment of the weekend. Joyce, my girlfriend, said she and Devin wanted to go to the beach on Saturday. Devin had been Joyce's flatmate since before we started dating over a year ago. They had become great friends and I always enjoyed the three of us getting together.
Devin was between boyfriends. Actually she was way between and sometimes moaned that she might never meet anyone. Joyce and I told her she would because she was attractive, smart, funny and a great person. Devin sloughed off our compliments and focused on her single status. She often said the biggest challenge was finding a man who could handle her.
Devin possesses all the qualities that Joyce and I described, but she also was extremely strong-willed. She easily dominated the guys she dated and after a while they opted to stop coming around. In her professional life, Devin managed the marketing and community relations department of a large hospital. She had three direct reports, a total of thirteen people in her area and was part of the senior management team. She was clearly an in-charge person.
Joyce was a nursing supervisor in the same hospital and told me that everyone respected Devin. She ran a tight ship and everyone in her department jumped when ordered. Joyce said that Devin did not earn the "bitch" name that some women administrators did, but that no one wanted to cross her, either. Devin was only thirty-two and commanded respect from both older and younger colleagues.
In her private life Devin demonstrated the same air of confidence and control. I could see where some men might be intimidated by her, though we got along fine. Early on in our relationship I did not hesitate to push back. Rather than leading to friction between us, it resulted in mutual respect. We both were self-reliant and secure in our abilities and bodies.
After killing our third round, we decided to stay at the bar and have dinner. We agreed that our cars could remain parked and that Uber would get us home. I was planning to stay at Joyce's anyway.
Over dinner our conversation drifted back to Devin's dating status.
"Am I expecting too much?" asked Devin as she poured the last of the bottle of chardonnay into her glass.
She took a sip and continued her thought. "All I want is a guy who isn't a wimp."
Joyce smiled and said, "Devin, you also want a guy taller than you, good looking, successful, well-read, super confident and knows his way around the bedroom."
Devin smiled and looked at me. "You mean just like Joshua."
Joyce just grinned, touched my arm and said, "Taken."
"Isn't that always the case," she said and raised her glass in a mock salute. "Unless you're into sharing."
Joyce patted my arm again. "I think that you should find someone of your own. It might be too much for poor Joshua." The girls laughed.
Devin looked around for our waitress, caught her eye and held up the empty wine bottle. I was already past my usual limit and thought more wine would push me over the line. I figured the girls were in the same state. Then again, it was Friday night so I relaxed.
After we each had full glasses in front of us, I asked Devin, "So are you talking about finding someone to be your equal or someone to dominate you?"
Joyce kicked my ankle thinking I had pushed it too far.
Devin thought about the question. "Dominate me how?"
"I don't know. Make all the decisions, tell you what to wear, or..." I let my voice trail off.
"Or?" Devin asked.
"Or, dominate you sexually," I said.
"Okay, I think we've all had too much wine," said Joyce. "There's no need to answer that question, Devin."
"I don't mind," she said. "I doubt there is a guy around who could take control of me sexually. I'm the one in complete control."
"Never thought about ceding that control?" I asked. "Never considered if you'd like it if a man were giving the orders, making you do only what he wanted? Making you submit to his sexual desires and in so doing receive more than just physical satisfaction. Giving total control of your body for both pleasure and...discipline?"
Devin's cheeks reddened. She took a deep breath and then said, "Never going to happen, because that guy does not exist."
I smiled. "But you didn't answer the question. Would you want that? Would that turn you on? Would it fulfill a sexual fantasy?"
"Enough already," said Joyce. "You two are sounding like something out of Fifty Shades. Let's order dessert."
Devin and I locked eyes. There was something there that neither of us wanted to acknowledge. I told myself to tread cautiously. As much as I sensed Devin was hinting she'd like to experience giving up control, I equally harbored a secret desire to control a woman sexually.
Our waitress appeared and before the women could order, I spoke. "I'll have the flan, and the ladies will split a Mousse au chocolat."
Devin started to say something, but I cut her off. "Plus, bring three cappuccinos."
The waitress nodded and left to place the order.
"What if I don't want mousse or a cappuccino?" asked Devin.
"Doesn't matter," I said. "I'm in charge."
Devin laughed and said, "In your dreams."
I thought that Devin might call the waitress back to change her order just to show me up, but she simply smiled. Again we exchanged a quick flash that suggested something smoldering.
After enjoying our desserts and cappuccinos, we settled up and called for a ride. The three of us squeezed in the back of the Subaru that pulled up to the restaurant. Devin ended up in the middle and her long legs barely could fit in the rear seat. Our thighs rubbed together as we rode to their apartment. No one said much along the way. We paid the driver and piled onto the curb. As Devin exited, her flowered skirt moved up exposing her leg up to her light blue panty.
She caught me looking. "Enjoy the view?"
I told her I certainly did. The way she grinned I wondered if she flashed me on purpose. Joyce saw none of this exchange.
Inside, Joyce cranked the air conditioner while Devin headed to the kitchen. She returned with a chilled bottle of wine and three glasses.
"God, I don't know if I can handle any more," Joyce said.
"Oh, relax," Devin said. "We're not going anywhere and we can sleep late in the morning. I'm in the mood to have some fun."
As the a/c began to cool the room, we sat and enjoyed the wine.
"So," I said, "You think you'd like a man who could stand up to you?"
"God, we aren't back on that subject, are we?" asked Joyce.
"Just curious," I said.
"I don't mind," said Devin. She had kicked off her shoes and put her feet up on the coffee table. "I don't know if 'stand up' is exactly what I mean. Look I know I can be a bit intimidating. I'm as tall as most of the guys I know and taller than a few I've dated. I take no shit from anyone and I happened to think I'm right most of the time."
Joyce giggled and said, "Most of the time?"
"Yeah, okay, all the time," said Devin. "But that doesn't mean I want a man to be a wuss. I would appreciate a good set of balls."
"Well, Joshua has really nice balls," Joyce said and then clamped her hand over her mouth. "Oops, that totally slipped out. Way too much wine tonight."
We all laughed.
"So, you mean you'd want some guy to tell you what to do?" I asked Devin.
"Maybe, but I've not met anyone who can make me believe that they have the willpower to follow through. If I push back, they cave. Just once I'd like to see what it would be like for a guy to really take charge. I'm not saying that women can't or shouldn't be strong, but it might be nice not to have to make every decision. That could be exciting—in a theoretical way. It's never going to happen."
"During sex, do you have to be on top?" I asked.
"Joshua!" cried Joyce.
"Yes, I prefer that position. It feels good," said Devin. I sensed she liked talking about sex.
"Percentage of blow jobs to pussy eating," I said. "Fifty-fifty?"
Joyce was about to say something again, but Devin cut her off. "I don't mind BJs, but he better eat me way more than I blow him." She smiled and sipped her wine.
"Ever peg a guy?"
"Do not answer that, Devin," said Joyce.
"No, but I thought about it. Never met a guy who was confident enough to entertain the idea of me fucking his ass," Devin said.
"So, you are a control freak in the bedroom," I said.
"Maybe, and it's not always in the bedroom," Devin replied and winked at us.
"I've heard that some strong-willed people who have to be in charge all day let someone else take control, especially when it comes to sex. Is that something that appeals to you?" After saying this, I waited for a reaction from Devin.
Devin played with her wine glass and then took a big swallow. "To tell the truth, I don't know. I'm so used to being in charge that I'm not sure I could really give up control."
"Let's try it," I said.
"What?" Devin replied.
"Taking orders," I said.
"Are you serious?"
"Yes. Go to the kitchen and get me two of those chocolate chip cookies Joyce made."
"No way," laughed Devin. "I'm not your servant."
"See," I said. "You can't even do the simplest thing. There's no way you would ever give a man sexual control over you. You'll just have to be happy having lapdogs as boyfriends."
"Fuck you, Joshua," said Devin. "If I wanted to give up control, I could. I just so happen not to want to do it right now. Besides, you're not my boyfriend...although from what Joyce says you do know your way around the bedroom."
Joyce giggled and said Devin wasn't supposed to repeat that.
"Is it true?" Devin asked me.
"Why do you want me to show you?"
"Hey, guys, do I have to get a hose to cool you two down?" said Joyce.
"No," I answered. "Devin is all talk. She says she'd like to have a man show some balls, but she doesn't mean it."
"Really, Joshua!" She shook her head and continued, "Getting cookies is hardly giving you control. It's just talk, not fucking. If I met a man whom I believed could show me a strong will, then, yeah, I could give him control."
"You are so full of crap, Devin. You can't even get two cookies. How could you let a man control you sexually? Admit it that you are the biggest control freak in the world. Your favorite words to hear will always be, 'Yes, dear'."
"This is so stupid," she said. "If I get your dumb cookies, will you shut up?"
"Get the cookies," I said.
Devin looked at Joyce, who only could shrug.
"This is totally whacked," Devin said. She stood and marched into the kitchen.
She returned with a full plate of cookies and a smile. Slowly she tipped the plate and dumped all of them in my lap.
"Don't choke on them." She and Joyce laughed.
"You disobeyed me," I said. "Pick these up and put them back on the plate."
"Fuck you, Joshua. You wanted cookies and you got them."
"Pick them up, Devin, and put them on the plate." I locked eyes with her. The fire burned deeply and I held my gaze. I think she expected me to break contact or smile. I did neither as I held my eyes fixed to hers.
Finally, Devin looked at the pile of cookies in my lap. When her eyes lifted she saw that my expression had not changed.
"God, this is so stupid. Okay, I'll get the cookies so we can go to bed." She reached for my lap and started piling the cookies back on the plate. As she got to the last one, she grabbed my dick.
"Ooh, seems there's something besides cookies down here." She and Joyce laughed again. "Did you leave a stick of butter on that plate?"
She and Joyce cracked up.
"That was not what I told you to do. Now you will have to be punished."
"What?" Devin looked at me with total surprise. "Punished? Get a grip on reality, Joshua. I grabbed your dick. I'm sure you enjoyed it, too. No way am I going to be punished."
"I think five spanks would be appropriate," I said.
"Spanks!! You think I'm going to let you spank me? Not going to happen."
I grabbed her wrist and eased her toward me. "You had a direct order. You disobeyed it and then took liberties that were not called for. You deserve punishment."
I pulled her again and her legs now touched mine as I sat on the couch.
"What? I'm supposed to lie over your knees. Get a fucking grip on reality, Joshua. This is ridiculous. Even if I did there is no way you have the nerve to spank me."
"Over my knees, now," I said. I tugged her wrist and Devin lost her balance. She fell forward and sprawled across my lap.
"Joshua, that's enough," called Joyce. "Let her go."
"She said she wanted someone to exert control," I replied. "That's what I'm doing."
"She never said she wanted to be humiliated or spanked," said Joyce. "This is going too far."
"All she has to do is to admit that I was right and that she could never, ever give up control." I tightened my grip on her arm. "Just admit that you were wrong and I'll let you up."
"Again, fuck you, Joshua. I still say you don't have the balls to spank me. Go ahead, I dare you."
I released her arm and put my hand in the small of her back, pinning her to my lap. With my other hand I reached down to grab the hem of her full skirt. I slowly started to raise it and Devin gasped.
In a second I pulled it up to expose her tight butt in blue bikini underwear. Her legs were tightly clenched and her cheeks looked tempting.
"Last chance," I said as I rested my palm on her rear. "Admit you can't allow me to have control and you can get up."
"Joshua," said Joyce, "this has gone too far. Let her go."
"It's up to her. She can get up any time she wants," I said and took my hand from her back to free her. I did keep my other hand resting lightly on her rear, moving over the material and feeling the contours of her rear. "It will just prove that she is all talk. I mean it Devin, you can get up at any time. You should only stay if you want to stay."
"I think you're the one who's all talk," said Devin as she looked up over her shoulder. "Go ahead if you have the balls."
Without hesitation, I raised my hand and brought it down hard on her right cheek.
"Fuck!" Devin screamed.
"You may get up at any time," I said again. The second slap was as hard as the first and settled on her left cheek.
"You're an asshole," Devin called out.
"Can't take it?" I asked. "Then just say stop and get up. I was right about you needing to be in control."
"Just get it over with. These don't even hurt. Guess you are a wimp, after all."
I smiled and brought my hand down as hard as I could. The sound of the slap echoed in my ear as I also heard a moan from Devin. She pushed her mound down against my thigh. I began to wonder if she were getting aroused. I know I was.
The next slap brought a louder moan and her mound wiggled back and forth. Her hip pushed into my erection and she moaned again. I also noticed her legs had moved apart slightly.
I rubbed her butt softly, feeling its contours in my palm along with the heat from her abused skin. I slipped one finger underneath the edge of her panty and ran it up and down the skin on her cheek. She pushed down making hard contact between my thigh and her mound.
"One more to go, Devin. Are you ready?"
She only nodded.
"When I finish, you must thank me. Do you understand?"
This time a soft "Yes" escaped her lips.
I brought my hand down, capturing both cheeks as the slap sound filled the room. She grunted.
I kept my hand on her butt, stroking it softly. Taking a deep breath, she said, "Thank you."
I pulled my hands away and she tried to stand. At first she fell back against my legs. I held her waist and supported her as she stood. As her skirt fell I noticed a dark spot on her panty where her thighs came together.
"That was totally not called for, Joshua," Joyce said as she stood and put her arm around her friend.
"Just proving a point," I said.
"A stupid point," said Joyce. "Are you okay, Devin?"
Devin's face was red and her breathing seemed shallow. She could not look me in the eye and only nodded to Joyce.
"I'm going to bed now," Devin said and left the room.
Joyce shot me a cold glance and went to her bedroom.
I figured she needed time to let her anger cool, so I cleaned up the living room as I let my erection subside. After using the bathroom, I knocked on her bedroom door.
There was no answer so I eased the door open. Joyce was sitting in bed looking at her laptop. I entered and stripped to my boxer shorts. As I debated whether to leave them on or remove them, Joyce said, "Has your friend gone away?"
"Huh?"
"Your fucking hard-on," she said, still not looking at me. "I saw it in your pants. You were turned on spanking Devin. What was that all about anyway?"
I slipped my underwear off and stood beside the bed. Finally Joyce looked at me. She eyed my dick that had thickened, but was not hard. She closed her lap-top and pulled down the sheet.
"God, it's a good thing I like your dick." I crawled in next to her.
We kissed and I slid my hand into her panties. She was wet.
"I think someone else got a charge out of the spanking," I said as I softly rubbed her.
"I was pissed... and turned on," she said as her breathing deepened.
"I'm pretty sure Devin was, too," I said as my finger entered her canal.
"Fuck, I want you, Joshua."
I pulled her panties off as Joyce removed her tee shirt. Her full breasts looked flushed in the dim light, but I could clearly see her dark nipples were hard and extended. My eyes focused on the tuft of hair above her smooth pussy lips. In a moment, I had my head between her legs and was savoring the taste of her that always drove me wild.
"No, honey, I need to be fucked-right now," she said.
I moved up and in one thrust entered her.
"Yes," she moaned. "Don't hold back."
Forgoing our usual slow build up, I began pounding into Joyce. She responded by pushing her hips up and pulling on my ass. Her sounds increased along with my tempo. I knew I would not last long at this pace. In addition, I kept thinking about the feel of Devin's butt under my hand.
"Can't hold it," I said.
"I'm ready," Joyce said and we reached out climax together. As the waves passed, I eased off of her. We lay side-by-side, our thighs touching and our bodies drenched with sweat.
"Fuck, that was good," Joyce said with a laugh.
"Absolutely," I agreed. I leaned over and kissed her cheek.
We stared at the ceiling as we let our heartbeats return to normal. I held her hand.
"So, did my spanking Devin turn you on?" I asked.
She hesitated and then rolled to face me.
"There are a lot of mixed feelings in my head right now," Joyce replied. "I was pissed that you were pushing Devin to submit. I was also pissed that you pulled her skirt up and fondled her butt."
I made contact with her eyes. My look encouraged her to continue.
"Seeing you control Devin was erotic. I mean she is always in control and having her let you take command was, I don't know, like something out of a hot Romance novel. Then looking at her butt as you spanked her did sorta get to me."
"You like her butt?" I asked.
"Well, tell me it is not like just about the best ass you've ever seen and you don't have to say you like mine better. I always thought that Devin has a perfect body and her ass makes me both envious and turned on."



"Have you and she ever..."
"No, you pervert," Joyce said and lightly punched my arm. After a pause she added, "Devin is really hot. The truth is I have fantasied about her and if the opportunity ever came around, well... Does that bother you?"
"Nope," I said. "I do think she got into being controlled and having you watch made it even more erotic for her. I wonder what she'll say tomorrow?"
"Guess we'll have to wait," said Joyce as she ran her hand along my shaft. I began to respond to her touch. "In the meantime, I think you were going to do something with your head between my legs."
"I believe you're right," I said as I began to kiss my way down her body. "And I think I might also have something else to do after that."
"Really?" said Joyce, feigning ignorance. "What might that be?"
"Fuck you senseless."
"Well, what are you waiting for?" she said, spreading her legs.
I never minded going down on Joyce after we had made love. After I brought her to orgasm with my mouth, I turned her over and took her from behind. I was able to last long enough to extract one more orgasm from her and, of course, from me. We fell together on the bed and slept the sleep of the nicely fucked.
By the time I awoke the next morning, Joyce was already in the kitchen. It was not unheard of for me to just wear my boxers around the apartment. Devin had seen me like this many times. I wandered out following the aroma of fresh coffee. Joyce must have heard my approach and was finishing pouring a fresh mug for me.
Devin was standing at the counter minding the toaster. I took the coffee and sipped my first shot of caffeine for the day. Devin glanced at me and smiled. She was wearing a long tee shirt that I had given her. At six foot one, Devin appreciated when I would donate something long to her wardrobe. I was six foot three and had plenty of oversized shirts that I could spare.
Devin fixed two pieces of toast with butter and orange marmalade. She turned and set the plate before at the kitchen island.
"Thanks," I said, "What's the occasion?"
"Don't need an occasion to give you some toast," she said putting two pieces of bread into the toaster.
Joyce fixed her usual breakfast of yogurt and walnuts and sat across from me. Devin prepared her own toast and stood next to Joyce.
"Not sitting?" I asked.
"A little sore," she said and smiled. She lifted her shirt. Underneath she now wore a pale yellow thong. The red marks on her cheeks told the tale of what we did last night.
"Oh, uh, yeah, about that..."
"It's okay, Joshua," said Devin, dropping her shirt to cover her butt. "We were all wasted."
"Definitely wasted," I said. Trying to move away from the subject of my spanking of Devin, I asked, "So what's the plan for today?"
"Well, you and Devin have to get your cars from the bar," said Joyce. "Then I thought we could go to the beach. It's supposed to be really hot today."
"Where do you want to go?" I asked.
"I was thinking about York Beach. It will be a little cooler in Maine and I checked and found we could get a room at our favorite hotel there. So, I took the chance and booked it. That way we can spend the day at the beach, have dinner and not worry about driving back."
Both Devin and I agreed with Joyce's plan. It wouldn't be the first time the three of us shared a room. The only drawback would be that sex with Joyce would be out of the question. I was hoping that she was still in the same sexy mood as last night. I figured now that the three of us were sharing a room I'd have to put my libido on pause.
We took our showers and finished dressing. Joyce said she would fix a lunch for the day and get our beach stuff together. I called for a ride and Devin and I headed out. Sitting in the back seat of the car, I remembered how close our bodies were last night.
"No problem sitting now?" I asked.
"Not too bad," Devin said. "This seat cushion is softer than our kitchen stools."
We both started to talk at the same time. Looking at each other, we laughed. I told her to go first.
"That was quite unusual for me last night," Devin said.
"Hope you weren't offended," I said.
Devin glanced at our Uber driver and shrugged. I got the message that she didn't want to have this conversation in the car. We rode the rest of the way to the restaurant in silence. As we stood by our cars in the lot, I told her I needed to go to my place and pick up my bathing suit and other stuff.
"Why don't I follow you? We can take my car to the beach and you can leave yours at home."
Following that plan, we arrived at my place and I pulled into the underground area and Devin parked out front. We met in the lobby of the condo building and rode the elevator to my floor.
Inside the apartment I asked if she wanted anything. She asked for orange juice. I poured us each a tall glass and we stood in the kitchen sipping it.
"So, Devin, were you upset?"
"God, Joshua, it's hard to explain what I was," she said.
"Try."
She took a breath and began to talk.
"I've never allowed anyone have that much control over me, let alone spank me. I was sorta freaked by it," she said.
"Didn't hate it, though, did you?"
She sipped her juice before answering. In a soft voice she said, "No, didn't hate it."
"As a matter of fact, you were turned on," I said.
"No way!" she replied with fire in her eyes.
"Yes, you were. I saw the wet spot between your legs. And, I bet you went into your room and got yourself off. I also bet it was a big one."
Devin could not hold my gaze. She looked off out of the window in my kitchen.
I decided to push it.
"Devin, look at me."
She kept her eyes focused outside.
"I'm not going to tell you again," I said firmly. "Look at me."
Slowly her head turned and we locked eyes. She searched my face in vain for a smile or an indication that I was kidding her.
"You masturbated last night, didn't you?"
Taking a deep breath and letting it out, Devin said, "Yes."
"Good," I said. "Now, I'm going to pack. Make yourself comfortable. Just remember, Devin, do not lie to me. You must answer my questions fully and truthfully. Understand?"
She nodded.
"I need you to speak when you answer me," I said.
She almost smiled and then said, "Yes."
"Remember, Devin, I may choose to discipline you again. You will also submit to discipline whenever I call for it. Do you understand that?"
"Yes."
"Good. One last thing..."
She looked at me.
"You are not to masturbate or have any sex without my permission. You need to ask me beforehand. Understood?"
"You mean I'd have to ask you if I want to masturbate?"
"Yes. Is that a problem?"
"Uh, that's kinda creepy."
"No, it's giving up control, Devin. Something you said you wish you could do with a man. Don't you want to have someone strong directing you?"
"I'm not sure. I mean, I'm confused."
"Let's make it simple, then. When you are around me, I am in control. You don't have to worry about anything except obeying my instructions. It couldn't be any simpler."
"What about when we are not together?"
"You do what you want."
She thought for a few moments. "But, I still need your permission to have sex?"
"Oh, yes, that applies whether we're together or not."
"Still kinda weird."
"Yes or no, Devin. Do you agree to these terms?"
"What do I get out of it?" She smiled when she said that.
"You get to test your desire to have someone take control. You can then stop fantasizing about a man—a lover—having that sort of control over you. I see it as a safe way to explore your desires that have been pushed far into the background. Then, when I do give you permission to play with yourself or have sex, it will probably be the best it has ever been."
I could see her considering the proposal.
"What about Joyce?"
"Did you hear us last night?" I asked.
"I don't listen to other people..."
"Devin, did you hear Joyce and me fucking last night?"
"Yes."
"Joyce was turned on big time by what you and I did. She's not sure she approves, but she did get excited. I think she will be okay with this plan. If not, then we can all talk about it."
"Yes."
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, when I am with you, I give you control."
"And, if I decide to discipline you?" I pushed.
"I will, uh, submit." Her face had turned crimson.
"Are you excited now?"
Taking a deep breath, Devin nodded.
"Put your hand in your pants and then show me."
I feared I might have pushed too hard, too fast. Devin looked at me and stared at the floor. Then, slowly her hand snaked underneath her shorts. I could see her small breasts rising and falling beneath her shirt as her hand dipped lower.
She gasped as I imagined she reached her core. I watched as her arm moved back and forth. She withdrew her hand and I saw the moisture on the tip of her middle finger.
"Lick it clean," I commanded.
She pushed her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean while emitting a low moan.
"Good. Now, I'll get ready. Remember, you're not to touch yourself again until I give you permission."
Devin nodded.
I raised an eyebrow.
"Sorry. Yes, I understand."
I turned and went to my room to pack. As I changed my clothes, I carefully avoided contact with my erection. I was afraid one touch would start me on a path that could only end with a climax.
By the time we arrived back at the girls' apartment, Joyce had everything ready. We loaded Devin's car and headed north. In a little more than an hour we were pulling into the parking lot at the hotel, located right along Long Sands Beach. I checked us in and we drove around to our room in the newer section out back.
Our room had two Queen-sized beds and from our window you could see the water further up the beach. I said I'd change first and disappeared into the bathroom.
I emerged with my bathing suit on. Next I pulled on a tee shirt and grabbed one of the beach bags. I told the girls to meet me out front and I would get the umbrella from the car.
Ten minutes later we were walking up Long Sands Beach to find a spot to call our own. The tide was all the way out and that left a large expanse of sand exposed. We spread our towels and I put up the umbrella. We decided on a long walk along the damp, hard sand.
As we walked, I explained to Joyce what Devin and I had discussed.
Joyce stopped walking. She directed her question to Devin.
"You really want to do this?"
Devin looked at me and then back at Joyce. "I know it sounds strange and so unlike me, but there is something inside driving me. I think I have to see where it goes and what my limits are. Doing it this way gives me a chance to experiment and still feel that I can keep my dignity. The only hesitation I have is what you think about it."
"God, I don't know what to think," said Joyce. "I mean the choice is yours, but it does feel so strange. You are such an in-control person. Do you really want to let someone else dominate you?"
"I'm not thinking of it as domination," Devin said. "It's more of letting go and giving someone else permission to direct me. Last night was eye-opening. I never experienced anything like it or felt anything like what I felt."
"You were turned on?" asked Joyce.
"God, yes," said Devin and giggled.
"Tell her what you did," I said.
Taking a deep breath, Devin said, "I masturbated."
"Oh, my god, Devin. I can't believe you just said that."
"Well, it's true. And, listening to the two of you fuck only made it more exciting."
"You could hear us?" Joyce said.
"Hard not to hear. You were screaming."
It was Joyce's turn to giggle. "Well, it was sort of awesome last night."
"It was for me, too," Devin said. "I can't believe I came as hard as I did by just using my fingers. I think it was the best sex I've had in ages."
"Tell her what I made you do at the apartment this morning," I said.
Joyce stopped walking and looked at Devin and me. "Did you fuck her?"
"No, I'd never do that, at least without you knowing and agreeing to it," I said. "Trust me on that, Joyce."
"What are you talking about then?"
I looked at Devin and nodded.
"He made me finger myself and then clean my fingers," she said with downcast eyes.
'Fuck!" Joyce said. "You really did that?"
"Yes," replied Devin.
"So, now what?" asked Joyce as we continued our walk up the beach. "And just for the record, that last bit turned me on. Shit, you really did that? Fingered yourself in front of him?"
Devin nodded. She added, "Now, I think I want to see if it was just a one-time thing or if I do like giving up control. This seems like a safe way to experiment, but, only if it's okay with you. I would never want anything to come between us."
The three of us walked along in silence. I was nearest the breaking waves and Joyce was next to me. I watched as she took Devin's hand.
"You are my best friend," said Joyce. "If it's so important, then I think I can go along with it. I have to admit that it makes me a little uncomfortable. I mean this borders on sexual activity. You aren't suggesting that you and Joshua have sex?"
"I hadn't thought that through," Devin said. "He's your boyfriend, and just like Joshua I could never do that unless you were in agreement. If it makes you that uncomfortable, then let's just not go any further."
We all walked along trying to absorb the import of what Devin was saying. After a bit, she continued.
"Joyce, I hope you can agree. I got really turned on last night and this morning with just the little control I gave him. If we did that sort of thing some more, I think that I would probably explode if I didn't have sex or get myself off. I just worry that it would ruin our friendship, Joyce."
"Could you ever share a boyfriend with me or another woman?" Joyce asked her.
"Honestly, I don't know. And, I feel bad about even thinking about it since it puts you in an awkward position. I'm not really suggesting that we share Joshua, although to be honest it is not an unattractive idea. But, I think it's making you uncomfortable. Let's just drop it."
"Devin, let's not drop it, but let's say we need to think upon it. Maybe we could start slow, along the lines of last night, and leave the having sex part out of it for now. I think I could deal with that. Besides, I also got turned on last night. When Joshua was running his hand on your butt and put a finger inside your panty, I got really hot. So, maybe we both have something to learn. Maybe I'm finding out I'm like the world's biggest voyeur."
At that point we had retraced our steps to our blanket. We ate the lunch that Joyce had packed. Settling down, I told Devin to put sunscreen on my back. Joyce gave me a strange look, but said nothing.
I stretched out on my stomach as Devin covered my back and legs. Without moving I said, "Now do Joyce."
"Oh, it's okay," said Joyce.
"Devin will do it," I said.
Devin rubbed Joyce's legs. At first Joyce seemed tense, but as Devin's long fingers glided over her calves and thighs, I could see my girlfriend relax.
"Better get a little inside her bottoms, in case they move."
Devin hesitated and then moved two fingers beneath the waist of Joyce's bottom. She moved deeper and I could tell she was touching the skin of Joyce's cheeks. Joyce made a sound and squirmed. Devin's hand went deeper and Joyce wiggled more. I assumed Devin was touching Joyce's butt crack.
Devin removed her hand, then began to apply lotion to Joyce's back. I told her to undo Joyce's bikini top.
Joyce opened an eye and looked at me, but I just smiled. Devin unhooked the back of Joyce's suit and spread sunscreen all over her friend's back.
"Get the sides as well," I instructed.
Devin moved her hands along Joyce's sides, stopping just short of her breasts.
"Continue," I said. "All of her sides."
Devin looked at me and I removed my sunglasses. I stared at her and waited. Slowly she took up her application and let her fingers travel along the exposed sides of Joyce's large breasts. My girlfriend inhaled sharply as Devin's fingers caressed the tender flesh.
"More," I said.
Devin ran her fingers along the side of Joyce's breast and let her fingers go underneath. Joyce's groan let me know Devin touched her nipple.
As Devin's hands moved away, I could see Joyce moving her hips back and forth, making contact with the sand underneath the blanket.
Devin next covered herself in front with lotion. She worked on her back until she covered most of the parts.
"Give me the sunscreen," I said. "I'll get the rest." Devin turned her back to me and I rubbed her back. When my hand touched the band of her bikini bottom, she stiffened. I hooked my finger inside and stretched it out. I looked at her white butt with some tale tell red marks. Devin was holding her breath. I released the band and resumed my position on my stomach.
We stayed on the beach for a couple hours, spending time in the sun and under the umbrella. At one point the girls walked together up to the small bathhouse to use the ladies room. When they returned we decided to cool off in the waves.
The Maine waters are always chilly, but today they were warmer than normal. After getting wet, we were able to stay in and play in the waves. At one point, Joyce grabbed my crotch. She laughed and tried to swim away. I caught her ankle and pulled her back. Wrapping one arm around her waist, I slid my free hand inside her bikini bottom. As my finger entered her, she cried out. Devin looked at us.
"What are you two up to?" she asked.
"Nothing," said Joyce.
"Actually, Devin, I am fingering her. Think she likes it?"
Devin stared at us with her mouth open. As my finger found Joyce's special spot she let out a low gasp.
"Devin, put your hand inside your suit and finger yourself. I want you and Joyce to look at each other." I didn't smile or indicate in any way that I was not serious.
Devin hesitated and then took a breath. I could see her hand disappear under the water. When her mouth closed and she licked her lips, I knew she was obeying me.
I continued to explore Joyce's interior. She stood up on her toes as my two fingers probed her. In spite of the temperature of the water, my fingers were bathed in sweet warmth. Joyce's mouth opened as the tension built inside her.
Devin kept her eyes locked on Joyce. She, too, opened her mouth to take in big gulps of air as her excitement rose.
"Come closer," I said to Devin. She made her way over to Joyce and me. When she was inches away, I put my free hand on her arm and slid it down. I felt her wrist inside her bikini bottom. Her gaze switched to me as I traced my finger down along her hand and felt her middle finger disappear inside her sex. I let my finger run through the short hair behind her moving hand.
"Good girl," I said. "Don't stop until Joyce cums, but don't let yourself get off."
Devin closed her eyes in frustration as her passion mounted. "I need a response," I said.
"Yes," she said softly. "I understand."
I took my hand away from Devin. Leaning into Joyce's ear, I said, "She's fingering herself. Look how sexy she is. I want you to think how it would be if both of our fingers were inside her. That would be so sexy, Joyce, wouldn't it?"
Joyce moaned and reached back to grab my hips to steady herself. She closed her eyes and I knew she was close. My thumb pressed hard on her clit. "Look at Devin. Watch her as you cum."
Joyce opened her eyes and stared at her friend. Joyce started to sag as her pleasure mounted. She reached out and put her arms on Devin's shoulders to help support herself. As they stared at each other, I slid a third finger inside Joyce and worked her clit with my thumb. She took a deep breath and held it as the orgasm ripped her body. She shuddered twice and fell back against my chest, her nipples hard behind her bikini top.



I looked at Devin and said, "Stop and take your fingers out."
She shook her head and her arm continues to move.
"Devin, stop touching yourself now."
She hesitated and then slowly her hand came out of the water. Her labored breathing told me how close she was.
"Let's go back to our blanket," I said. I reached one hand to Devin. She took it and with Joyce's hand in mine, we exited the ocean. I led them to our spot and they collapsed.
"That was fun," I said.
"Fuck you," replied Devin. "I was so close."
"Poor baby," I said with mock sympathy. "I will say I am proud that you obeyed. Good girl."
"Fuck you. I think you get off on being cruel." Devin said.
"I'm not cruel. I'm in control. If you don't like it, you're free to do whatever you want. I know you are excited. Just think how good your orgasm will be when I let you have one."
Devin shot me a hateful glance, but she knew I was right. She was beginning to see the attraction of ceding control.
When we returned to our room, Joyce went to the store down the road to get some beers. I went to take my shower. I washed and rinsed quickly and wrapped a towel around my waist. When I reentered our room, I saw Devin with her hand inside her bathing suit.
"I told you not to touch yourself."
Her eyes flashed open. She must have been lost in the ecstasy of finally enjoying her body. She pulled her hand out and wouldn't meet my eyes.
"Devin, you disobeyed me. Didn't you?"
Still looking to the side, she said, "Yes."
"Stand up."
Slowly she rose and stood between the beds.
"Go stand in the corner."
Her eyes caught mine. "Are you fucking serious? Stand in the corner. I'm not some three-year old."
"Devin, you don't get to decide what your discipline is. As a matter of fact, you don't get to decide shit when you're with me. Now, go stand in the corner and face the wall."
I thought this would end our little experiment. I could see the indecision in her face. Would she tell me to fuck off and end it? Or, would she comply?
Devin closed her eyes and kept them shut. After taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, she opened her eyes as she turned and walked to the corner. She stood still.
I walked up behind her and nudged her forward until her nose was inches from the corner. I knelt down and took hold of her bikini bottom. I eased it down exposing a band of white flesh and the top of her crack.
"Oh, fuck," she said softly.
"Spread your legs a little," I said.
After a moment's hesitation, Devin moved her feet slightly apart and opening a gap at the top of her thighs. I pulled the suit the rest of the way down and guided her feet to allow me to remove it. Her ass was all that I thought it would be. I ran my hand over each cheek and marveled at how tight and firm each was.
"Put your hands behind your back," I said. Devin looked over her shoulder, her dark eyes burning.
"Do it, Devin."
Taking a deep breath, Devin put her arms behind her back.
"Grab your wrists with your hands." She complied in effect crossing her arms behind her back.
"Stay like that," I said.
I dug around in Joyce's bag until I found the silk sash she used to cinch around her waist when she wore her sundress. I began to tie Devin's arms.
"Joshua, what the fuck are you doing?" she asked and turned her head.
"Keep your eyes fixed on the wall," I replied. "This is part of your discipline."
Her eyes caught mine. I thought I could see fear, uncertainty and, definitely, passion. I bound her hands so they crossed at the small of her back. Devin resumed staring at the corner.
I moved behind her and undid my towel allowing it to drop. I moved close and let my dick touch her butt. She inhaled sharply.
"Yes, Devin, that is my cock up against your ass. I bet you'd love to touch yourself right now, but that can't happen, can it?"
I could barely hear her response of "No.'
"That's right. You're tied up and your sweet, white ass is all mine. I am naked, but you are not to turn around. Understood?"
"Yes."
"Good." I thrust forward slightly and let my dick move along her crack. "You have a perfect ass, Devin. I think I may want to fuck it. Have you ever been ass-fucked?"
She shook her head. I stepped back and slapped her naked butt.
"I asked you a question."
"Sorry," she said. "No, I have never had anal sex."
"Well, think about it." I gently ran my hand back over her cheek that still bore the imprint of my hand. I slipped my hand onto her front and rubbed her belly. She pushed back and her ass ground against my cock. I let my hand move downward and Devin gasped. Just as I touched the top of her trimmed pubic patch, I pulled my hand away and stood back. She moved her ass around trying to regain contact. Quickly, I stepped farther away.
"Keep staring at the wall," I said.
I sprawled on the bed. I had the number for a restaurant we liked in my contacts and called. The first opening they had was for eight and I booked a table for three. I then used the remote to turn on the TV. I found a Red Sox game and began to watch. Ten minutes later the door opened and Joyce appeared carrying a bag with the beer and some snacks. She stopped when she saw me lying naked on the bed. She was about to say something when she noticed Devin facing the corner, nude from the waist down and her hands bound behind her back.
"What the hell...?"
"I caught Devin playing with herself. So, she's being punished."
Joyce stood next to her friend. "Are you okay?"
"Yes, I'm fine," Devin said. Joyce noticed the handprint.
"Did he hit you?"
"Spanked me," she said. "I deserved it."
Joyce looked at me. Her face said she was angry, but that changed as she saw my erection. I was stroking myself.
"Joshua, what are you doing?"
"Getting ready."
"For what?" Joyce asked.
"For you to work your magic. You know I love how you give head."
I could see Devin shiver and Joyce's mouth drop open.
"You expect me to give you head with Devin right here."
"Yep. Devin, you're not going to look are you?"
"No."
"See, no problem."
Joyce was torn; I could see it in her eyes. She was thinking she should be angry with me for once again putting Devin in a compromising situation. She also knew that I was aware of her secret erotic fantasy about her friend and seeing her half naked was invading some part of her that she felt was both forbidden and alluring. Finally, she really did love giving head and doing so in such a sexually charged atmosphere would make it that much more exciting.
She looked from me to Devin. The red handprint on her ass seemed to glow. Devin kept looking straight ahead, but we both could see that she was slightly trembling. Joyce moved next to Devin and put her hand on her shoulder.
"Are you really all right?" she asked.
"Yes," Devin said. "I think so."
"Why did you take your bottom off?" asked Joyce.
Before Devin could respond, I spoke up. "She didn't; I did."
Joyce looked at me with her mouth open.
"And, I think Devin felt my cock against her ass, didn't you?"
Devin softly said yes.
"Joyce, describe my cock to Devin."
"What?" my girlfriend asked.
"Well, Devin's never seen it, so describe it."
Indecision played across Joyce's face. She knew if she complied with my request that she would be taking a major step along this new erotic path that lay before us. Joyce took a deep breath and then ran her hand down Devin's back and across her naked rear. She gently rubbed the spot where I'd spanked her. Devin shuddered at the touch.
"Right now, Devin, it's all hard," Joyce said as she continued to rub Devin's bottom. "God, it is big. The first time I saw it hard, I thought there is no freaking way I could take that inside me. But, guess what, it felt so fucking good." Joyce pinched Devin's butt and the tall girl went up on her toes.
"It filled me like nothing I have ever felt before. It was reaching places that had never been touched by another man. When he started fucking me, well, I thought I would lose my mind. The first time we screwed, Joshua started off slow and easy. After a bit, I got used to his size and then he started fucking me hard. Oh, Devin, I thought he was going to split me open. I wanted him to stop and take it out and then I wanted it deeper inside me. Thank god, he didn't stop because when he played with my clit while riding me, I came so hard I passed out. I mean it, I totally blacked out."
Joyce was still fondling Devin's ass and letting her finger trail along her crack.
"When I came to, Joshua was still on top of me and his cock was inside and still hard. He smiled and started moving again. I thought I couldn't take any more, but, it's funny, the human body can endure a lot." As she said this, Joyce let her finger move along Devin's rear opening.
"Honestly, I can't tell you how many times I came that night. I can say it was the best sex I'd ever had and it's been that great since then. After that first time, I just had to measure it. So the next time I made Joshua strip for me and I measured it soft. It was like about six inches. His cock is darker than the rest of his skin and hangs straight down. His mushroom head is a lot bigger than most, even when soft. The other thing I love is that his balls are big and hard. They hang low and are perfect for sucking. Did you ever suck a guy's nut, Devin? God, that is the ultimate power trip. You have his most valuable possession in your mouth. With one bite you could end his life as a man, yet, he is trusting you. Running my tongue around one while it's in my mouth is awesome."
Devin was now pushing back against Joyce's hand as she caressed her butt. "When it's hard, like it is right now, it's over eight inches. Can you even imagine that, Devin? And it's over six inches around. It looks like a soda can. When I take him in my mouth, I feel like my jaw is going to crack. But, I love it. Come here, babe. I want that in my mouth now."
I walked next to the women. Joyce stroked me and looked directly into my eyes. I could see the lust in hers. "Devin, the head is really dark when he's so excited. And, it really feels like there's a steel rod in it."
Joyce guided me forward until my erection touched Devin's naked skin. Joyce moved the tip around all the soft flesh of her butt. Devin was moaning with every touch.
Joyce moved my tip between Devin's crack and guided it up and down. I felt her anus and when Joyce pushed me lower I thought I could feel wetness.
"Is Devin wet?" I asked.
"I don't know," said Joyce, "why don't you find out."
"I don't think I should finger your friend. You find out and show me."
As we talked, Devin groaned loudly and pushed her ass back and my cock slid up to be wrapped in her ass crack. She moved up and down, jerking me off with her ass.
"I've never touched her like that, Joshua," said Joyce.
"Do it," I said and pushed back against Devin. "I know you want to. I'm sure Devin wants it too."
"Yes, please," said Devin, as she tried to control her breathing. "Do it, Joyce."
I watched as Joyce's hand moved in front of Devin. When Devin cried out, I knew my girlfriend's finger found its target.
"Use two fingers," I ordered.
Devin cried out again and pushed back hard on my cock.
A second later Joyce was holding up her index and middle fingers and they glistened.
"You clean one and then give me the other." Joyce's eyes widened, but she sucked one wet finger into her mouth. Her eyes closed as she savored the taste. She lifted her hand and I licked her other finger. It was a sweeter taste than Joyce. In fact, it could be described as intoxicating.
Devin was now constantly squirming. She kept moving her butt against my erection and rotating her hips from side to side.
"I bet you wanna cum right now. Don't you, Devin," I said. "Unfortunately, that's not happening. I am going to cum. Joyce is going to give me a blow job. Just imagine what that would be like. Or, maybe you'd like to imagine me between your legs. Think about my cock sliding inside you. Yeah, wouldn't that be sweet?"
Devin pushed back hard against me and my erection moved between her thighs, riding along her soaked lips.
"No, no, Devin. You can't ride me like that."
I stepped back and applied two strong swats to her ass. She let out a sharp yelp and moved her butt back and forth.
"Joyce, are you ready?"
Joyce nodded and started pulling off her clothes. I asked for her shirt. I rolled the tee into a long tube and tied it around Devin's head. Joyce knelt beside her and I stepped up to let my erection disappear into my girlfriend's open mouth. The sound Joyce made left no doubt as to what she was doing. As she moved her head back and forth, I rubbed Devin's butt.
"Devin, you should see her. God, she is so sexy taking it. Her lips are all stretched out as I pump in and out of her mouth. She is really good. I wonder how she would be at sucking your pussy? Would you like that, Devin? Would you like Joyce to lick you? I bet you would cum hard. Do you want to cum?"
"God, yes, I want to cum. I always wanted a woman to kiss me there; to make me cum. Please, Joshua, let me cum? Let Joyce lick me. Do anything, but let me cum."
I wasn't sure that Devin even knew what she was saying. Her rear kept swaying back and forth, but there was no relief for the mounting tension she felt. As for me, I was racing toward a climax. Joyce was working hard to bring me to the edge.
I slapped Devin's butt and told her to stand still. She tried but kept rising on her toes. Another sharp smack brought her back down on her soles.
"I'm gonna cum, Devin. I want to cum on your ass. Tell me you want me to do that."
Devin bent and pushed her ass out. "Yes, Joshua, cum on my ass."
I pulled away from Joyce's mouth and gave myself a few strokes. I exploded and started shooting ropes of cum on Devin's ass. I pressed my still hard cock between her cheeks and squirted up onto her lower back. Slowly I pulled away and my cockhead stopped at her anal opening. I leaned in and pressed my cock against the tight ring. She pushed back and I felt more ejaculate escape and coat her anal area.
Joyce remained on her knees, sweat running down her face. She watched as I rubbed Devin's rear, working my own fluid into her skin. My finger slid down her crack and I pushed my tip into her anus.
"Oh," moaned Devin.
I pushed into the second knuckle. Devin pushed back. I played with her ass and then removed my finger, stepping back.
"Joyce, would you get a damp washcloth, please?"
She rose and went to the bathroom.
"Devin, I want to keep your eyes covered, but I want you to clean my cock. Will you do that?"
Devin shook her head. "Joyce, is it all right for Devin to wash my cock?"
She looked at me, then at Devin and back to stare at my semi-erect cock.
"Yes, I think she should."
"Devin, turn around."
Taking a deep breath, Devin slowly turned to face us. I looked at the dark strip between her legs. There were drops of moisture clinging to the curly hairs and insides of her thighs glistened. I took her hands and helped her to kneel in front of me.
I asked Joyce to untie her. She then handed me the cloth and I wiped my finger clean. I handed the cloth to Devin and guided her hand to my cock. Devin grasped my flesh with one hand and began to wipe my now full erection with the cloth. She ran her fingers up and down and followed the same path with the cloth. I told her to stop and she sat back on her heels.
"Joyce, did Devin get everything?"
My girlfriend knelt next to Devin and examined me closely. "Looks like she missed a couple spots," she said.
"But, I can't see..."
"No excuses. Put your head on the floor."
I could see her mouth working. She was probably thinking how far she would let this go on.
"Is there a problem, Devin?"
After a long pause, she said no and slowly bent from the waist until her head rested on the floor.
"Joyce, I think you should apply the discipline since she did not perform a task that you could easily do."
"I couldn't see..." Devin began.
"Quiet, please."
I nodded to Joyce. She smiled. I had sensed that she was taking sexual pleasure from this domination of her friend. She moved behind Devin and ran her hand along her friend's naked and exposed butt.
"How many?"
"Ten," I said. "First, though, rub my cum into her ass. Make sure it's all covered. And, then check to see if she is wet."
Devin made a sound but it quickly evaporated as Joyce's hand began smoothing the remnants of my orgasm into her butt and back. Joyce ran a finger down Devin's crack. Pulling her fingers away, Joyce landed a hard smack on her left cheek. In quick succession she applied the hits, alternating between each white globe until the entire backside was pink. All during the spanking, Devin was making low noises. Joyce then placed two fingers at her friend's opening and pushed.
Devin cried out and moved her butt back toward Joyce. After a couple seconds, Joyce removed her fingers and showed me the thick moisture adhering to them.
"Devin needs to clean her own fingers. She should be ashamed to be so out of control."
Joyce helped Devin kneel up straight and placed her juice-covered fingers at her friend's mouth. Devin hesitated and then parted her lips. Joyce coated her lips with the woman's own essence and then shoved the fingers inside Devin's mouth. Devin sucked them. After she removed her fingers, Joyce leaned in and kissed Devin's lips and ran her tongue around them to be sure she received every remnant of her friend's excitement.
I moved forward and taking my soft cock rubbed it along Devin's lips. As she opened her mouth, I pulled back.
"I think we need a nap," I said. I pulled on my boxers.
I led her to the bed. I untied her and quickly stretched her arms above her head. I tied them to the slats in the headboard. She still had Joyce's tee shirt covering her eyes.
Joyce, still naked, and I crawled into our bed, while Devin, her dark bush exposed, squirmed on the bed next to us. Soon the three of us drifted off.
We woke around seven. "Joyce, can you take Devin into the shower and clean her up?"
"Love to," she said. She helped Devin up and guided her toward the bathroom. The sight of my naked girlfriend and the bare butt of the tall and beautiful Devin sent a charge to my crotch.
While they were in the bathroom, I pulled on a pair of boxers. The women came out from the bathroom with towels wrapped around them and I went in. Devin no longer had the shirt over her eyes.
I took my shower and allowed the girls time to dress. I came out once more with a towel around my waist. Joyce was wearing slacks and a dressy tee. Devin had a flower print skirt with a tube top and an un-buttoned shirt over it.
"Devin, are you wearing panties?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Take them off, please."
Devin shot a glance to Joyce and then reached under her skirt. She pulled her hands out with one of them holding a black thong.
I smiled and then undid my towel. The women looked at my naked body.
"Devin, come here and put your panties on me," I said.
Slowly she crossed the room and dropped to her knees. My dick swung before her eyes. I lifted my feet one at a time and let her get the thong over onto my legs. She eased up until my dick was at the waistband.
"Joyce, can you get me inside?"
Joyce took hold of my dick as Devin pulled up the thong. It was stretched to its limit as it sat low on my hips. Joyce pulled the band so she could stuff me inside. All the while Devin kept her eyes fixed on my crotch.
I fought hard for control. I felt if I got erect, I would probably split the thin fabric. My balls were practically falling out the sides of the thong.
I told Devin she could get up and I finished getting dressed in slacks and a button down shirt. We then walked up the road to the Italian restaurant. We were seated at a table by the window with a view of the ocean. Our waitress came and I ordered a bottle of Chianti and some garlic bread.



I steered the conversation to topics other than the building sexual tension among us. During our meal we talked about taking a stroll up the beach. The tide had started to ebb and there was a full moon coming up.
After our meal, we crossed the street to the beach. The night air was still hot, but it was cooler by the water. Letting the gentle waves break over our feet we headed north. I took each woman by the hand.
"How do you feel about this afternoon," I asked Devin.
"God, I'm not sure I can describe what I feel," she said.
"Try," I said and then added, "please."
"When you pulled my bottom off I thought I was going to explode. It was so unexpected and so erotic. Then feeling your cock on my ass was unlike anything I've ever experienced. And, I've never been tied up before."
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked.
"I got excited," she replied.
I asked Joyce how she felt.
"When I came in and saw you naked on the bed and then noticed Devin without her bottom, I thought that maybe you fucked her."
"How would that have made you feel?" I asked.
"Pissed off big time." We all laughed.
"Joyce, I promised you-I will never have sex with anyone else unless you know about it and approve it. Now, what else do you feel about this afternoon?"
"God, it was so freaking sexy. Giving you head while Devin was next to us was really one of the sexiest things I've ever done. And, watching you rub your cock on her mouth, oh my god that was hot."
"How about putting your fingers inside Devin," I asked.
"That stills seems unreal. Dev, was that too much?"
Devin shuddered and said, "Turned me on, Joyce. I mean big time."
"Have you ever...uh, done anything with a woman?" Joyce asked.
"No," said Devin. "But, I have to say I've dreamed about it."
"Did you ever dream about hooking up with Joyce," I asked.
"Well, seeing her run around apartment nude did give me some ideas from time to time."
We laughed.
"Have you done that, Joyce?" asked Devin.
"A couple times," she said. "Mostly in college and once since then. That was before Joshua and I started dating."
"How was it?" asked Devin.
"Mostly fucking awesome," replied Joyce. She and Devin giggled.
"How about a threesome," asked Devin.
"Joshua?" said Joyce.
"It's ok, tell her," I replied.
"You know Candace?"
"Our downstairs neighbor, Candace?" said Devin. "The red head with the big tits—that Candace?"
"Yep," said Joyce, "and they are enormous."
"But how, when?"
"When you went to Dallas for that hospital convention," said Joyce. "She and I were down doing laundry and she took a bra out of the dryer. I said something about how big and sturdy it looked. She said when you have boobs like hers you need the industrial strength kind.
"I looked at her chest for a second and then caught myself. She said don't worry, it happens all the time. Then she said most girls wanna touch them. I stood there not knowing what to do and she said 'Go on, I don't mind.' So, I did."
Devin was squeezing my hand hard. She asked, "What happened next?"
"I touched her boobs," said Joyce. "Actually, I think I sorta mauled them. They were so big and so soft that I just played with them. I asked if I could see them. She said not in the laundry room. Her roommate had company, so she suggested we go to our apartment. I told her that Joshua was there. She asked if I thought he'd mind seeing her boobs. We stopped folding our laundry, threw it in our baskets and raced up the stairs."
"This is turning me on, you know," said Devin.
"Not the only one," I said. Joyce reached out with her free hand to stroke my erection. "God, Devin, he's like iron. You gotta feel it."
"May I?" she asked.
"Yes," I said.
Devin ran her fingers along my hard shaft. "God, this is huge."
"Finish your story, Joyce," I said. Devin had released my hand so we could walk while she ran her fingers up and down my erection.
"I think I've destroyed your thong," I said.
"Who cares?' she replied and squeezed.
"So, anyway, we come into our apartment and Joshua is doing something on his laptop. I asked him if he remembered Candace. He stood and said hi. He asked what was up? So I said, 'I want to see Candace's boobs and she wants to show me. Is that all right with you?' God, Devin, I've never seen Joshua look like a deer in the headlights, but there he was with his mouth hanging open. I told Candace that he was good with it. She pulled her tee shirt over her head, reached around and undid the hooks and dropped her bra. They were the biggest boobs I've ever seen, including all the pornos I've seen. And, they were real."
Devin was stroking and squeezing me. "I want to take Joshua's cock out."
"It's ok by me," said Joyce. "I don't think anyone can see us."
"May I take your cock out, Joshua?" Devin asked.
"Yes, you may," I said.
We stopped walking. Devin unzipped my pants and my cock popped out. She reached inside to find her thong down around my balls. She cupped my balls and then ran her hand up my erection.
"Devin, I did not give you permission to touch my balls. You will be disciplined for that."
"I don't mind," she said. "It's worth it."
We continued walking. My cock was hard and pointed the way up the beach. In the moonlight I could also make out the pre-cum on its tip.
"Well, back to the story," said Joyce. "So Candace is there topless and I started playing with her boobs again. She had big areolas and nipples. I was just exploring every inch. She said she wondered if Joshua was enjoying himself. I looked back and saw the tent in his pants and told her definitely he was. I asked if she wanted to see how much he was enjoying it and she said yes. Joshua dropped his pants and underwear and his cock was as big as I'd ever seen it."
Devin stroked me faster. "As big as this?" she asked.
"Bigger if you can imagine it," Joyce said. Devin stroked harder.
"So, one thing led to another and all three of us were naked and in my bedroom. Candace had this outrageous crop of red hair on her pussy. It looked like she never did anything with it. We were both giving Joshua a BJ and our tongues touched each other. She didn't seem to mind and next thing I know we were making out like crazy. She then kisses her way down and starts eating me. Devin, she was really, really good. Joshua, meanwhile, has put on a condom. He is behind her and pulls her ass up. He puts his tip at her pussy and asks if he can go further. She just says 'Fuck me hard.' The night just continued from there. I can't even remember every combination, but I'm sure we did them all. God, that was hot."
Devin was stroking me fast at this point. "Joyce, I want to suck this cock so bad."
"Not here and not now," I answered. "Are you wet?" Devin said she was.
"Lift your skirt," I said.
Devin let go of my cock and pulled her skirt up. I could see her dark hair. I turned her and grabbed her pussy. She purred like a cat. Her purr turned to a growl as I jammed two fingers inside her. She began humping my fingers. I sensed she was right on the edge and did not touch her g-spot. Slowly I pulled my fingers away.
"No, Joshua, please don't stop. I need to cum. Please." Devin sounded desperate.
"Joyce, I just fingered your best friend," I said, "How does that make you feel."
"Left out," she said and added. "Turned on—turned on big time."
"Put my cock back in my pants, Devin. We're going back to the hotel and I'm going to fuck Joyce. You can watch, but you are still not to cum."
Struggling to gain control of her libido, Devin managed to get my erection inside my pants and zip me up. We quickly walked back to the hotel.
Once in our room, I told the two women to strip. Within seconds they were naked and standing in front of me. For the first time I looked at a totally naked Devin. Her small breasts were covered with goosebumps and her nipples extended a good half inch. She was rubbing her thighs together.
"Devin, please undress me."
Without hesitation she undid my shirt and tossed it aside. On her knees, she opened my belt and top button, yanked down my zipper and tugged my pants to the floor. My cock was hard and standing up. I stepped out of my shoes and she freed my feet from my pants.
"Use your mouth to take off your thong."
Devin leaned in and grasped the band of her thong with her teeth. It had rolled down so it was under my balls. She released the band and licked my balls. I pulled her hair, forcing her head away.
"That's the second disobedient act. Your punishment is going to be severe," I said.
Now, take the thong off."
This time she pulled it down and I stepped out of it.
I asked Joyce to sit on the edge of the bed. I instructed Devin to stand before her, bend over and put her hands on Joyce's thighs. This brought their faces inches apart.
I pulled my belt from my pants and took a position behind Devin and to the side. I reached between her legs and pushed on her thighs. She widened her stance. I could see her pussy lips, engorged and wet. I ran my finger along her lips and she pushed back.
"There will be five of these," I said. "You can stop them at any time by saying 'Enough'. Do you understand, Devin? Just say 'Enough" and it will end."
"I understand," she said. "I deserve to be punished." Joyce moved her head forward and they kissed.
As their lips were pressed together, I levied the first blow with the belt. Devin lurched forward, pushing Joyce back on the bed.
I rubbed the welt and inserted a finger in her wet vagina. I pulled my finger away and sucked.
"You taste very sweet, Devin. I'm sure Joyce would love to lick you until you explode."
With that I landed the second hit. Devin cried out. Her butt clenched and she moved it from side to side. Once more I gently pressed on the welt, taking some of the sting away. Joyce had sat back up and kissed her friend on the lips.
"Honey, say 'Enough'. Joshua won't mind," pleaded with her friend.
"I can take it," said Devin.
I hit her hard for the third time and her knees buckled. I could hear her sobbing.
"Joshua, stop," said Joyce. "This is too much."
"She can stop it any time she wishes," I said as I softly stroked the newly red spot on her butt.
"Go on," said Devin through clenched teeth.
I brought the belt down once more and she let out a sharp cry. I felt I was crossing the line. I wanted to take away the pain. I dipped my fingers inside her and this time purposely found her g-spot. Devin pushed back against my hand as I rubbed her.
"God, yes, don't stop," she begged.
I pulled my fingers out and laid the belt gently across her ass. "That was the fifth, Devin. It's over."
She fell to her knees and her face rested in Joyce's lap. Joyce stroked her hair and bent to whisper encouragement in her ear.
I dug a bottle of aloe out of Joyce's beach bag. I helped raise Devin from the floor. Joyce pulled the covers down on her bed and I eased Devin onto her stomach. I squeezed some lotion into my hand and softly applied it to the ugly welts on her bottom. Devin moved her butt back and forth and made some sounds. When I had covered her wounds, I lay next to her. Joyce moved to her other side. She put our arms around her back and snuggled her. Devin began to cry.
We stayed like that for a long time. Devin's sobs stopped and we fell asleep. It was around three in the morning when I woke and needed to pee. I was in the bathroom when Devin walked in. As I finished peeing, she took a washcloth and wiped my dick clean. Next she dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth.
"Devin, no," I said.
"Please, Joshua. I need this. I really need this."
Taking her by her shoulders, I pulled her up and led her back to bed. Joyce was awake.
"I think we've pushed it far enough, Joshua. Give her release," said Joyce.
"You want me to make her cum?" I asked.
Joyce nodded.
"If we have sex, will that be all right?
She nodded again.
"Can you help me?" I asked. Joyce nodded for a third time.
I stretched out on my back. Guiding Devin, I brought her mouth to mine and we kissed. Joyce began to softly caress Devin's rear.
Devin eagerly sought my tongue and I gave her entrance. After kissing for a long time, I pulled our mouths apart and pushed her down my body. Devin grabbed my erection and brought it to her mouth. As her lips descended down my shaft, I saw Joyce moving her fingers in and out of her friend's pussy.
Devin was working hard on my cock. I caught Joyce's eye and made a licking motion with my tongue. She nodded her agreement.
"Devin, sweetheart," I said. She looked up. The sight of her delicate mouth around my cock made my heart swell. "Devin, Joyce is going to do what you always wanted. She's going to lick your cunt. Is that all right?"
Even with my cock in her mouth, Devin smiled. I nodded to Joyce. She bent and moved her mouth to Devin's pussy.
"Devin, look at me," I said. "I want to see you as a woman licks you for the first time."
Devin locked eyes with me. I knew when her eyes widened that Joyce had found her spot. Devin began to suck me again, but it was clear that she could not concentrate on me while experiencing the oral sex from Joyce.
I eased her off my cock. "Devin, I want you to know that Joyce and I have been tested. We both are clean and neither of us has been with anyone else since we were tested. I want to make love to you. Is that all right?"
"Yes, Joshua. I want that so much."
"Joyce, I want to be inside Devin now. Are you ok with it?"
Joyce pulled her face away and I could see the wetness covering her lips and chin.
"Yes, I want that, too. Then you and I can do the same."
"I love you, Joyce."
"I love you, Joshua."
We changed places. Devin's head was now in Joyce's lap and my cock was poised at her pussy. Her ass was still raised and her lips were red and wet.
I pushed my head against those lips. "Tell me if it hurts or if you need lube, or anything. Don't be afraid to say anything. We all want this to be good for all of us."
"Fuck me, Joshua. That's what I want."
I pushed forward, my tip splitting her lips. Devin involuntarily pulled away. I paused and soon she relaxed and I pushed in another inch.
"Oh, that is big," she said.
"I'm going slow, Devin. We'll get there."
Joyce played with Devin's nipples. By the cooing sounds, I knew this was working. I moved ahead burying two more inches into her tight pussy. I remained still. In a bit, Devin began moving her hips back and forth. I moved with her and soon I was three quarters inside.
"Give me a second, Joshua," she said.
I ran my hand up and down her spine. I cringed at the welts on her white bottom. I was regretting that I put them there. I also knew my cock would not be inside her if I hadn't.
"I'm ready," she said.
I plunged until my cock was all the way in. I pulled back until just my tip remained and then plunged again. Devin grunted, but pushed back with her ass. We soon built a tempo that was steady. As I felt her loosen even more, I grabbed her hips and doubled my speed.
She cried out and was breathing heavily through her nose. Joyce kept stroking her cheek and caressing her hair. The squishy sounds of sex echoed in our ears as our noses took in the distinct scent of fucking.
I was getting close. "Devin, are you ready."
"I've already had a bunch of little ones," she said raggedly. "This next one will be off the charts."
"Joyce, can you reach her clit?"
She nodded and moved her hand between Devin's legs. I could feel her fingers as my cock continued to piston. My balls were at the breaking point, and I told Joyce to go ahead.
I thrust as hard as I could and exploded. At the same time Joyce pinched Devin's clit. Devin screamed and pushed her ass back so hard it almost drove me off the bed. I rammed back and continued until my cock began to soften. Devin seemed to have two or three more spasms. When I pulled out, Devin collapsed on the bed, her face resting on Joyce's chest.
I moved up and knelt next to Joyce. She took my spent cock and cleaned it of the mixture of two orgasms. I moved next to her and pulled Devin into my arms. She looked up and smiled. I kissed her lips. She closed her eyes, with a smile still affixed to her lips.
The next morning we all awoke to find the sun streaming in.
I kissed Devin's hair. "Are you all right?"
"Well, my ass feels like it's been peeled raw and my pussy has aches in places I didn't know I had. But, to answer your question, I am most certainly all right." She turned her face up and I kissed her. She ran her tongue along my lips and opened her mouth. We kissed deeply until I heard Joyce clear her throat.
"I think someone else might want attention," Devin said.
I pulled Joyce to me and we kissed as Devin's head rested between us.
"I have to say that was the most incredible thing I ever saw," said Joyce.
"Saw?" laughed Devin. "As I recall you were licking my pussy."
"Yes, I was. And it was delicious. Makes me want more, as a matter of fact."
"Sorry, my turn first" Devin said.
Joyce swung around into a sixty-nine so her pussy was next to Devin's face. She raised a leg and Devin gave her a lick from top to bottom. She repeated this several times and slid a hand up to pull back the hood of Joyce's clit. She sucked the bud into her mouth and Joyce cried out in pleasure.
When Devin pushed two fingers inside Joyce, my girlfriend pumped her groin hard against Devin's mouth. Devin sucked hard and Joyce came hard.
When her orgasm was spent, Joyce sunk down on her back. I turned Devin's face to me and cleaned her of the sweet mess.
We stayed close for another half hour.
"Hate to admit it," Devin said, "But I am starved."
We all agreed we needed to eat. I suggested a group shower and surprisingly there were no objections. It took longer than normal, but again no one complained. As Joyce dressed, I applied a combination of kisses and aloe to Devin's bum. When we were all dressed, we went out and across the road to a take-out stand. We ordered enormous breakfasts and found a spot at a picnic table and sat under the umbrella. Devin had to sit awkwardly, letting her bum hang over the back of the bench.
"Looks like another great beach day," I said.
"Screw that," said Devin. "I believe I'm due a front row seat to you and Joyce. I believe checkout is not until noon. By my estimate, we can have a couple rounds in by then."
"Can I still call the shots?" I asked.
"As long it involves putting that cock in me and allowing me and Joyce to have some fun, I'd say you're in complete control."
"Wait, if you're telling me what you want, how can I be in complete control?" I asked.
"I'm sure you'll figure it out. Of course, you can say 'Enough' and we can just go home."
"I think I've had 'Enough" breakfast," I said. "Shall we go back to the room?"
The next three hours were an orgy—there is no better word for it. Devin watched me and Joyce, I watched Joyce and Devin and the three of us watched each other. It was three tired lovers heading back home. I had a suspicion that home would never be the same again.
***
Joyce and I were sitting on the couch in her apartment and watching some period costume drama on Netflix.
Devin burst in and shouted a hell-o. She went to the kitchen and brought back a glass. Pouring a full portion of red wine, she stood in front of us.
"So, how was the date?" Joyce asked.
"Bad," she said.
"Really, the date was that bad?" Joyce asked.
"Oh, no," Devin replied. "The date was so-so. I was bad."
She took a sip and placed her glass on the table.
"How bad?" I asked.
"Very, very bad," she said. Devin undid her pants and took them off. She slid her green thong to the floor. Her now bald pussy was shining in the light.
Spinning around she backed up until her naked rear was almost in my face.



"Yes, very, very, very bad," Devin said.
"I guess something that bad deserves punishment," I said.
"That's up to you," she replied. After a pause, she added, "Master."
*****
Thanks for taking the time to read my story. If you would like to leave a personal comment, you can respond through Literotica or you can always email me from your email at the contact on my profile. If you choose to vote, it helps me understand what you like or don't like. I debated about putting this in the BDSM category, but ultimately decided to go for Group Sex. Do you think I made the right choice? I am eager to hear from you. Was it too tame, too much—let me know? I am deeply grateful for editing and review by Perry. If there are mistakes or glitches, please know that the fault is with me, not Perry and not the stars.
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Sometimes it feels that life is one big rush. Only when we take the time, can we find what's really important.
It was late and I was tired. I had gotten a delayed start out of Boston and I was eager to reach my house and relax. The last five miles wound around hills and twisting roads. Driving along the dark country road, I rounded a bend and saw a deer bound across the two-lane road and disappear into the woods. I braked and slowed, on the alert for a companion deer. As I passed the spot where the deer had crossed, something appeared at the periphery of my vision.
I drove another hundred yards and decided to stop. That simple action of applying my brakes propelled me into an incredible adventure.
Walking back up the road, I noticed a number of broken branches along the shoulder. I peered down the embankment and my stomach turned. A car was pushed up against a tree at the bottom of about a forty foot slope--one headlight shown against the stand of trees.
After dialing 9-1-1, I started to make my way down. The operator asked about the emergency and I described the scene as I approached.
"Are there injured parties?"
"Can't tell yet, but you'd better send an ambulance. I'm sure someone must be hurt by the looks of the car."
She took down location information and told me to stay on the line. I was now at the car and could see steam coming from the collapsed hood resting against the tree trunk. I made my way over to the driver's side and pulled back.
A thick branch had penetrated the windshield and had pinned the driver back in her seat. I called out and she moaned. She was alive, at least for now. I couldn't see to the passenger side because it was so dark. Holding onto the side of the car, I gingerly made my way around trying to avoid slipping down the rest of the slope. The greatest impact was on the driver's side. The passenger door was ajar, but bent. I pulled and finally opened it enough to see a mass of blond hair and a body slumped forward against the seat belt. The depleted airbag was crumpled in her lap.
Before I did anything, I described to the 9-1-1 operator what I had found. I told her there were two injured persons and they might need more than one ambulance.
"Does the passenger have a pulse?" she asked.
I reached in and slid my hand toward her neck. I pressed two fingers to her carotid artery and felt a slight pulse.
"Yes, I can feel a pulse. Should I try to get her out?"
"Does it look like the car may catch on fire?"
"No, I just see steam from the radiator."
"EMTs will be there soon. Just stand by and keep monitoring her pulse. If it stops, let me know. You may have to extract her and perform CPR. Do you know how to do that?"
I told her I did. I felt the passenger's neck again and the pulse was about the same. This time I noticed my fingers were coated with blood. I told the operator.
"Can you tell where the bleeding is coming from?"
"Not really." I moved the blond hair back from the face and noticed blood running from her nose and some on her forehead. I relayed this information to the operator.
"I can't tell anything else unless I move her head."
"Better wait. Can you hear the siren yet?"
I craned my neck and listened. Other than the creaking noises from the engine, I heard nothing.
"No, nothing yet. Should I go up to the road?"
"Please stay with the victims. I'm sure the responders will see your car and be able to find you. What's the condition of the driver?"
"There's a limb that pierced the windshield and has her pinned. I'm going around to check on her." I used the car for leverage and eased my way to the driver's side.
"Can you hear me?" I asked the young woman. Her answer was soft, but she said she could. "I've called 9-1-1 and help is on the way. Hang in there and we'll get you out."
I heard a weak "thank you". I relayed the information to the 9-1-1 operator and she told me not to try to move the driver. The girl on the other side moaned and I went back to the passenger side.
I looked into the car. The passenger was wearing a long skirt and a short-sleeve blouse. I couldn't tell her age, but she looked to be young by the shape of her body and toned arms. My foot hit something and I looked down to see a purse on the ground. It must have fallen out when I yanked the door open.
I stooped to pick it up and heard her moan again.
"Hell-o, can you hear me?" I asked. "Are you hurt?" I realized that was a stupid question. Of course, she was hurt.
"What's going on?" asked the operator.
"She's making noises," I replied. "Who is?" she asked. "The passenger," I responded.
"Miss, miss, can you hear me?" I spoke to her.
"What happened?" came a weak reply.
"She's talking," I said into my phone.
"You were in a car crash. Help will be here any second."
"Help? Who are you?"
"I'm St. Pierre. Marc St. Pierre. The ambulance is on its way."
The woman had not moved. "St. Pierre. Oh, you mean Saint Peter. No, I don't want to be with you yet. Please, I don't want to die."
"You're going to be all right," I assured her. I set the phone on the roof and opened the purse. I dug around and found her wallet. Opening it, I used the faint light from my cell to look at her driver's license. "Amelia Dempsey."
I heard the operator's voice from my phone. I picked it up and switched to speaker. "I found her driver's license. It seems her name is Amelia Dempsey." I gave the operator the address on the license. The picture showed a pretty, blond woman who was twenty-two. The operator said they will begin reaching out to family.
"St. Peter, how's Emily? Is she ok?"
"Who's Emily?" I asked.
"My friend. She was driving."
"Well, the EMTs will be here any second and they'll take care of both of you." I called out, "Emily, can you hear me. Emily?"
"So cold," Emily said.
"Hang on, honey, help is coming."
"Saint Peter, will you hold my hand?" Amelia asked. I took her hand.
"You're going to be fine, Amelia. Just hang in there."
"You know my name? Oh, of course, you have to know names. I know I shouldn't say this, but I just don't want to go to heaven yet."
I made the connection. In her confused state, she thought I was "THE" Saint Peter. It would not be worth it at this point to try to explain.
"I understand. I know you're not coming to me for a long time."
"Thank you. Will you pray with us?"
I decided to do what I could to keep her calm and awake.
"Of course."
She began the "Our Father" and, hoping my memory held out, I joined her. When we got to the "deliver us from evil", she stopped. I started on to the "For Thine is...", when I realized she was using the Catholic version, so I stopped. I heard a soft "Amen" from Emily and it gave me hope that she might make it.
"Thank you, Saint Peter, I feel a lot better."
I squeezed her hand.
"If Emily comes to you, please be kind to her. She's a good person."
"Don't worry about Emily," I said. "She's going to be fine. And, I'll look after her."
The operator's voice came through the phone.
"What's going on?"
"Just talking with Amelia. She seems to be doing fine. Her friend's name is Emily and she is still conscious."
I asked the operator to wait while I asked Amelia what Emily's last name was. She said "Johnston" and I relayed that to the operator. Amelia also gave me Emily's parents' name and the town and state where they lived. After I gave that information to the operator, I asked, "What's the deal with the ambulance?"
"Sorry about that," she said. "They went south on County Road instead of north toward you. They're close. You should hear them soon."
In a few seconds I could hear the distant wail of the siren and relayed that to the Operator.
Almost immediately, we were caught in a light.
Amelia squeezed my hand. "I see a bright light. Am I dying?"
I laughed. "If you are, I am, too. I think it's coming from the road." I shielded my eyes and called out.
"County sheriff," came a reply. "Do you need immediate assistance?"
"We have injured persons. When will the ambulance be here?"
"I just heard from dispatch and it's a matter of minutes. If you are all set, I'll stay here to signal them."
I shouted back that I was fine and he should stay up there.
"Saint Peter?"
"Yes, Amelia. The ambulance is almost here."
"I'm embarrassed." I looked at her with her head still tilted down. I tucked her hair back up behind her ear and touched her cheek.
"It's going to be fine, Amelia. Be strong."
"Promise to do my best. But, Saint Peter, I don't know how to say this."
"What's that?"
"I have to pee real bad."
"Then pee, Amelia. It's okay."
"But I don't want to ruin the car or my undies."
I laughed, "Amelia, don't worry about the car. Do it now before all the others arrive."
She reached for my hand again and held tight. I heard her let out a sigh.
"God, oops, I mean gosh that feels better. Guess I'll be needing some clean undies."
I could hear the siren getting closer. "They're almost here, Amelia. You are going to be fine, remember that."
"Don't leave me, St. Peter. I know you have so much to do, but please stay a little longer."
I could see the flashing lights at the top of the hill as the siren died. Two EMTs were making their way down carrying their kits.
"I have to move aside now. But, I'll hang around until you're safe. Take care, Amelia. I'm right here."
"Thank you, Saint Peter."
The first EMT arrived and asked if I was the one who had called it in. I filled him in quickly and told him Amelia's and Emily's names.
He leaned in the car and started talking with Amelia while his partner leaned to attend to Emily from the other side. I felt in the way and moved off to stand at a distance. He and the other EMT discussed trying to extract Amelia. They decided they needed the hydraulic pincers. I saw that a fire engine had now pulled up. Firefighters were making their way down the hill with extinguishers in hand. They surveyed the damage and determined that a fire was not imminent. One called on his walkie-talkie to bring the Jaws of Life. Within minutes they were working to cut away the roof and make room to move Amelia. I could see where they had draped a blanket over Emily and were trying to determine how to free her from the limb that was pinning her. As I turned back to Amelia, I saw that they had placed a brace around her neck.
When Amelia was free of the wreckage, they placed her on a board, secured her head and neck and strapped her tightly. I caught her eye and gave her a thumbs up. She smiled and then closed her eyes.
I recalled the picture of the pretty blond on the driver's license. I hoped the blood-covered face would not carry permanent scars. I watched as they fixed an inflatable boot around her right leg, from ankle to knee. They next rigged a rope to the board. Two deputies on top of the hill started to pull her up as the EMTs and firefighters guided and pushed from the bottom.
A firefighter came down with a chain saw and soon had the limb cut back. They checked Emily and determined they should try to get her out. Carefully, the EMTs and firefighters extracted her, placed her on another board and hauled her up the incline.
I started to crawl back up and realized I still had Amelia's purse looped on my shoulder. By the time I reached the road, Amelia's ambulance had left. I spoke to one of the remaining deputies who were awaiting a helicopter to transport Emily to Boston. I told him about the purse and he suggested I drop it at Cape Cod Hospital and that he didn't have time to deal with it now.
I gave him my name and number, and a statement about seeing the deer. I told him I suspected they swerved to avoid the animal and went over the side. Exhausted, I drove home. I went to sleep thinking about the young woman who thought I was Saint Peter. Not accustomed to praying, I did ask someone whom I hoped might have power to help her and her friend get better.
The next day I worked out of my home office in my Truro house. With many calls back and forth to my law firm in Boston, I resolved a number of issues. By two I called it quits. After a shower and a tuna sandwich, I headed to Cape Cod Hospital to return the purse and see how Amelia was doing.
With little traffic it took me just over an hour to reach Hyannis. When I pulled into the parking lot, I was struck by the sight of several television trucks. At the main entrance a gang of reporters had set up on one side. Security guards were keeping them behind some yellow tape. I thought that maybe some politician was a patient. I made my way to the desk and asked for Amelia's room. The attendant looked at me skeptically.
"Are you with the media?"
"No."
"Are you a member of her family?"
"No."
"Well, her family has restricted visitors to family or people on an approved list. What's your name?"
I was puzzled why a young woman would have so many cautions around her hospital stay. Her name did not ring a bell. I gave the attendant my name and she made a call. While she was on the phone, I held up the purse. I told her I just wanted to return it. The attendant relayed that information. She nodded her head as she listened.
After hanging up, she asked if I would take a seat down the hall and to the right. She explained it would be out of sight of the media who peered through the windows. Things were becoming stranger and I wondered why. I was sitting where the attendant directed when the elevator to my right opened. A tall, black woman emerged and walked directly toward me.
I stood and she stopped a few feet away. She was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. Her hair was cropped close to her perfectly formed head. With smooth skin and arched eyebrows, her face reminded me of a model. She wore pink lipstick and large, gold hoop earrings.
"You're Saint Peter?"
"Actually, Marc St. Pierre," I said. "Amelia sorta thought I was 'the' Saint Peter and I went along with it. I guess it wasn't honest, but it seemed to calm her."
"And, you have her purse?"
I held it up.
She went to reach for it, but I pulled it away. She glared at me.
"Excuse me," I said. "But, I don't know who you are, and I don't know what's going on around here. I just wanted to see that Amelia is doing all right and return her purse. I didn't even mean to keep it. It's just that in all the commotion with the EMTs, I forgot to give it to them. The deputy said I should just take care of it myself."
The woman took a half-step closer. She was an inch or two taller than I was. I was fairly sure she wasn't wearing heels. I could detect a hint of perfume that evoked a decidedly male response from me.
"Are you being straight with me, Mr. St. Pierre?"
"What the hell are you talking about," I replied becoming irritated.
"You don't know who Amelia is?"
"Yeah, Amelia Dempsey. Look, I stumbled across that accident and then tried to help. That's it. So, why don't you tell me who you are and what this is all about."
The woman took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
"My name is Coco Connell."
She watched as I suppressed a smile.
"Yes, yes," she said. "I know. A black woman called 'Coco' with a last name that sounds like the fashion designer. What can I say? My parents had a sense of humor. That's my name and I am Rush's personal assistant."
"Rush?"
"Rush Brecq"
"Who's that?" I asked.
"Now, I know you are putting me on," she said, a flash of anger in her eyes.
"Ms. Connell, I have no clue what the hell you're talking about. I don't know Rush, I just wanted to return a purse. If you are somehow connected to Amelia Dempsey, then let's talk about that."
Shaking her head, she pulled out her phone and turned her back. As she spoke softly into it, I did what any man would do. I checked her out.
She wore a purple, fitted blouse. The tailored tan slacks showed off a magnificent rear end. She wore a red belt that accented her narrow waist and made her hips and butt stand out. The blouse indicated a lean upper body. Of course, I had already noticed her front. She did not seem to have a large chest, but her breasts made noticeable mounds behind the satin top. She left two buttons open, but did not reveal any cleavage. As I looked at her feet, I confirmed she wore tan, leather flats.
My inspection ceased as she ended her call and turned back to me. For the first time, she smiled showing even, white teeth. I could almost sense some warmth behind the smile.
"Well, it seems Saint Peter is more than welcome. Follow me."
"Where are we going?"
"We're going to see Rush Brecq. Or, if you prefer, Amelia Dempsey."
The elevator door opened and I followed her in. The alluring aroma I sensed before filled the confined space of the car. If perfume were an aphrodisiac, then this scent was doing its job. We exited on the fifth floor and turned right. I had to hustle to keep pace with her long strides. Arriving at the end of the corridor, she nodded at a security guard sitting outside.
"This is Mr. St. Pierre," she said. "Please add his name to the list." The guard nodded and the woman opened the door to a room.
Inside I saw Amelia sitting in a bed. Her two eyes were nearly closed with swelling and severely discolored. A large bandage covered her nose and I could see a few rows of stiches along her forehead, close to the hairline. One leg was raised and sported a temporary cast.
"Amelia?"
"Oh my god, you're real. Thank you so much. I thought I dreamed the whole thing up."
I smiled and she beckoned me to her side. As I approached, she tried to smile, but a cut at the corner of her mouth made her wince. She held her hand out and I took it in mine.
"Thank you. You may not be Saint Peter, but I think you saved my life."
"I just was lucky enough to find you. I only wanted to comfort you until the pros arrived. I'm really happy that you are..." I couldn't come up with a word for how she looked.
"That I'm held together with tape and wire?'
I laughed and so did she. She then cried at the pain from her lips. She squeezed my hand and I squeezed back.
"Let me introduce myself."
I turned to see a woman standing in the corner. She, too, was tall. With blond hair and blue eyes I immediately recognized a resemblance to the license photo of Amelia. She walked up to me and hugged me. "Thank God, you came by last night. And, thank you for what you did for her." She hugged me tightly and I found my arms around her to return the gesture.
"Belinda Brecq Dempsey," she said.
I nodded. "Sister?"
The woman blushed. "Mother."
"Ah," was the best I could reply.
"Cool, mom, he thinks you're some young hottie."
"I think the concussion is obviously affecting you," said Belinda. She brushed her hand over Amelia's head with obvious affection. Coco stepped to the other side of the bed, next to the IV pole, monitors and other equipment.
"He says he doesn't know who Rush Brecq is."
The three stared at me. I felt like the kid in class who just forgot the name of the first president. So, I shrugged.
"I guess you don't follow modern music," Belinda said.
"Kinda stopped after the 80's killed it," I admitted. "More likely today to listen to jazz or classical. I do like Diana Krall."
"I love her," said Amelia. "We did a gig together last fall." I hope my mouth didn't actually drop open. Who the hell was this kid?
Coco smiled and began to explain.
"Rush Brecq is Amelia's stage name. She is a singer and songwriter. She's won several Grammies, Country Music awards and several other distinctions. She's number one on both the pop and country charts. She is, in short, the hottest person in entertainment today."
As she spoke, I kept moving my head. When she finished, I said, "And I am most assuredly a troglodyte concerning modern culture. I have to say, though, I am very happy to have met Amelia. Maybe someday I might also meet Rush."



Amelia held her hand out and I stepped to her bedside.
"Give me a hug, Saint Peter."
I bent and gently hugged her. She whispered, "Thank you." As I stood, she said, "Did I really pee in front of you?"
"Well, you did pee and I was there, but I assure you I saw nothing. You had to go pretty bad."
"I kept getting these flashes of memory. God, I was so worried that I peed on St. Peter. That would be weird."
We shared a smile.
"Now, the challenge is how to deal with that mass of pariahs in the parking lot," said Coco. "Our publicist is on her way, but they are hungry and the media have to be fed. If we don't give them something, they'll start making up stories."
Although I was clueless about entertainment, a number of my clients had found themselves facing media scrutiny.
"If you wouldn't mind a couple suggestions," I offered.
The three women looked to me.
"I'd suggest you get a doctor, someone familiar with Amelia's condition, and a hospital administrator to hold a short news conference. Find a place near, but not in the hospital. Once you let the media inside, they will start roaming around. I noticed a medical office building as I drove in. Maybe you could use the lobby."
Coco was nodding and taking notes on her tablet with a special stylus.
"They can give a general update on Amelia's condition and prognosis. I would limit responses to generalities. I think you should be able to say, however, that Amelia's injuries will not interfere with her career and that after a recovery period, she will resume regular activity. Presuming, of course, all that is true. I imagine you want to end any speculation that her career is in any jeopardy. I think the best thing to emphasize is her leg injury as the cause of any delayed or cancelled appearances. Again, I am presuming you had a performance schedule. When your publicist arrives, she can work the media one-on-one to be sure the right message gets out."
"Marc, this is just what we need," said Coco. "I should probably pay more attention to the publicity side, but I am focused on the other part of Rush's career. As you were speaking, my mind started kicking into gear. I think we can send a Tweet from Rush saying she is okay and thanking everyone for their thoughts and prayers."
"So, when does the publicist arrive?"
"Tomorrow," said Coco. "She was vacationing in France. We all were taking a break since we have no concerts this summer and Rush just wrapped recording her new studio album. We'll have a tour next summer when we release this new album. Of course, there are still months of post on the album. All this works in our favor since we do not have to cancel any concerts. Rush was going to do some charity appearances, but we can reschedule those."
"Yeah," said Amelia, "Emily and I were just having fun down here. We stayed at some little B&B and were able to avoid the paparazzi." Amelia took a deep breath and tears started rolling down her cheeks.
Her mother sat on the bed and held her. "I know, I know, sweetheart. You can call her mother in a while. They are just arriving in Boston. The latest I heard is Emily is holding her own. She's out of surgery, but still in intensive care."
Coco looked at the mother and daughter, and I could see tears in the corner of her eyes. "I'm going to go find her doctor and the hospital CEO. Will you stay here, Marc?"
"Oh, I don't want to be in the way. I just wanted to make sure she was all right and return the purse."
Coco put her hand on my arm. "Stay. Rush likes having you here, I can tell. I think we all feel better with you around. We can use someone strong to help us right now."
Her perfume was once again doing its thing to my erogenous zones. I nodded agreement. Coco leaned in and kissed my cheek. "Thanks."
She left leaving a wake of olfactory enchantment. Amelia seemed to have calmed down.
"Can I get anything for you two?"
"I would totally love a chocolate frappe," said Amelia.
"Damn the diet and make that a double," added Belinda with a smile.
"Consider it done," I said. Asking at the nurses' station, I was directed to the café on the ground level. I ordered three chocolate frappes.
Returning to the room, I was waved in by the security guard and opened the door to see Belinda rubbing Amelia's back. Her hospital gown was down. I immediately noticed the ugly bruise mark between her breasts. It must be from the shoulder belt. I also noticed her bare breasts.
"Sorry," I muttered as Amelia looked at me.
She grinned and shrugged. "Don't sweat it. They're only boobs—and not big ones at that." They may not be big, but they were attractive with small dark areolas and light pink nipples. Belinda cleared her throat and slowly Amelia slipped her hands over her breasts. Now, I stared at her fingers. They were exceptionally long, slender and, if such a thing is possible, incredibly sexy.
Belinda turned and looked at me holding the drinks. She finished rubbing her daughter's back with some sort of cream. Amelia dropped her hands and her mother lifted the gown back into place. I watched her breasts disappear as Amelia smiled shyly. I wondered if she'd flash the real Saint Peter.
"Again, I apologize. I should have knocked."
"It's okay," Amelia assured me. "Plus, you got to see the famous Virgin's boobs."
"Virgin?"
"Yeah, the only pop female singer with her V Card."
I must have looked completely lost. Belinda came over and took two frappes. "Rush is widely known to be a virgin. I attribute some of that to her Catholic upbringing. The rest is because she is so damned level-headed. She dates, attracts inordinate amount of media attention and then breaks up without sleeping with the boy. So, she's sometimes called the Virgin Queen of Pop."
I nodded. "I guess there are a lot worse names you could be called."
"Yeah, like Cocktease," said Amelia as she took a long sip.
"Really, dear," said her mother.
"It's true," Amelia responded. "Just because I don't want to go to bed with a guy, I get this label. Honestly, I tell every one of them that we won't be having sex. If that's what they want, they can go somewhere else."
"So how's that working out?" I asked and grinned.
"I think that's why I have a lot of ex-boyfriends," she said and laughed. "Of course, I also have lots and lots of material for my songs."
We each sipped our drinks. I decided to ask a question that had been on my mind.
"How come the name, Rush?"
"When I decided on pursuing a music career," said Amelia, "I wanted to be able to create an identity that left some room for the real me. My mom and dad used to play old Tom Rush records. I started listening to them and loved his songs and the way he covered other artists. So I picked 'Rush' for my first name and mom's maiden name. It's worked out well, People do know my real name, but it does give me some privacy."
Coco returned and said everything was arranged. A couple of the national cable outlets were going live so we turned on the television. I offered Coco my drink. She took it and pursed her pink-colored lips around the straw and took a long draw.
She handed it back to me. I looked at the trace of lipstick on the tip of the straw. I'm ashamed to say that a rather phallic thought entered my mind. Coco looked at me and licked her lips clean. I felt like someone was adding lead weights to my scrotum. I pushed the straw into my mouth and imagined my lips pressed against the beautiful, exotic woman two feet away. My bubble burst when Belinda called out that the tease for the news conference was up.
The scene shifted to a young, female reporter standing in front of a podium. She explained that Rush Brecq's physician would be making a statement on the near death accident of the world's top performer and the severe injuries to her close, personal friend, who had been vacationing with Rush. Nothing like a bit of hyperbole to pump the ratings.
"Is that bitch saying Rush is gay?" barked Coco. I added that I would find it hard to see how friends could be anything but personal.
Before anyone could respond, a man in a lab coat and a woman in a business suit took the make-shift stage.
"My name is Dr. Michael Weeks and I am in charge of the team caring for Rush Brecq. I am joined by Ms. Beverly Winston, CEO of the hospital. She and I will be available for a short time after my update."
The doctor was poised and confident. He ran through an easy-to-understand explanation of Amelia's injuries. He stressed that none of them were life-threatening and none of them would interfere with her being able to continue her music career. He estimated that her recovery time would depend on her rehab for the leg injury.
When he finished there was a flurry of questions. He answered them with calm aplomb. He did not speculate on anything and stuck to the facts. My impression was that he left no doubt that Amelia would make a full recovery. He emphasized that Amelia's injuries would not leave any disfigurement. I sensed some disappointment among the media. I guess having a scarred super star makes a better story. He explained that tomorrow they were going to do another CT scan on her leg when the swelling went down. She may need surgery, but it would not be major surgery.
The hospital CEO spoke about the care Amelia was receiving. It sounded mostly like a plug for the hospital, but I didn't think it did Amelia any damage. The two exited, even though lots of stupid questions were hurled their way.
"I think that worked quite nicely," said Coco.
We all agreed.
"Just one hurdle left," said Belinda.
I looked at her.
"Rush really should have a quiet recovery time. If we go to her house in Newport or the farm in Kentucky, we'll be hounded day and night. I wish we could just drop off the face of the earth for a couple weeks."
A thought struck me and I questioned if I should mention it. I looked at Amelia. She seemed like a little girl, not a twenty-two year old superstar. I wanted to help and protect her.
"Well, I have an idea," I said. The three women stared at me.
"It may not be off the face of the earth, but it is off the beaten path. You can stay with me. I have a place in Truro. It's secluded, has a private drive that is gated and offers great hospitality. Well, make that so-so hospitality, if I do the cooking. You each can have a room with a bath and I even have an elevator to get between floors. Once we're there you can relax and no one will ever know."
The women looked back and forth.
"Wow, Marc, that's totally awesome," bubbled Amelia.
"It's quite generous, honestly, Marc," said Belinda, "But we could not impose. And, if the media ever sniffed it out, your life would be turned upside down. Thank you, but we'll work something out."
"Belinda, I want you to come. I can handle it. We'll find a way to sneak Amelia out. No one knows of my involvement. It'll work fine. You can sit on the deck, look at the ocean and let the world go crazy on its own."
"Are you serious, Marc?" asked Coco.
"Absolutely. And, I meant there is room for you, too."
"Ooh, I could work on my tan," she said and grinned.
"Difficult to improve on perfection," I offered.
"Oh yeah," said Amelia, "Better watch out Coco. He might be your match."
Coco brushed away the thought, but I detected a flash of something in her eyes.
"So, if we did allow you to harbor us," continued Coco, "How do you propose getting Rush out of here unseen?"
"I have an idea, but let me work on it. Right now, I'm going to let you rest. I'll come back later tonight. How about some Cape Cod's Best ice cream? I'll bring cups, sauce and whipped cream."
They nodded and smiled.
I decided to go out another exit and made my way to my car unseen. Although, no one knew me, I wondered if my name appeared in the police report. The sheriff was an acquaintance and I called her on my drive home.
She told me the deputy I gave my name to last night had not yet submitted his report. She would keep my name out of it and tell reporters that I wished to remain anonymous. I hoped that would work.
I called a woman who did my housekeeping and asked her to meet me at home. I swore her to secrecy and told her we would be having special guests. I had known her for years and knew she wouldn't even tell her husband what was going on. To my great surprise, since she was several years older than I, she knew all about Rush.
She started in cleaning the guest rooms and making up the beds. As she worked, I searched the web for info on Rush Brecq. I found more than I could ever read in two lifetimes. I couldn't believe I had never heard of her. I did find many fan sites that listed her favorite foods, colors, etc.
Martha met me in the kitchen and we made a list of foods that we would need. I told her to stock up on peanut M&Ms, as they seemed to be Amelia's favorite. She would do the shopping and her sister would come by to drop off some casseroles and other ready-to-eat dishes to get us started. I planned on doing a lot of grilling with fresh fish and meats.
I went downstairs to be sure the wine cellar was well-stocked. Martha made me a three cheese omelet for an early dinner. I gave her some money for the supplies and stopped in Wellfleet to pick up the promised ice cream and accompaniments. I had brought a portable cooler and packed it with the goodies.
On the way back, I called a friend who was legal counsel to the hospital. I asked him to arrange a meeting between me, the CEO and Coco. I explained what I wanted and he agreed to set it up for seven this evening and he would also attend.
I slipped in the side entrance and made my way to Amelia's room. There was a new guard at the door, but he let me in after I showed ID and he verified my name was on the list.
The doctor was finishing examining Amelia. I stood next to Belinda and Coco. He announced that Amelia was doing well. Her concussion was not serious and should cause her no long-term problems. She might have some intermittent headaches for a few days, but nothing permanent. The broken nose would heal without a trace, although she was going to have to put up with the pair of shiners for a while. Overall, the bruises would slowly fade. I recalled seeing the long bruise between her naked breasts. Actually, I mostly recalled her naked breasts.
The doctor said the CT scan would be done early in the morning. He assured us her ankle did not appear broken. It was strained, but probably would not need surgery. She would eventually walk normally and not have any lingering after-effects, such as a limp.
I asked when she could leave.
After the CT Scan and if there were no complications, Amelia could probably leave tomorrow afternoon. She'd be in a boot, but could walk with the use of crutches, but he preferred she remain in a wheelchair for a while. In a few days, she could gradually move to a cane and then just use a boot. He recommended starting physical therapy within a week.
Belinda thanked him and he left.
Belinda and Coco seemed relieved with the news. We broke out the ice cream and enjoyed our sundaes. Soon, Amelia dozed off.
I motioned Belinda and Coco out of the room. There was a small conference room that was not being used and we sat around a tiny round table. I explained my idea and the meeting I'd set up for this evening. Coco agreed to attend. Since it was almost seven, Coco and I went down to the administrative wing and Belinda reentered Amelia's room.
Riding in the elevator, Coco touched my forearm. "Marc, thank you. I think we almost got off on the wrong foot. The pressure from the media and fans can get to us sometimes. I am over-protective, and make no excuses for being so. I don't know what would have happened if you didn't come by last night. And, your offer to harbor us is more than I could ever expect. It makes me want to..."
She broke off and looked away.
"Give me a hug?" I asked.
"Yes, but it sounds so unprofessional."
"So, who's to know?" I turned and opened my arms. Coco let me enfold her. She rested her head on my shoulder and I could feel her take a deep breath.
In a second, she moved away. "Thanks."
"Coco, it doesn't make you weak to admit you're human. I can see you've been carrying a lot of responsibility. A human touch can at least make you feel like you're not alone."
She nodded and smiled. "I have to be strong for Rush and Belinda. I wouldn't want them to think that I can't handle this."
"Coco, you can handle it. I can tell that you are a strong and really competent person. If there is anything I can do, let me know."
I sensed she wanted another hug, but the bell sounded and the door began to slide open. We made our way to the CEO's office. She greeted us personally and escorted us to an executive conference room. My friend, Harvey, was there along with Jack Anderson, head of security. After all the introductions, I laid out my ideas.
We discussed all the various angles and within an hour had agreed upon our course of action. I emphasized the need for confidentiality, especially concerning my involvement. If Amelia, Belinda and Coco were to obtain privacy, they had to keep me out of the public eye.
Standing outside the conference room, I told Coco I was going home. She wanted to check in upstairs and then planned to go to her hotel and immediately fall asleep.
"I'd love to buy you a drink," I said, "But this is neither the time nor place. If we pull this off tomorrow, we can enjoy ourselves while looking at the ocean."
Coco touched my shoulder and said it was a deal. I stepped forward and held her. She squeezed me and then we broke apart.
"Get some rest," I said. "See you in the early afternoon. Let me know how things go with the exam." I had already given her my card with my cell phone number.
She walked off to the elevator and I ducked out a side door. Driving home I kept reliving the sensation of her in my arms. I had never hugged a woman as tall as she or whose scent was incredibly sexy. I tried to remind myself that she was just looking for some human comfort and not sexual healing.
Martha had done a fantastic job of cleaning and preparing my house. I had built this house three years ago after the old beach house that stood there burned to the ground. I hated to lose the odd-shaped relic, but I appreciated the opportunity to design something that met all my needs.
On the outside, it resembled a typical Cape Cod home. There was the requisite cedar shakes on the side and cedar shingles on the roof. Built on top of a hill, the house had a total of three levels with two levels extending down the hill. From the front it looked like a simple house, but really was three times the size you could see. I kept the landscape as natural as possible. A seashell circular drive allowed cars to stop in front, then continue on to the detached four-car garage as well as the expanded parking area.
The first floor contained the kitchen, dining, living spaces and master suite. A long two-tiered deck extended along the entire rear of the house, which faced the Atlantic. Though not on the shoreline, you could see the blue waters and waves breaking about a half mile away. The deck included an outdoor shower with walls on three sides. The shower's open side faced the ocean and, since there were no houses between mine and the shore, afforded complete privacy. Next to the shower was a spa. There was also a large section with chairs and loungers for sunning. On the raised section of the deck I erected a canopy so you could get out of the sun. It was here that I installed a counter, refrigerator and both gas and charcoal grills.
There would be plenty of room for my new guests. The guest bedrooms were on the level below the main. Each of the four rooms had its own bath and small balcony. The rooms were narrow, but deep. It was the only way each room had a view. Thinking ahead, I installed an elevator. Although I just celebrated my fortieth birthday, I planned on keeping this house for the rest of my life. An elevator meant I could still access all floors, even when I was old and drooling.



Although being a senior partner of a large Boston law firm afforded me a comfortable standard of living, I was greatly aided by an obscenely large inheritance from my mother. My home office meant I could be in regular contact with Boston. Over the years I had developed many clients who also had summer homes on the Cape. They enjoyed being able to consult with me and conduct business while neither of us had to leave the comfort of our vacation spot. I tried to manage my practice to confine travel to the winter months. Although not always successful, I found that each year I was able to spend a major part of the summer at my Cape home.
The next morning I was up early and finished my correspondence and contact with the Boston office by eleven. After a three mile run, shower and light lunch, I checked in with the county sheriff. She assured me my name appeared nowhere, although she did receive a number of calls asking who the Good Samaritan was.
Around one, my cell buzzed. I didn't recognize the number, but answered. Coco's voice greeted me.
"CT Scan showed no break. Rush is back in her room and feeling pretty good and styling with a gray boot. We're thinking to put our plan into action around four. How does that sound?"
It was fine with me and we discussed several details. I told her I would call Anderson in security and review everything. After ending our call, I reached Anderson. He was all set and would personally drive the three women to my home. We reviewed the directions. I hoped all went according to plan.
I took a couple client calls and before I knew it the intercom was buzzing. I answered it to hear Jack Anderson's voice while I looked at his face on my closed circuit camera. I buzzed open the gate. I had the gate installed to prevent both would-be thieves as well as gawkers from driving up the winding entrance.
Standing in front of my house I saw the white van with Hyannis Laundry lettering. It stopped in front and the side door slid open. Coco jumped out, followed by Belinda. With Jack's help they affixed a short ramp to the opening and wheeled out Amelia. She had a big smile and her booted leg extended in front.
"We did it!" she said and let out a whoop.
I led them all inside and we gathered in the large family room. Martha had prepared drinks and snacks and I served everyone.
"Ok, give me all the details," I said as we toasted each other.
Coco took the lead.
"Well, just as we planned, the doc called a news conference for four fifteen. All the reporters and cameras were set up in the lobby of the office building, just like yesterday. Doc gave a detailed and long report on the scan, the results, Rush's prognosis and included everything, including the number of stiches she had received. He took every question and thoroughly answered every one."
She paused to take a drink of lemonade. Looking around, she smiled and continued.
"His performance gave us enough time to clear out. Rush was already discharged, but the formal paperwork was not yet filed. We went down the service elevator in the back, out the loading dock and into the van. No one saw us. We got Rush in the van and we were off. We drove by the media as they were flowing out of the office building. I don't think they even gave us a second look."
Jack Anderson said his good-byes and it was just the four of us.
I explained that Martha would be helping and that she was the soul of discretion. They trusted me and so trusted Martha. I called out and Martha wheeled in a cart with a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket. I opened it and poured us each a flute. We toasted and I could see the tension begin to fade from Belinda and Coco. Amelia, or Rush as everyone was calling her, seemed to be having a great time. She could now open one eye almost all the way. The other eye wore a patch as a precaution. Of course, she started talking like a pirate and kept us cracked up.
Around five-thirty, Martha announced dinner. We moved to the dining area of the open concept first floor space and sat around my large table. Martha served one of her sister's dishes of chicken parmigiana, tossed salad, crusty bread and a Caprese salad with fresh tomatoes from Martha's garden. We split a couple bottles of Chianti and just enjoyed the hell out of being in a place away from prying eyes.
Rush begged off dessert because she was fading fast. Using the elevator, I showed them to their rooms. When I built the house, I specified extra-large bathroom doors and installed grab rails for the toilets and showers. I had in mind that my father and older relatives could visit. I now realized that my furnishings helped when someone was in a wheelchair. I left Belinda and Coco to help Rush and told them I would be on the deck if they needed me.
About a half-hour later, I heard the slider and turned to see Coco emerge. She had changed into yellow shorts and a white tee shirt. She was barefoot and moved quietly to take a chair next to me.
"All settled?" I asked.
"Yes, the poor girl is exhausted. Belinda is done in, too. Marc, you have no idea what you've offered. Having a place like this where they can totally relax is worth more than can be measured."
She touched my arm and I put my hand on top of hers. "I hope you can relax, too.'
"I'll try. But, there are so many things I still have to do. I'm going back to my hotel in the morning. They have a great business center, so I'll probably keep my room there."
I stood and, holding her hand, led her inside. "Follow me, Coco."
I walked back toward my master suite. In addition to my bedroom and master bath, it included a small sitting room, with gas fireplace, and my office. I showed her into my office.
"There is nothing you need that you won't find here," I said. "I'll have Martha collect your stuff from your room. I don't think you should be seen. Don't check out, because I'm sure the media will be monitoring it. Stay here for at least a couple days. When the media find out Amelia--I guess I should get used to calling her Rush--has left, they'll probably break camp and head for her homes."
"You really are too kind, Marc," she said. "I don't sense you're looking to capitalize on this situation."
"Hardly," I said chuckling. "Given that I never even heard of 'Rush Brecq' until yesterday, I wouldn't know how to do so. I really like Rush. I just want to help. Besides, this is a big place and it feels great to have company."
Coco leaned in and kissed my cheek. "All the same, thank you."
"Could I tempt you with a drink on the deck?"
"Why, yes, you could." She smiled and I led her back outside.
I fixed her a Campari and soda and I poured myself a single malt. We sat looking out toward the ocean. The moon was new and there were no lights nearby. The stars' brilliance was not compromised. The warm air enveloped us and the only sound was an occasional cricket.
"I'd forgotten what quiet was like," said Coco.
"I imagine your world is all about noise. I don't mean that Rush's music is just noise, but it is sound. Here we have mostly the absence of sound."
"Yes. I find it a bit unnerving, but I think I could get used to it."
We sat in comfortable silence for a long time. Our eyes had adjusted to the darkness and Coco turned her head looking at the end where the shower stood.
"What's behind the wall?" she asked.
"Outdoor shower. One of the greatest feelings in the world is taking a shower and looking over the trees. Try it tomorrow."
"Hmm," she replied and I took it as a good comment. "Please tell me that I see a hot tub next to the shower."
"Yes. Actually now that the temperature is dropping a bit and the starts are out, I'd say this is a perfect night for a soak. Game?"
"Love to, but I left my clothes at the hotel, including my bathing suit. I borrowed this outfit from Belinda. Don't take this the wrong way, Marc, but it's a bit too soon to go au naturel with you."
"Understood," I said, trying to hide the disappointment in my voice. "How about I offer a big tee shirt? Covers everything, I promise."
"Oh, that is tempting," she said. I could hear a smile in her voice.
"Let me change and I'll bring you a shirt and towel. Plus, I'll freshen your drink."
"You offer a good deal, Marc."
"I am a successful lawyer, Coco."
Before she could respond, I went to my room. I almost opted for a white shirt for Coco, but that would be too obvious. I chose a black tee that was extra-long.
With the tee and towel draped over one arm, I came back onto the deck holding two new drinks. I wore my bathing suit.
Coco appraised my naked chest.
"Work out much?"
"When I can," I said. "Don't want middle age to run me over like a fat skunk."
'How old, may I ask?"
"Just bid adieu to my thirties last month," I replied. "May I be so bold?"
Coco had a throaty laugh that resounded throughout my body. "Sure, just turned the big 3-0."
I handed her the tee shirt. She held up in front of her and nodded. "This will do. I'm shocked it's not white."
I choked on my scotch and gasped for breath.
"Are you all right?' she asked.
"Fine," I croaked.
Coco walked about ten feet away and turned her back to me. She pulled her tee shirt over her head and set it on a table. She next undid her shorts and slid them down and off. Even in the darkness, her black skin seemed to shine. I could make out her broad shoulders, long waist and beautifully shaped legs. She reached behind and undid her bra, tossing it on top of her other clothes. She hesitated for a second and then pushed her bikini bottoms down and off. My eyes were riveted to her tight and round bottom. She pulled the shirt I gave her over her head and let it settle and cover her butt. She turned and smiled. Standing next to her clothes, she removed her earrings and set them on the table.
"Shall we?" she asked and moved past me toward the spa. I was grateful because I did not want her to see the tent in my suit. I carried the drinks and handed them to her so I could remove the cover. I eased in the 101 degree water and took the drinks from her. Coco sat on the edge and swung her legs around. The shirt rode up exposing an elegant length of thigh. If it were not so dark out, I think I could have seen between her legs. She sat in the water and the shirt billowed up. The light in the spa was on and I saw a flash of dark hair between her legs before she pushed the shirt down. I turned off the light.
"Sorry about that," she said.
"I should have turned the light off. I'm the one to be sorry and it was not intentional. I didn't mean to peek."
Coco took a sip of her drink, set it on the built in coaster and spread her long arms along the back of the spa.
"Does that mean you didn't enjoy it?"
I laughed. "Coco, I am a man. Anytime I can see part of a beautiful woman, I always enjoy it."
She laughed and tilted her head back to look at the stars. "Then, no harm done, Marc. And, thanks for the compliment."
"It's the truth, Coco. You are a remarkable woman."
She continued to look skyward. "My God, Marc, I believe this is the most fantastic sky I've ever seen."
I looked up and tried to see the view with new eyes. I guess if you live on the road a lot and travel from big city to big city, you probably never do take the time to just stargaze. Probably, you're never anyplace that isn't full of light pollution.
"I imagine you don't have a chance to relax too often," I said. Coco rested her hand on top of mine as we each continued to keep our arms outstretched. I increased the flow of water and knew the pulses were hitting Coco along her back and shoulders.
"Try never," she said and took a sip of her drink.
"Have you been working with Rush long?"
"Almost four years," she replied. "Before that I think I was on the road even more than I am now."
"Doing what?"
She turned her head. She had somewhat the same look as when I told her I didn't know who Rush was.
"Jesus, Marc, you definitely do need to read something more than law journals."
"What?"
Again the throaty laugh. "I'm not trying to be provocative, but you never heard of Coco? Like in the model?"
"You were a model?'
This time she laughed so hard she began to choke. I moved to tap on her back, but she held up a hand. In a few seconds she calmed, looked at me and laughed again.
"Yes, I was a model."
"Sorry, I don't follow that part of life. What sort of modeling did you do?"
"Everything. Runway. Magazines. Commercials. You name it."
"Hmm. Now I feel like a total idiot. I guess I should have recognized your name or your face. I did think you looked like a model when I first saw you step out of the elevator."
"Thank you. I try to keep fit, but no way do I look like I did five years ago when I did my last runway show. I've put on a lot of weight since then."
"Where?" I asked. "You have a perfect figure. I mean, not that I was checking you out in a sexual way."
Coco laughed. "Marc, let's be honest. When a man looks at a woman's figure, it's always sexual. That's why they use models to sell everything. It's all about sex."
"I understand," I said, trying to dig myself out of a hole. "But, I see more than just a beautiful woman. You're impressive in many ways. You take charge and get things done. You have an air of supreme confidence that makes others want to do what you say. I noticed that when you spoke that even the men deferred to you."
"So, now you're calling me a bitch?"
"God, no. I didn't mean that," I stammered. "I meant that you are always in control and..."
"Oh, so I'm a controlling bitch?'
"No, no, you're misinterpreting what I'm saying."
Now Coco roared. I feared she'd wake Rush and Belinda.
"Marc, you are too easy. I'm just busting your balls. I know you were trying to give me a compliment and I'll accept it. I do have to keep up my guard, however. There are a whole lot of evil sharks just waiting to get a bite of Rush. I had to deal with those types as a model and I am sure as hell not let them sink their teeth into that sweet girl."
"Rush is lucky to have you."
"I'm lucky to have her. You might say she saved my life."
"Can I ask how? " I didn't know how far this newfound intimacy might extend, but I was curious about Coco.
"I quit modeling after spending most of my energy and money on clothes, parties, drugs and irresponsible sex. I needed to turn my life around and for some strange reason Belinda and Rush took a chance on me. I haven't partied, done drugs or wasted money on stupid fashions since."
"I think you left something out," I said trying to keep it light.
"Sex?" she said and laughed.
"It was on the initial list."
"Marc, I still like sex. I just quit on the irresponsible part. I'm very, very choosy now."
"Lucky guys," I said.
"Maybe."
"Maybe?"
"Might be some lucky girls, too."
"Ah."
"That's all," Coco said in a teasing tone.
"Best I could come up with on short notice."
We both laughed.
"Think we could have one more drink?" she asked.
I took our glasses and refilled them. The night air chilled me and I was happy to sit back in the spa.
"Marc, the life of a supermodel is hell. Most of the time we're being shuttled from one place to another. In the beginning we often were three or four to a room. That meant not only sharing a room, but also a bed. We were young; I had just turned eighteen, beautiful and horny. When the only thing available is another woman, then that's what you use to trim the horns. Now, I can be selective. I like men and maybe someday might even settle down with one. I wouldn't even mind having kids. But, I do still enjoy the occasional company of a woman. Does all this shock you?"
"Coco, I've seen what men can do to each other to gain control over money and power. I am shocked at the callousness and depravity of some of my clients as well as their foes. Having a beautiful woman tell me she likes the touch of another beautiful woman does not shock me. I would hope it brings you some happiness."
Coco held my hand. "That's one of the nicest things anyone's said to me. Thank you, Marc. I think we all had the right god smiling on us when she sent you into our lives."
I held her hand and we fell silent. Coco drew a deep breath and began talking.
"Belinda met me through an agent I used to have and Rush had retained. I had already cleaned up my act and was helping some of the young models get control of their lives and money. I found I had a knack for both money and management. Belinda talked to me about helping Rush. I told her that there were professionals who could do that. She said that she wanted someone who knew firsthand where all the pitfalls were. I told her I certainly qualified in that regard. She suggested a six month trial period. That was four years ago."
After we finished our drinks, Coco said she needed to get out. I helped her exit the tub and took the towel. She looked at me and started to pull off her shirt. I kept my eyes fixed on hers. As she dropped the wet shirt to the deck, she held her arms out. In spite of my resolve, I looked down. It was too dark to see details, but her breasts were a lovely shape and perched on her chest like two ripe pears. I opened the towel and she stepped in, allowing me to close it around her back. She slowly spun until her back was facing me.
"Is drying service included?" she asked.
I pulled the towel free and began to wipe her back. As I neared her rear, she told me to be thorough. I followed her direction in great specificity. Her buns were tight and filled my hands under the terrycloth. After I was sure they were completely dry, I ran the towel up and down her long legs. The muscle tone made my fingers tingle.
I stood behind her and said her back was finished.
"Thanks. I can manage the rest," she said and wrapped the towel around her, tucking it in between her breasts. She then added, "For this time, anyway."
She faced me and leaned in. Our lips touched and it was as if an electric charge ran through my body. Coco stroked my cheek.
"Thank you, Saint Peter. I think I may be back at your gate someday soon. If that's allowed?"
"I would say any day would be a perfect day for you."
"I am about to collapse. Is there any time we have to be up tomorrow?" She gathered her clothes as she spoke.
"Nope, I've got some work to do in the morning. Sleep as late as you want. Martha will be here in case Rush needs anything. You deserve rest. When you get up, the office will be yours for the rest of the day. Put your hotel key card on the kitchen counter and tell me your room number. I'll have Martha collect your things."
Coco gave me the number and turned to head inside. "Sweet dreams, Marc."
"I am sure they will be, Coco."
She walked into the house. I cleaned up, secured the tub and headed to my bedroom. That night was indeed filled with dreams that were more erotic than sweet.
Waking early, I decided to get my run in before the day became too warm. I decided to do a beach route and headed out. I made good time and reached Balston Beach in twenty minutes. I climbed up the cut in the dunes and then made my way down to the edge of the water. I removed my shoes and socks and let the waves break over my lower half. The cold Atlantic felt good as it cooled my body. The run back was interesting. I spotted a couple television trucks cruising Route 6 heading back from P'Town. I wondered if they were looking for Rush or on another story. I made a mental note to check the news when I returned.
The last part of my run is always the hardest. My home is atop a small hill, well small if you are driving. It always takes a lot out of me as I end my run climbing the winding drive to my house. I checked in and found Martha making pancake batter and cooking bacon. I figured I had enough time for a quick shower before breakfast. I didn't see anyone else up.



After stripping in my room, I walked through the house with a towel wrapped around me and out onto the deck. I approached the outdoor shower and heard the water running.
"Good morning," I called.
Coco's head appeared around the wall and grinned. "God, you were right. This is fantastic showering outside. I'll be done in a minute."
"Take your time," I said. I could just see her bare shoulders, but it was enough to begin to trigger a manly response. "How about some coffee?"
"Fabulous idea. I'll take it black."
So would I, I thought and scolded myself for having such thoughts. Martha fixed a tray with a carafe of fresh coffee, two mugs and a plate of mixed biscotti. Arriving back on the deck, I saw Belinda sitting and looking out toward the ocean. I glanced over toward the shower and saw Coco standing at the railing as she finished drying off. Her long, naked frame was captivating. Her butt seemed to be carved from solid ebony. I announced my arrival.
She looked over her shoulder and grinned. Wrapping the towel around her body, she turned and walked to where I now stood next to Belinda.
"Belinda, you have to try that shower. It is fab."
"I probably will," she said. "I might be a bit more circumspect about drying off, however."
Coco laughed. "Hell, he already saw my ass last night. So no harm done, today. Besides, you could walk around here naked and no one would see you."
Coco poured a cup of coffee and went over to lean on the deck railing as she looked out to sea about a half mile away. I offered Belinda the other cup and returned to get one for myself. I also brought some cream and sugar. Belinda fixed her coffee and I had mine black.
We sat at a round table. The women each chose a biscotti and began dunking them in the hot liquid.
Belinda said, "Looks like I missed the memo on the towel-wearing option."
Coco said, "I can always remove mine."
"You're too much, Coco. God, you love to tease. Don't do that to Marc. He's kind enough to host us."
"Marc, would you complain if we were to dispense with clothes and enjoy this wonderful, sunny day."
I took a long drink of coffee and stood. "I'll plead the fifth. I'll also take a shower. I think cold water is just what I need right now."
The two women laughed and I walked behind the shower wall.
Ten minutes later I was in my room dressing. I looked in the mirror and had to chuckle at how ineffective the shower had been in reducing my arousal. I tucked the proud member into my underwear and pulled on cargo shorts accompanied by a full and long tee shirt.
Back on the deck, Martha was piling food on the serving table. She had already set out a couple chaffing dishes. Inside were blueberry pancakes, bacon and home fries. She placed a pitcher of warmed maple syrup along with a bowl of extra blueberries next to the plates. Belinda was alone and fixing her plate.
"Coco's gone to get dressed," she said. "Sorry, about before."
"It's okay," I replied. "Actually, it is private here. I confess to enjoy some clothing-free time once in a while."
Belinda looked like she was about to respond when we heard the door slide open. Coco was wearing black slacks and a grey sleeveless top. She was wheeling Rush onto the deck. In the daylight, the young woman really looked like she was in a car wreck. Her eyes were a mixture of blue, yellow and green bruises. Her nose seemed swollen to twice its normal size. It was good that there were no cameras around. She had dispensed her eyepatch and had slipped on large sunglasses as the sun hit her face.
Rush wore a pair of shorts and a tee shirt with her picture on it. I guessed it was from a past tour of hers. Her leg extended out in front propped up in the wheelchair. I estimated that she was close to Coco in height.
We got her settled at the table and Belinda fixed her a plate. We all sat and enjoyed the hearty breakfast.
"This is so yummy," Rush said. "I forgot what a real breakfast is like."
"And, I will have to starve myself for the rest of the day," moaned Belinda as she helped herself to another pancake. "With the frappe, ice cream the other day, and now this, I'll be renting space on my ass for advertising."
We all laughed. I thought Belinda had a very nice rear end.
Coco said the story got heavy coverage and that all the news outlets were speculating where Rush was. One thing concerned her and that was that one low-level blogger was speculating that Rush was really dead and the rest is a cover-up. The mainstream media were not giving it much credence, but they were referencing it as one of the many rumors.
"When does your PR person arrive?" I asked.
"She lands in Logan in three hours," said Coco. "I should get ready to go pick her up."
"What if someone recognizes you?" asked Belinda.
"What choice do we have?" she answered.
"I think we do have a choice," I said. "My assistant could pick her up and drive her down here."
"Oh, that's asking way too much," put in Belinda. "We are imposing too much on you to begin with, I couldn't ask for any more."
"You aren't asking; I'm offering. Besides, Allie looks for any excuse to get out of the office. And, you can have your PR person stay here. There still is an open room."
"Marc, really that is way too much," said Belinda. "I think that we should all start planning to find another location."
"Absolutely not," I said. "I enjoy having you here. It's kinda exciting being part of this whole thing. So, what's your PR person's name?"
"Tracy O'Dell," said Coco.
"Tracy will become part of the household. It will make it easier on all of you."
"Can we stay, Mom?" asked Rush. She sounded like a twelve-year old.
Belinda chuckled. "If Marc is crazy enough to want us, I guess we can. Is it all right with you, Coco?"
Coco looked at me and said, "Oh, yes, perfectly all right."
Coco sent a text message to Tracy to call her on her cell when she landed. I went to my office to make arrangements for Allie to do the pick-up. After conferring back with Coco, we decided that Allie would hold a sign that said Ms. Martha. My housekeeper got a kick out of that idea.
The women were lingering over coffee when I returned. "All set," I announced. "I was wondering if Allie could stay overnight. The room where Tracy will stay has twin beds. They could share. I'd like Allie not have to drive back up to Boston in the evening."
They all assured me that Tracy wouldn't mind. Coco asked, "Did you tell Allie who's staying here?"
I reddened and said I did. "Listen, she's worked with me for three years and she's the best assistant I've ever had. She would not let anyone know about Rush."
"Is she a fan?" asked Rush.
"Well, judging from the scream I heard over the phone, I'd have to say yes. She's young and I think falls right into your demo."
"Wow, listen to him," Coco said. "Already using the lingo."
"I boned up on pop and country music over the last couple days. Thought it might help if I were not totally clueless."
"Kinda liked you clueless," said Coco. Belinda and Rush laughed.
"Well, clueless about some things anyway," Coco added. I know I blushed. Rush gave her a high five and Belinda shook her head.
"So, what's the detes for today?" asked Rush.
"Marc offered me use of this office and I have a lot of work to do. We have to rearrange your schedule, follow-up with the studio, and I have a conference call scheduled with your financial advisors. I'm afraid I'll be tied up until Tracy arrives this afternoon."
Rush stretched and yawned. "I can't believe how tired I am. I think I'll call Emily's mom and then zone out for a while."
I looked at Belinda. "I believe that means the sun deck is mine. I have some reading to catch up on and a tan to attend to. What about you Marc?"
"Actually, this might be a good time to go visit a client in P'Town. He's down here negotiating to buy a hotel and B&B. I can get some billable time in. My partners will be happy about that."
Martha was cleaning up. Both Coco and Belinda offered to help. She let them know in no uncertain terms that they were guests and would do no such thing. It was funny to see someone as in control as Coco back off so quickly.
Coco and I went back to my office and I spent ten minutes showing her where everything was located. I told her she could call my cell if she needed help. Smiling, she assured me she wouldn't.
I dressed in clean shorts and a polo shirt and headed to P'Town. Instead of the Rover, I took my Austin-Healey 3000 MK III. I completed a total restoration last summer and was enjoying it to its fullest this summer. The weather was perfect and with the wind blowing through my hair, I motored out to P'Town. My client met me and we toured both locations and then spent several hours putting together his offer for the properties. Around three-thirty I received a text from Allie telling me she had picked up Tracy and they were headed south. Fifteen minutes later I got another text that said traffic was its typical Friday afternoon disaster and they would not arrive until around six, if then.
I forwarded the text to Coco, but felt she probably already had heard from Tracy. I wrapped up with my client around four-thirty and called Martha before leaving for home. We discussed dinner and agreed on steaks on the grill with corn and salad. She called and ordered the meat from a market in Wellfleet and I offered to pick up the meat and the corn on my way home.
It was nearly six when I arrived home. I didn't see Allie's car. I dropped the food off and Martha started preparing dinner. I walked onto the deck and heard the shower going. I was about to call out when the water stopped and Belinda walked from behind the wall. Her towel was draped over the back of a lounge chair a few feet away. We looked at each other. I thought that this was beyond awkward. She stood naked and dripping three feet in front of me. Tall and blond, Belinda was in great shape. I figured she had to be late forties to early fifties. Her breasts were large and hung down a little, but they were amazingly attractive. Her middle was slightly thick as it spread to her hips. I could see she was a true blond as the trimmed but full bush reflected the late afternoon sun.
"Really wasn't expecting you, Marc," she said as she began to move again. She picked up her towel and began to dry her body.
"Uh, I was just...I mean I should probably go back...I, I, hell, I'm sorry, Belinda."
She laughed as she toweled off her back, making her breasts sway back and forth.
"God, don't worry. After all, you did say that this was a good deck for going nude."
"I did say that," I managed to get out. I finally averted my eyes and turned away.
"I hope you're averting your eyes because you're being a gentleman and not because I'm repulsing you."
"Are you kidding me?" I said and looked back over my shoulder. Smiling, I added, "You are one hot mommy."
We both laughed and Belinda held the towel at her side, leaving her beautiful body open to the air.
"Thanks, Marc. After a while you begin to wonder. It's nice to hear a man say that."
Giving up any pretense of propriety, I turned and faced her. "Belinda, really you are amazing and attractive. Any man would count himself among the luckiest males alive to see you like this." I slowly let my eyes travel the length of her naked form. Fixing her with my gaze, I said once more, "Beautiful!"
She turned to pick up her pile of clothing. Her rear did justice to the rest of her body. She stood and walked past me into the house. Pausing at the door, she said, "Thanks, Marc. Thanks, for everything."
I immediately went to the small refrigerator on the deck and pulled out a cold beer. I downed half of it as I replayed the wonderful images of Belinda.
I heard the gate buzzer and went to see Allie smiling at me through the monitor. I let her in and walked outside to greet her. I asked Martha to let Coco know the ladies had arrived. Allie's Honda pulled up and she got out. The passenger door opened and a short dark-haired girl exited.
Allie introduced me to Tracy and we shook hands. Her eyes looked past me and I heard Coco.
"It's good to have you here," she said as she embraced the woman who came up to her breasts. "God, we need you."
"Hey, I've been monitoring things and it seems you've done great. Nice move with the doctor's news conference."
Coco nodded in my direction and told Tracy it was my idea.
I helped with their luggage and led them into the house. Allie had been here before and I told her that she and Tracy would be sharing the blue room. She nodded and put all the bags into the elevator and pushed the button.
Tracy and Coco went out onto the deck. I figured they needed some time to discuss plans and headed to the kitchen to help Martha. I found Belinda shredding lettuce as the two women chatted and laughed. Seeing that I was superfluous, I went to my bedroom and entered notes from my meeting in P'Town onto my laptop. I also filled out a billing slip and sent it electronically to Boston. The bed looked inviting and soon I was stretched out and dozing.
I was awoken by a tap at my door. I looked up to see Coco.
"Dinner's ready," she said. "I did the grilling."
"You can cook, too!" I said with mock amazement. "I may never let you leave."
Coco slipped her arm through mine. "There are worse places to be held captive."
Over dinner we discussed the next steps. Tracy was concerned that the troll who started the "Rush Is Dead" rumor was still putting out lies. The mainstream media, including the big entertainment networks, were now giving it a mention, but did not yet give it credibility. The anchors would say that the rumor was unsubstantiated, but that no one had heard directly from the "Rush Camp" since the accident.
"I'm worried that it could get worse," Tracy said. "And, Rush is in no shape to be seen."
We looked at her with her bruised face and stitches in her forehead.
"Maybe that's just what you need," I said.
"What's that?" asked Coco.
"Let the world see Amelia as she is. She looks like shit—no offense, darling—but she is definitely not dead."
"Let everyone see her face like this?" asked Tracy. "We've spent years building her image as the beautiful and clean-cut girl. She looks like a mugshot."
"Thanks, Trace," said Rush.
"Oh, I didn't mean it in a bad way," Tracy said trying to cover herself.
"Wait," said Coco. "Marc might just have a point. Let's take this head on. Put a picture of Rush out there along with a tweet. We can make a joke of it and at the same time prove she is alive. It just might be the thing."
There was silence as everyone considered the suggestion.
Rush broke the quiet. "I think it's genius. And, I have a great idea. We'll break the internet."
"How?" asked Tracy.
"By showing them all my bruises." Rush pulled her tee shirt off, exposing her naked breasts with the ugly purple bruise between them.
"My god, Amelia," said her mother. "You are not thinking of flashing your boobs, are you?"
"No, of course not. I'll use the tried and true hand-bra. They won't see my titties, but it will be the closest thing to seeing them. And, the Twitterverse will go wild."
"You'd be willing to do that?" asked Coco.
"Why not. I think it's crazy and just what we need."
Another silence held us.
This time it was Tracy who spoke first. "Actually, the more I think about it, the more I like it. Especially the hand-bra part. God, that will be headline news on every entertainment show and news site. Definitely will get the word out that Rush is alive."
"Then, let's do it. Someone get a phone," said Rush.
"Dear, perhaps you should cover up now," said Belinda.
"Chill, mom. St. Peter's already seen them and I think I might like to get some sun on them. What better place to do it than here?"
"You know," Coco said, "maybe we should use a camera that's not a smartphone--with all those celebrity hacking incidents. Take the picture on a regular camera and then just upload the one you want to the net. Then, there is no way someone could hack into your phone or cloud and steal the pics."
I told them I had a good digital camera and went to find it. I returned to find Amelia in the middle of the deck, her shirt still off, and applying some sun screen to her breasts. Although the sun had passed its zenith, her skin was so pale that her caution was justified. Besides it was exciting watching her rub her breasts.
"Better face me with the ocean in the background," I said. "That way there will be no clues where you are."
Amelia spun around and we positioned her with just the plain wall of the house behind her.
As I readied to take the shot, Tracy said, "Looks kinda Cape Coddy with those cedar things. How about we use something else?"
We solved the problem by hanging a blue sheet over the door to the house. Amelia sat in her wheel chair, facing the sun and her hands place over her boobs.
"Ok," I said. "Three, two..."
As I said "One" and pushed the shutter, Amelia threw her arms into the air. Checking the image I saw her breasts fully exposed.
Belinda scolded her daughter. "Amelia Rosemary Dempsey, cover yourself and do not do that again. That's all we need is to somehow get a photo of your boobs all over the internet."
"Didn't seem to hurt Coco's career," Rush said.
"Honey, I was a model and showing my naked body was part of the job. And, I wasn't known as the world's most famous virgin."
"Maybe, I'm tired of being a freakin' virgin," pouted Rush. "Maybe I would like to get laid. Any takers? Marc?"
I was smart enough to keep my mouth shut.
"I think you need a rest," said Belinda. "Let's get this done and then you're taking a nap."
"You can't mother me," pushed back Rush
"News flash, dear. I am your mother and I can and will mother you. Now cover your tits and smile for the camera."
Amelia put her hands back on her breasts. She kept moving them until her fingers almost let her nipple show. I ran off about a dozen shots. Belinda wheeled her daughter into the house.
Tracy and Coco reviewed the pictures, picked one that best demonstrated Rush's injuries while making the most out of Amelia's playful smile. They composed a tweet that thanked all her fans for their support and said she was going to be ok when all the bruises went away. When Tracy posted it, she said it would probably start to get reactions within a minute.
Twenty seconds later, Rush's Twitter account exploded. One minute later, Tracy's cell phone started beeping with one call after another from media.
She smiled and said, "Gonna be a busy evening. I think I'll just camp out here and have some fun. I think we just convinced the world that Rush is definitely alive."
She looked at me and said, "Is it true that we could like be topless and no one could see?"
"Outside of people here—including me—that's right," I said.
"And you won't mind?"
"Knock yourself out," I answered.
"Awesome," said Tracy. In seconds she rid herself of shirt and bra.
"No tan lines," said Coco.
"Duh, vacation in France," Tracy replied.
Her phone continued to beep as she pulled a chaise lounge into the sun. I moved a table next to her and placed a tall glass of ice water on it. She ran her fingers over her boobs and eased back into the lounge.
"God, those media assholes would die if they knew I was talking to them with my tits out," she said and looked at her phone. "Freakin awesome! Over ten thousand retweets so far. This is going super nova viral."
As she spoke, her small breasts bounced on her chest. I don't think I was the only one admiring them.
"Want some company?" Allie asked. Tracy nodded.
"Uh, Peter, is this like too weird for you?" my assistant asked as she unbuttoned her blouse.
"Just so we're clear that doing this in the Boston office would probably not work," I said. Allie grinned and doffed her bra. Her breasts were larger than I imagined—not that I could publically admit to imaging them. As a small breeze passed by, I could see her dark nipples harden within the large areolas. Seeing them now, I was reacting more like a man than her supervisor.



Tracy smiled and then winked as Allie pulled a lounge next to her. "Nice tits, babe," Tracy said.
"Back at ya," Allied said, blushed and then winked back.
I headed inside before I made a fool of myself looking at these young women.
Coco followed me in. "Could be puppy love," she said.
"Oh, is Tracy...?"
"Yeah. How about Allie?" she asked.
"I sorta thought so, but, obviously, never asked. "
"Well, let's hope they work it out and have some fun," said Coco. "What's up now? More work for you?"
"Thought I'd take a bike ride," I said. "The sunset should be awesome tonight. There'd still be time to get back here before dark."
"Oh, sure," she said, sounding disappointed.
"Join me?"
"I don't have a bike," she said.
"Got a few down here," I said. "Plus I have extra helmets. Put on some shorts and I'll meet you outside."
Coco smiled. "Just shorts? No top?"
Shaking my head, I said, "Off the property, shirts are required. Around here? Hell it looks like they're completely optional."
Ten minutes later we were peddling along the winding roads in the direction of the beach. Five minutes after that we arrived at a parking lot and got off the bikes. I led Coco on a short hike up to a spot that had a fantastic view of the Atlantic from atop of the dunes.
"I know I keep repeating myself," said Coco, "but I have not relaxed this much in ages. I love just looking at the waves and hearing them break on the shore. Thanks for being such a good sport about us crashing your world."
I reached for her hand. "Coco, please believe me, I thoroughly enjoy having all you here. If I can be a bit bold, I especially enjoy your company."
She turned and we locked eyes. I moved my face to her and she smiled. Our lips touched, gently at first, and then with intensity. I slipped a hand behind her neck to hold her tight to me. We kissed, letting our lips move back and forth across our mouths. I teased with the tip of my tongue and her lips parted. The heat between us doubled as I explored her mouth and she pushed back to insert her tongue into mine.
After several blissful moments, she pulled back.
"Wow," she said. "And, I thought the waves were cool." She kissed me again and we both laughed.
"Was that too forward for you?" I asked.
"Marc, if you hadn't made a move today, I was seriously considering jumping you. I thought I must have lost my touch in sending signals."
"I was receiving them, but not fully trusting my ability to decipher them," I said. "I couldn't understand how someone as beautiful, exciting and sophisticated would be interested in a dull, old lawyer like me."
Coco pulled me in for another kiss. When we broke and I tried to catch my breath, she said, "Marc, you are neither dull nor old. I can never thank you enough for your advice and kindness. Besides, you're a dead-ass hunk and make me laugh."
"But I am ten years older," I said, while questioning why I was going out of my way to point out our differences.
"So what? Are you too old to kiss me again?"
"Never."
"Then do it, you idiot."
We leaned in and kissed. This time we fell back onto the soft grass at the top of the dune. I half rolled on top of Coco as we let our tongues and lips do all the communicating.
Coco ran her hand down my back and cupped my butt. Involuntarily I flexed.
"That is one sweet man-butt," she said.
I rested on my elbows so I could look into her dark eyes, which seemed to have doubled in intensity. The black pools drew me deep into her.
"You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen," I said and kissed her.
"And you've obviously been out in the sun too long," she said with a smile and kissed back.
"Doubtful and I'm enjoying this."
Coco moved her groin back and forth against my erection. "I can tell you're enjoying it. And it seems like there are other big parts on you besides your heart." She moved her hand between us and took hold of me. Slowly she ran her fingers along my length. "Mmm, this feels very nice."
I pulled back and put my hand under her shirt. Her skin was warm and soft. As I moved my fingers toward her breasts, her phone went off.
"Shit," Coco said and reached into her pocket. I rolled off her and she sat up.
She sat up, holding the phone to her ear. "Yeah," she said. She listened and then uttered, "Shit, be right back."
"Problem?" I asked.
"The media may have caught on to us."
"How?"
"Don't know, but we need to get back." Coco was all business as she rearranged her shirt and put on her bike helmet. "The only ones who knew we're here are the people in the house. Somehow it leaked out."
"Coco, I told no one."
"Someone did. Let's go."
We quickly made our way back to my house. At the bottom of the drive were two TV trucks and a small contingent of reporters. They saw us coming and surrounded our bikes.
"Coco, is Rush in there?"
"Is she still alive?"
"Are any of her boyfriends there?"
"Did she lose her leg?"
"Who's this St. Pierre guy? Is he Rush's secret lover?"
Coco ignored the questions and pushed through until she was at the gate. I went and entered the passcode, shielding the key pad with my body.
"Are you Marc St. Pierre?" The cameras and reporters turned to me. I motioned for Coco to move ahead.
"I am Marc St. Pierre. Rush is a guest of mine and recuperating from her accident. You are on private property and I must ask you to leave."
"The road is public property," one woman holding a microphone shouted.
"Then stay on the road. Again, this is private property. If you don't leave, I'm sure the sheriff's office will assist you to do so."
I pushed my bike through the gate and triggered the closing mechanism.
Another round of questions accompanied me as I made my way up the drive. I arrived at my house to a scene of moderate chaos. Coco jumped on the phone, while Tracy was working a phone and her laptop. Belinda was wheeling Rush toward the elevator. Rush gave a soulful look and Belinda refused to meet my gaze. I felt I was being made the goat for the leak.
It was then that I heard the whirr of helicopter blades overhead. It didn't take long for a Boston station to begin shooting aerials of my house.
Coco hung up and started for the stairs. I touched her arm and she recoiled.
"Coco, the leak did not come from me."
Her eyes were deep and angry. "If not from you then Allie or Martha or someone they talked to. It doesn't matter now, we're leaving."
"It matters to me," I said.
"Marc, what matters to you is not my concern. We're taking Rush home where we can provide security." She turned and went down the stairs.
Tracy told me that she had arranged for transportation back to Boston and she had chartered a private jet to take them to Rush's Kentucky farm. "It would be helpful," she said, "If you could get the sheriff to make sure the media don't obstruct the cars coming to get us. They'll be here in an hour."
I called the sheriff and she agreed to send a couple cars over to manage the throng. By turning on the television, we could see breaking news. The shot from the helicopter showed four satellite trucks and at least twenty media milling around. As Coco had predicated, the circus was in town.
Martha came up to me. She was in tears. "Marc, only my sister and Jake knew who was here. I'm sure neither of them said a word—not even to other family members."
"I believe you, Martha."
"Well, you're the only one. Coco as much told me that I must be the leak."
"She's upset and worried about controlling the situation," I said. "I know you would never let the word out. Why don't you pack a light dinner for them? They may not have time to get food before they leave."
I busied myself watching the TV and laughing at the ridiculous speculations from the reporters. I thought I'd better call one of my partners to let him know what was going on. He had heard the news and was relieved to receive my call. I filled him in and told him I'd be in touch soon.
I was still watching the TV when Coco appeared.
"Fucking mess," she said. "Listen, the car service just called Tracy they'll be here in five minutes. Can you let them in?"
"Of course. Coco, I want..."
"Marc, thanks for letting us stay here. I knew it was too good to be true. I don't blame you, I mean, you don't know the media like we do. I'm sure you didn't intend this to happen."
"Coco, not only did I not intend this to happen, neither I nor my people had a role in it. I'd advise you to take a look at your own people."
Coco's back stiffened. "Thanks, counselor, I'm sure that's what every lawyer would say."
She turned and headed down stairs. Soon, Belinda wheeled Rush out of the elevator. I had buzzed in the two black SUVs and they were idling outside.
"St. Peter," Rush called. I went over and knelt beside her. I opened my arms and she came into them.
"I'm sorry it's ending like this," she said. "Thank you everything. You saved my life and gave me a couple of the best days I've had in years. I'll never forget you."
I hugged her and told her I'd never forget her either. Belinda nodded and pushed Rush outside.
Coco saw to the luggage and ushered Tracy out to the cars. She turned to me.
"If there are any expenses, please send a bill to this address." She placed a business card on the foyer table. "Good luck. I suppose you can now attract entertainment clients. Must be a real coup for your firm."
Before I could respond she was out the door and into the SUV. I opened the gate and watched on the monitor as she passed out of my life.
I walked outside and saw the helicopter pulling away in the direction of the SUVs. I poured a double scotch and sat on the deck. Allie came out, her eyes red and swollen.
"This totally sucks," she said.
"Agreed. Want a drink?" She nodded and I poured her a large white wine.
"Marc, just so you know, I told no one. Honest. I didn't even tell anyone in the firm. I swear I have no clue how the media found out."
I smiled and sipped my drink. As the smoky liquid passed my lips I recalled the touch of Coco's mouth on mine. I wondered what could have been.
The next day the news was headlined with coverage of Rush and her "Reclusive hide-away." I mused that it sounded a bit redundant, but the media latched on to it. My picture was flashed a couple times. One was taken from my firm's website and the other was me in my bicycle helmet telling the media to get off my property.
The helicopter trailed the SUVs to Logan, but could not cross over into the restricted air space. There was a long shot of a private jet taking off that the reporter said contained Rush and her entourage.
I sat around feeling both angry for being blamed and lonely at the loss of Rush, Coco, Belinda and Tracy. When the gate alarm buzzed, I was sure it was more media looking for a follow-up. I looked in the monitor and saw a man in a brown shirt.
"Yes?"
"Package for Marc St. Pierre," he said.
"I'm not expecting anything."
"It says 'Tracy Evans c/o Marc St. Pierre.'"
"Do you have an ID?"
He stepped back and held up a laminated badge. It was official looking and had his name and picture. I buzzed him in.
He pulled his delivery truck in front and I went out to sign for the package. I brought it in, buzzed him back out and took the package to the deck. Allie was sunning herself topless. I suppose I was meant to get used to it.
"This is strange," I said.
"Sorry, I'll put my top on if it bothers you."
"No, not that. This," I said and held up the package.
She looked at it and then her face went pale.
"Oh my god, I forgot."
"Forgot what?"
"Tracy, ordered some of Rush's favorite pecan pie. She wanted to cheer her up."
"Where'd she order it?"
"From this bakery in Louisville. I mean everyone knows about it, since Rush tweets every time she gets something there."
"So, do you think the media might think to check with that bakery?" I said.
"Shit," said Allie. "Do you think that's how they found out?"
"It wouldn't take much to slip a clerk a few bucks to let him know if one of Rush's favorites was being shipped somewhere."
"God, it had your name and address on it."
I nodded.
"Fuck," Allie said. "I never thought about that. I mean Tracy was so happy she was going to surprise Rush. We really messed up, huh?"
"Not your fault, Allie. Tracy should have known better. If Coco finds out, it'll be her ass."
Allie's face fell and tears welled in her eyes. "I'd hate that."
"You two hit it off?"
Allie nodded. "I guess you figured out I'm gay."
"Yeah. It's cool and Tracy seems like a good person. You two would make a cute couple."
"Fat chance of that now," said Allie. "Guess it'll be back to long nights looking for love in all the totally wrong places."
"You'll find someone," I said.
"For the first time, I thought I had."
I nodded. Funny, I was thinking the same thing.
My fifteen minutes of fame faded faster than it arrived. The media camped outside Rush's Kentucky farm. Finally, Tracy arranged for a one-on-one interview with the leading entertainment nightly show. Rush's bruises had faded and she was completely upbeat and talking about finishing the work on her album. She even hinted she might be adding a new song about her accident. There was one question about me and Rush simply said I was a friend who helped them.
It was two months later and I was at work in my Boston office. Allie buzzed me and said I had a call. "Who is it?"
"Wouldn't give her name. She said she something about a pie. I think it's Coco."
I had her put through and heard Coco's voice in my ear.
"Hey, Marc."
"If I said who's this, would you believe me?"
"No, but if you said you didn't want to speak with me, I would definitely believe you."
The silence between us grew in intensity as the seconds ticked by. "Marc, are you still there?"
"Yes."
"Tracy told me about the pie. She had forgotten about it until we saw the credit card bill. We figured out that was how the media got on to us. I know your people had no role in it. Tracy offered to resign, but I see it was just a dumb mistake. She's good at what she does and now has learned a valuable lesson."
"That's your apology?"
I could hear her take in a breath. "Marc, my job is to protect Rush and her career. I don't apologize for being zealous in doing so. If that displeases you, then you have to deal with it."
"I'm not upset with you being zealous. In fact, I admire that in you. I am upset that I thought we were starting something special and you threw it away. I'm upset that I swore to you that we did not have any part in the media circus, but you chose to ignore that. Even worse, you as much called me and those people I trusted liars. So, good for you, Coco, that you are the strong protector for Rush. I hope it brings you happiness."
Another long and uncomfortable silence took hold.
"Thank you for what you did to help Rush," Coco said. She hung up.
"Shit," I said. Allie was standing in my doorway.
"Didn't go well?" she asked.
"Both of us are too pig-headed to let it go well," I replied.
"You really like her, didn't you?"
"Yeah. Amazing in that just a few days I could have felt as much for her as I did. I guess it was the same for you and Tracy."
Allie blushed. "Well, we've kinda been in touch."
I raised an eyebrow.
"She called me after she figured out what happened. I flew down to see her over the Labor Day break."
"And?"
"It was wicked awesome," Allie said. "I won't go into graphic detail, but my world turned upside down. I think I'm in love."
"Good for you, but it could be complicated."
Allie grinned. "It's beyond fucking complicated, Marc. It's insane. It's also what I want. That brings up something I need to talk with you about."
I motioned her in and she sat across from me. "You're leaving?"
Allie brushed away a tear and nodded. "Marc, working for you has been a dream. I love every second of it. But, I'm in love with Tracy. She worked out a job for me with a law firm in Lexington. She can stay close to Rush and the team and we can get a place together. I'm sorry."
I got up and came around to her. She stood and we hugged. "Do not be sorry about pursuing love. The only down side is I won't see you sunbathing topless again."
We laughed. "Hey, invite Tracy and me up."
"Can't do that," I said.
Allie looked confused.
"You consider that place your northern home. No invitations necessary."
Allie gave her formal two-week notice. I hosted a good-by party for her at a Boston restaurant. After lots of hugs, kisses and promises of keeping in touch, she flew to Lexington.
I let my work absorb me. It was Columbus Day weekend before I even took a day off. I called Martha and asked her to ready the house. I planned to spend the week at the Cape.
I left late on Thursday and arrived at my house around ten. Martha had a supper warming in the oven. She left me a note that there was something wrong with the hot tub and that I should take a look.
I nibbled at the chicken dinner and decided to look at the tub. I went on to the deck. It was dark and I could hear the tub running. I couldn't imagine why Martha would have left the cover off. I reached for the light switch on the pole near the tub.
"Leave the light off."
I jumped at the sound of a woman's voice. In the next instant the light in the hot tub came on.
A dark figure stood up, water cascading down past firm breasts and through a neatly trimmed black bush and over firm thighs. In her hands were two flutes filled with bubbling liquid.
"I believe the gentleman is over dressed." I shed my clothes in record time and climbed into the tub.
Coco looked at my naked body. "Thank god you've got a good cock. I was afraid that everything else was so perfect that you'd be lacking in an important area."
"You mean you'd drop me if I were deficient in that area?"
"No. I mean I'd be happy with whatever you had. But I am much happier right now." She handed me a flute and we drank, our eyes locked onto each other.
"I see you've won Martha back over."
"She was easy," said Coco. "Tells me you been a major pain in the ass and that you needed to get laid."
"She's a wise and perceptive woman."
"I also imagine Allie and Tracy had a hand in this?" I said and took a sip.
"They are quite a team. Just wore me down telling me what an ass I was."
"Speaking of asses..."
Coco finished her drink. "Here or in bed?"
"Bed." We climbed out and set our glasses on the table. Taking her hand I led her to my room. I was only mildly surprised to see the candles and enjoyed the light scent they exuded.
I turned on a lamp. "I want to look at you."
Coco spread her arms. My eyes covered every inch of her dark frame. By this time there was no hiding my excitement.
Coco kissed me and slowly dropped to her knees. She took my erection in her hand, letting her long fingers envelope me. When I felt her lips close around my head, I sighed. As she took me deep into her mouth, I groaned.
Her mouth and tongue performed an erotic ballet that propelled me to an unstoppable crescendo.
"Coco, I'm right at the edge."
She pulled off. "Are you a quick recoverer?"
"Tonight I believe the term is instantaneous."
"Good." She captured my erection again. With her hands fondling my balls and her tongue coaxing me along, I exploded with sweet release. Coco kept me in her mouth until I was totally spent.
I pulled her up and we kissed passionately. I next pushed her back onto the bed, our lips locked. I worked my way down her tight body, pausing to suck and lick her breasts. As I passed her navel, she exhaled deeply. "I've wanted this for a long time."
My nose fed my other senses as a mixture of arousal and her exotic perfume infused my brain. My first lick of her tight lips brought a taste unique from any past lovers. "Oh, yes," Coco said.



Each lick produced more moisture and more gyrations of her hips. When I plunged my tongue as deep as I could inside her vagina, Coco clamped her hands against my head and held me fast. I made love using my tongue as I used a finger to massage her clit. Her lower body went stiff as she thrust her hips up and held them above the surface of the bed. "Oh, god, yes," she cried.
I used my tongue on her clit to wring out another orgasm. Moving back up her body, my rejuvenated erection rested along her wet slit.
"Do I need protection?" I asked.
"The only protection will be to keep me from devouring you. Make love to me, Marc."
I lifted my hips, put my tip at her opening, and plunged inside. We both made an animal sound.
"How about if we make love later?" I asked as I bottomed out in her.
"Huh?" she said.
"Right now I want to fuck you and fuck you hard."
"Now that is something I never thought I'd hear from Saint Peter," she said. "Fuck me like the devil."
For the next ten minutes there was a wrestling match between a devil and a black angel. When finally we gave each other what we wanted and needed, I collapsed beside her. Our perspiration-soaked bodies fought for breath as we lay aside each other.
"Coco", I began to say.
"No talking now, Marc. Now you make love to me."
I think a miracle did occur, since I was hard again within ten minutes.
"This one may last longer," I said.
"How long do we have?" she asked.
I pushed inside as her vagina contracted on my erection.
"The rest of our lives?" I said.
"Then no rush, lover. No rush."
(Thanks for taking the time to read my story. If you would like to leave a personal comment, you can respond through Literotica or you can always contact me via the CONTACT tab on my profile. If you choose to vote, it helps me understand what you like or don't like. This is the first time I've written in the Romance category. If you are a regular reader in the Romance category, let me know what you think. I appreciate your insights. I am deeply grateful for editing and review by Perry. If there are mistakes or glitches, please know that the fault is with me, not Perry and not the stars.)
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I was standing completely naked on stage, well, except for shoes and a hat. The hat covered the goods, but now I had to turn my bare butt to the audience. What would all my friends think?
My mind raced and suddenly I remembered what my wife always said. "Robbie, you need to start your stories at the beginning. You always begin in the middle, and no one knows what you're talking about."
So, I'll try to make some sense. I'm not quite sure where the beginning is, but I definitely know the ending. It is with the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with.
So let me try to put this tale in some order.
I'd always enjoyed the theater. At Dartmouth I was part of the theater group, appearing in many productions. Never a lead, I usually was a reliable minor character or crowd fill-in. Having a decent voice, I always made the chorus. So, after graduating, starting a career and settling down, I became active in our local theater.
A number of years ago, the community rallied to preserve an old vaudeville theatre from the wrecking ball. We raised money to buy, refurbish and establish it with a modest endowment that could keep most of the wolves from the door. About ten years ago, we hired a professional manager, and she began producing a mixture of plays that brought in the audiences to put our theater on sound financial footing. She would throw in the occasional drama or avant-garde play, but our bread and butter were musical comedies.
I volunteered to serve on the board, and then slowly became involved in many of the productions. The closest I came to a starring role was being the Narrator for Dicken's A Christmas Carol. Otherwise, I was a bit player or helped with stage management, something I enjoyed.
How I came to be standing naked on stage in front of 900 people had its roots in a discussion with Sarah, our executive director. She invited me to lunch at an upscale deli next to the theater.
"Robbie, we need a real AIS," she said.
"AIS?"
"Yeah, asses in seats," she replied grinning. "Our spring shows didn't bring in the revenues we expected. If we don't have a boffo production this summer, we're looking at a deficit."
I nodded and nibbled on my pastrami sandwich. Tin Pan Alley had the best pastrami in the state, and they charged accordingly for it.
"So, I'm putting up The Full Monty."
My eyes widened as I tried to swallow the bite in my mouth.
"Sarah, don't you think that's a bit on the wild side for us. I mean there's nudity in it."
"Just male nudity," she said as if that made all the difference in the world.
"Still," I argued, "we're known as a family-friendly venue. I think some of our patrons might be upset."
"Robbie, I spoke with Debbie Callahan, you know her, she manages the Capital City Theatre."
I nodded.
"Well, they put on The Full Monty two years ago and had three sold out weekends. I mean every freaking seat in the place. And, they hiked the ticket price five bucks across the board. Made a killing."
I quickly computed what that would mean to us and understood that Sarah made an excellent economic point.
"But, what about the shock of the Palladium doing it?"
"Look, we'll promote it with a caution. Let everyone know up front that the show contains nudity. That will warn parents not to take their kids, plus it will draw in people who normally wouldn't be caught dead in our house. Just imagine all the ladies' book clubs reserving whole sections of the theater." We both laughed.
"Ok, you're making sense. Why are you pitching me?"
"For two reasons," she replied. "One, everyone on the board respects you. You're a smart guy, and you've been around since the beginning."
"Oh, you mean I'm old," I said with a smile.
"Hell, Robbie, you aren't old, it's just you are one of the leaders who have kept us going all these years. Really, the board listens to you. If you said putting up The Full Monty was the right thing to do, they'd go along."
Without falling into an overblown sense of self-worth, I knew she was right. I was the most senior member of the board in terms of years of service. The other members knew I always kept what was best for our theater in the forefront. If I supported Sarah, I knew the rest of the board would give it serious consideration.
"Ok, what's the second reason you're treating me to this delicious and expensive hot pastrami?"
Sarah gave me a sly smile.
"Oh, I'm paying for lunch?"
"Tight budget you know," she said.
We both laughed. I always paid for our meals together.
"So, what else is in that devious mind? I can see the wheels turning and that usually frightens me."
Sarah took a long sip from her iced tea.
She turned her wide, blue eyes to me, flashed her warmest and engaging smile and said, "I want you in the show."
If this were a sit-com this would be the part where I spit my drink all over the table. Instead, I choked on my sandwich. I coughed up a hunk of pastrami and discreetly hid it in my napkin.
"What?"
"You've seen the movie, right?"
"Yes, it's been a while, but I have."
"Remember the Tom Wilkinson character, Gerald?"
"Vaguely."
"Well, he's one of the guys and he's bit older than the rest."
"Ah, back to me being nearly senile."
"You know that rhymes with 'penile'" Sarah said with a laugh. I shook my head, and stared at her.
"Robbie, you'd be great for the role. I mean here you are, a pillar of the community, and you'd be willing to do a turn in the buff. God, it will make casting the rest of the show a snap. Plus, you know you don't really show the 'full Monty'. You keep that part covered with a hat. You do get so show your sweet butt, though."
I thought my butt was probably at least a decade past sweet. I continue to exercise, and try to keep some muscle tone, but no one would confuse my ass with that of a twenty or thirty year old.
"Flattery may get you somewhere, Sarah, but I'm not sure that it will get me naked on the stage."
"Oh, come on, it'll be a hoot. I know you love acting. Let yourself go, Robbie."
"I don't know."
"Do it, Robbie. Just say yes."
I looked at Sarah. She was an attractive woman, but what made her most appealing was her sincerity. She made you believe in whatever she was saying.
"So, is Jonathon directing?"
Sarah looked away for the first time since we sat down.
"Actually, he's taking this summer to direct a couple shows on the Cape."
"So, who's directing?"
Sarah refocused on me. "I am."
I experienced a quick flash of anxiety knowing she would be seeing me naked—if I agreed. I understood that the audience would only see butts, but in rehearsals, all would be revealed. I've known Sarah for years. When Sarah was married, she and her husband would socialize with me and Connie, my wife. Her daughter and mine were best friends all through high school. Katie was at our house as much as she was at home. I convinced the board to hire Sarah to be our executive director. I wasn't sure how it would be standing naked in front of her. I'm sure she'd be professional, but still I wasn't sure I could be.
What if I got excited? God, that would be embarrassing. I had long admired Sarah's looks. She's younger than I am, around mid-forties. She has wild black hair that is naturally both curly and unruly. On the short side, she still maintains a trim figure. Her pale complexion and brilliant blue eyes teamed with her dark hair cause people to stare. They are not disappointed after the first shock wears off, Sarah has a beauty that goes deep and grows as you get to know her.
"Sarah, I don't know."
"Look, Robbie, I thought this through. We're friends. I love you and everything you've done for me. Maybe it might be a little awkward at first, but I know we can handle it. Besides, you'll just be one of a half-dozen naked guys."
I realized that I would be standing around bare-assed with other men. I was not hung up on size, well no more than any other man. I knew from years working out at the Y that I had nothing to be ashamed of. Still, I worried that there would be a lot of judging going on, even if everyone was claiming to be professional. I didn't want to be identified as the runt of the litter. Funny, I was thinking that I didn't want Sarah to find me lacking in that category.
"I always knew you were a charmer, Sarah. I never fully realized you could literally charm the clothes off a person."
"You'll do it?
"Yes, I'll do it." To myself, I acknowledged I harbored a secret thrill with exhibitionism.
---
I remember the first time Connie and I went to a nude beach. After we had our second daughter we needed a break. When she was a year old, we convinced Connie's mother to take both girls for a long weekend, and jumped on a plane to Miami. Leaving snowy New England behind, we looked forward to four days of sun, relaxation and undisturbed sex. With two little ones demanding so much time and attention, our love life was suffering.
After checking into our hotel, we changed into swim suits, and headed to the pool. We left temperatures in the twenties to bask in the sun of an afternoon of eighty-four. Sipping an adult beverage, we couldn't stop smiling. The pool was getting crowded, and a young woman strolled by. She eyed the empty lounge next to us, and asked if we'd mind if she took it.
We assured her it was fine. Connie watched as she spread her towel, and stretched out. I tried to be inconspicuous, but couldn't help but admire her fit figure. She was long and lean with blond hair fashioned into a braid. A visor and dark wrap-around glasses added to her beach bunny appeal. She wore a small two-piece that showcased her tight abs and tighter butt. Her breasts filled out her top, but were not large. She looked to be a few years younger than our thirty-two years.
Connie caught me checking out the woman and smiled. I knew I was busted and shrugged. The three of us relaxed, and let the sun bake tension out of our bodies. After about a half-hour, the woman turned on her stomach. She undid her top and tried to spread lotion on her back.
"Want a hand?" asked Connie.
"Would you? I'd love it." Connie knelt beside her and covered her back with sun screen. I noticed the woman did not have any tan lines.
"Legs too?" Connie asked.
"If you wouldn't mind. If I tried, I probably flash your husband."
Connie rubbed lotion on the long legs. "Don't think he'd complain," Connie said. "You have a beautiful figure. You must work hard at keeping in shape."
"Have to," the woman said. "I'm a professional beach volleyball player. Wouldn't do to have fat bouncing around on the sand. My sponsors would prefer I keep the men interested."
"Are you here for a tournament?" Connie asked as she finished applying the sun screen.
"Actually, just finished one. My partner headed home to see her husband and kids. We're off until next week. Thought I'd catch up on sleep, and chill out for a bit.
Rising up on one elbow, she covered her breast with a hand and said, "I'm Janice Brown. Pleased to meet you."
"Connie and Robbie Carswell," said Connie. She went on to describe our situation, and that this was our first get away since our children were born.
"Stoking the fires?" the woman said.
"Breathing some life into the embers,' Connie replied. "Our lives are fulfilling, but not exciting. Getting away should help. We only have to concentrate on relaxing, and the most taxing decision is what to have for dinner."
"Not leaving time for sex?"
Connie laughed. "Always time for that. Well, there used to be. I think we're looking forward to alone time."
"There's a great seafood restaurant within walking distance from the hotel. You ought to try it."
"Thanks, we will. Join us?"
"Wouldn't want to disturb your alone time."
"Don't think we'll be having sex at the table," said Connie. "Of course, you never know."
The two women laughed. "In that case, I'll risk it. Let me make reservations. Shall we say around 7?"
"Deal," said Connie. We spent the rest of the afternoon taking dips, ordering umbrella drinks, and getting to know each other better. When we met Janice in the lobby, she was wearing a long, colorful sundress that exposed all of her shoulders. She had undone her braid to allow her blond hair to flow in thick waves past her shoulders. Even with just wearing sandals, she was as tall as I, at around six feet two.
Connie gave her a hug, and told her how good she looked. "Do you get used to people staring at you all the time?"
"Mostly it makes me think I must have toilet paper stuck to my shoe," said Janice. She had a nice way of not taking herself too seriously. We walked to the restaurant, and were seated at a window table.
"This is perfect. We can see all the sailboats and enjoy an ocean view."
The waiter came over and addressed Janice. "Is everything to your liking, Ms. Brown?"
"Yes, thank you. Shall we start with a bottle of wine?" When we agreed, Janice ordered something.
"Take it they know you here, Janice?" I asked.
"I'm local talent," said Janice. "Some treat me like a celeb. It's embarrassing, but does get me a nice table along with great service. And, please call me Jan." The wine arrived and we began a splendid dinner.
As we were all sharing a decadent chocolate cake for dessert, Janice asked if we really wanted some excitement.
"That's why we're here," Connie answered obviously feeling the effects of the two bottles of wine we shared.
"So, tomorrow want to try something a little different?" said Jan.
"Sure, what?" said Connie.
"Instead of the pool, we'll go to the beach."
"Sounds like fun, but to be honest we've been to beaches before," said Connie.
"Were they nude beaches?" said Jan with a smile.
"Come to think of it, they weren't," Connie answered.
"Game?" asked Jan.
"You bet," said Connie. I suppose I didn't have a say. If I did, I think I would have suggested we head there now.
Walking back to the hotel, I had my arms around two beautiful women, and was thinking of how both would look naked on the beach. After saving good night in the elevator, we practically ran to our room. The door had just closed when I was pulling Connie's shirt over her head.
"Looks like someone is eager," she said as she ran her hand along my erection straining at my zipper.
"I've been looking forward to this since we made our reservations." I unzipped her skirt and shimmied it and her panties to the floor. I knelt and kissed her trimmed, soft bush. I was rewarded with the scent that always made me happy. As I ran my tongue along her slit, Connie doffed her bra and tossed it aside.
"Fuck me, Mr. Carswell."
"I intend to do so, Mrs. Carswell, and do so thoroughly."
Connie backed onto the bed and pulled down the covers as I stripped. She took my erection in her hand, and pulled it to her mouth. Connie did things with her tongue that made me happy that someone invented oral sex. When I couldn't stand it any longer, I eased her onto her back and hovered above her. "Is Mrs. Carswell ready to be fucked?"
"Indeed, sir, she is."
I entered in one, long push accompanied by little squeals from my wife. "God, Robbie, I've missed this so much."
"Well, then I better get to work and refresh your memory completely." It didn't take long for us to reacquaint ourselves with what makes us both happy during love-making. When we reached our climaxes within a minute of each other, we held hands and looked at the ceiling.
"That was wonderful," Connie said.
"Makes me wonder how we let ourselves get into a rut that pushes sex aside," I said.
"You were exceptional tonight," she said. "Maybe thinking about seeing Jan naked helped add a little oomph."
"You are all I need for oomph."
"Thanks, but you can't tell me that you don't find the idea of being nude with her exciting."
I tried to will my dick to remain still as imagined flashes of a long, lean body invaded my mind.
"I guess I'm more worried that being naked with two beautiful women will result in something that may not meet the decency standards on the beach."
Connie stroked my dick to hardness. "In that case, we'll just celebrate the ability of a man to show his appreciation in such a remarkable fashion."
"I think I have a way to show appreciation to a woman who is right here."
Connie pulled on my erection. "And what's that?"
"I believe it begins with an invitation to climb aboard." Connie sat up and threw a leg over me. As she lowered herself onto me, she asked if this is what I had in mind? As my hands played with her full breasts, I assured her it was. While making love for the second time that night, I wondered what Connie meant when she said that "we'll just celebrate". Was she including Jan in the proposed celebration? I had to admit those thoughts inspired me to give my wife another most satisfactory round of screwing.
Jan called our room around nine in the morning. We agreed to meet at eleven to go to the beach. In the meantime, we ordered room service breakfast and challenged ourselves to make love before it arrived. We succeeded, but only barely. After breakfast, we took a leisurely shower together that resulted in a long slow blow job from Connie. As we pulled on our suits I hoped the work out I had this morning with Connie would prevent any unwarranted risings on the beach. We met Jan by the pool, and she led us in the direction of the beach.
"It's not a bad walk," she said. "Give us some exercise along the way. Haulover Beach has a textile and a clothing-optional section. Even in the optional section, you're not required to go nude. I don't want you to feel you have to do something that makes you uncomfortable."
"We're both looking forward to being naked on the beach," said Connie. "Right, Robbie?"
"Sure."
"Do I detect a doubt?" asked Jan.
"He's afraid he'll get a hard-on," said Connie.
"Don't worry about it," said Jan. "Happens all the time. Just be cool and try not to be too obvious. I hear they do go away—eventually."
"Sometimes they need a bit of work to go away," said Connie.
"Are we talking about recent experience," said Jan.
"Is an hour ago considered recent," Connie replied.
"Good for you girl."
Connie laughed and said, "Plus, it was the second time this morning, and that doesn't count the BJ I gave him in the shower."
I couldn't believe Connie was discussing our sex life in such an open way with a woman we'd just met. I was red with embarrassment.
"Good work, Robbie. Glad to know that some men can please their women."
"Actually, it's singular," said Connie. "Woman, not women."
"Of course," said Jan. "But one can always hope."
The two women giggled. We turned down onto the beach with Jan leading us in the direction of the clothing-optional section. We approached the signs warning that we might encounter naked people beyond this sign. My stomach tightened as we crossed the imaginary line.
Jan continued on until she found a spot that was not too crowded. We spread out our towels. Jan stood facing us and smiled. She pulled her shirt over her head, revealing her small, firm breasts. As I suspected, there were no tan lines. Her nipples were puffy and the tips looked stiff. She undid her shorts and pushed them and her bikini panties to the sand. She was smooth between her legs. I had never seen a woman who took all her hair off. It allowed me to see her sex lips, which were tight with no inner parts showing.
Connie smiled and started pulling her clothing off. In a few seconds she, too, was naked. She was about six inches shorter than Jan and after two children had wider hips and a thicker middle. She kept her dark bush trimmed and her lips were thick with inner ones peeking out. I found her to be my ideal vision of a woman. Her breasts had increased a cup size and several inches after our last child. Looking at the two, I would always choose my wife, but Jan was incredibly sexy.



Jan turned and bent to put her sandals at the corners of the towel to keep it in place. I saw her firm round butt and her vagina. I was fighting to keep from getting hard, but feared it was a losing battle.
Connie told me to get undressed. I got rid of my clothes quickly with the intention to fall onto my stomach as soon as possible, I had just pulled off my shorts when Jan turned back around.
She smiled as she ran her eyes up and down my body. "Lucky girl, Connie. Lucky girl."
Connie agreed. I sat down and rolled onto my stomach just as my erection blossomed. I hoped I would not have to stay in this position all day.
"Do each other's backs?" asked Jan. Connie agreed and began to rub lotion all over Jan. When she got to her butt, she didn't hesitate. She cupped the two buns and said, "I used to have an ass like this. Kids seemed to have made things spread out a bit."
"Your butt is great, Connie. Everything about you is beautiful." When it came time for Jan to apply sun screen to Connie, she also stopped with her hands on my wife's rear.
"These are fab," Jan said. "I bet Robbie loves holding on to them when things get going."
Connie shook her butt and said, "I do seem to recall something like that." Jan gave her a little love tap on each cheek. She then finished covering Connie's legs.
Connie stretched out on her stomach and sighed as she let the warm sun envelop her bare skin.
"What about Robbie?" asked Jan.
"Would you mind?" Connie said. "I don't think I can move. This feels so good."
Jan knelt next to me. Her hands moved over my shoulders and back, coating them with lotion. When she got to my butt, she massaged each cheek and gave them a couple gentle slaps.
"Nice butt," she said.
After she finished my legs, she joined Connie and me in taking in the sun. After a while, the heat was getting to all of us. Jan suggested a swim. I was back to normal, and hoped my dick would stay that way.
We jogged to the water. The beach was more crowded now than when we arrived. I saw nude bodies of all ages, sizes and colors. It made me feel a little less conspicuous. Jan held our hands as we rushed into the waves. The water was pleasant compared to what we usually experienced in New England. We played in the waves, and had fun trying to body surf.
As we walked back to our towels, I let the women go ahead. I admired the two different examples of women's posteriors. Thank god I would not have to choose, since I felt it would be a difficult choice. This time we laid on our backs. Both the good and bad part of this was we each could apply our own sun screen.
I was in the middle. I think I must have dozed off. I was awoken when I felt something cold touching my balls. I opened my eyes to see Connie holding a diet cola can between my legs.
"That's not a nice way to wake up a person," I said. Connie and Jan laughed.
"It was just too tempting," Connie said. Jan took her tee shirt and softly dried my nut sack. I made a sound.
"Robbie, I was just telling Connie that you have one of the most handsome cocks I've ever seen. It's not that it's huge, although it's certainly big enough, but it is perfectly proportional. Long, thick and accompanied by a set of balls that hang just right." As she spoke she continued to touch my balls through her shirt. The double effect of her words and her actions produced a predictable result.
"Ah, that's what I've been waiting to see," said Jan. "Connie, you are so lucky to be able to play with this whenever you want."
"Unfortunately, it's not whenever I want these days at home. That's why this trip is so important." Connie reached out, and ran her hand up and down my erection.
"Now, I'm totally jealous," said Jan.
"No need to be," said Connie.
"You don't mind?" Jan asked.
"If it's all right with Robbie, I can't see the harm. It's no more than a touch. I'm not into sharing everything."
"Robbie?" asked Jan.
"Uh, well, I guess..."
"Oh, go on," said Connie. "If it were a no, he'd have said so."
Jan took my erection between her long fingers. She ran her hand up and down, cuddled my sac, then stroked my erection.
"Don't you just love hard dicks, Connie? I mean they go from soft to this. It's almost a miracle. Then if a man knows how to use it, well, that's what sex is all about."
"Robbie knows how to use it," said Connie. "You'll have to take my word on that."
"Sadly, I will." Jan stroked me a few more times. "Gotta stop now or I may get carried away."
I was so enrapt with what the women were doing that I forgot we were in public. When I heard giggles, I turned my head to see a group of three teen aged girls. They seemed to be enjoying the show. A pretty brunette caught my eye and waved. Her friend blew me a kiss and they all giggled again.
"I think we're being watched," I said.
Jan slipped her hand on my balls. "You mean the girls next to us. They've been glued to your dick for a while. No harm done."
"If you don't stop touching me, there will be harm. I am very close to the edge."
Jan removed her hand. "Thanks, guys, that was nice. My problem is I am so freaking wet and horny I could scream. I'm tempted to take care of business right here, but if someone recognizes me that could be the end of sponsorships."
"I understand and I know the feeling," said Connie. "Maybe we should head back to the hotel so we can attend to our needs."
"Good idea," agreed Jan. We dressed quickly and hurried back to the hotel. In the elevator, Jan made a proposal.
"Look, I imagine you guys are not into swinging. I'm not, either. I am also not into three-ways, and certainly not into getting involved in a marriage. But I am hyper-turned on. I wonder if there were a way we could do something together that would be fun, but not damage any relationships."
Connie and I exchanged a look. "Like what?" asked Connie.
"Like maybe I could watch. Well, watch and get myself off."
"We've never done anything like that," said Connie.
"Neither have I," said Jan. "It just sorta popped in my head. Probably a stupid idea."
"I wouldn't call it stupid," said Connie.
"What would you call it?" asked Jan.
"Exciting."
"Really?" Jan said.
"What do you think, Robbie?" my wife asked me.
"Connie, I want to make love with you so bad right now, I wouldn't care if we did it on the front lawn of the hotel."
"I get that," she said. "But would you think it would be sexy to have Jan watch us?"
I looked from one woman to the other. "Can we watch her get herself off?"
"Definitely," said Connie.
"Yeah, I think that'd be sexy."
We opted for our room. When we entered, it took mere seconds before the three of us were naked. My erection was harder than I can ever remember. Connie pulled the covers down and the three of us moved onto the bed.
"How do we start?" asked Connie.
"No clue," said Jan. "What do you guys usually do?"
"Robbie goes down on me."
"So, start there." Connie smiled, and I dropped my head into her lap.
The second my tongue hit her clit, she cried out. Connie never came that quickly before. I was going to pull away, but her hands held me in place. "More," she said.
I began to work my tongue over every inch of her pussy, clit and even driving it deep inside. I could hear Jan making sounds, and assumed she was playing with herself.
"Jan," Connie said. "Suck him."
I stopped moving my tongue, but Connie told me to keep going. I felt a mouth close around my erection, and almost lost it. As Jan moved me inside her mouth, I tried to concentrate on my task.
"Jan, that is so sexy watching you with Robbie in your mouth. Don't let him cum, though. He needs to fuck me."
Jan murmured. All my senses were on overdrive and I was rapidly approaching a climax. I pulled away. Jan stopped sucking me, and moved away.
"Put him in me," said Connie. I knelt before my wife and let another woman take hold of my dick. She guided me to Connie's opening. I looked down to see Jan spread my wife's labia and bring my tip to her opening. I could not hold back and pushed all the way in.
"Fuck, yes," Connie said. Jan moved to rest her back on the headboard. Spreading her legs, she used the fingers of one hand tease her clit while two fingers on her other hand pumped in and out. Her moans were accompanied by the squishing sounds from both her masturbation and my dick moving in and out of my wife. I looked at Connie to find she, too, was fixated on Jan's masturbation. We watched and we screwed. It didn't take either of us very long before we were at the edge.
"We're ready," said Connie, fighting for breath.
"Can one of you touch me," Jan said.
I reached out and took a breast in my hand. "No, not there."
I locked eyes with Connie, and she nodded. I moved my hand to Jan's clit. I rubbed the hard button while she continued to thrust in and out with her fingers.
"Inside, please," she said, and pulled her fingers free.
Trying to keep my rhythm going with Connie, I pushed a finger into her vagina. Jan grabbed my wrist and urged me to pump. As I moved my finger in and out of Jan's pussy, I rammed my dick in and out of my wife. I could hold on no longer and started coming.
"Let me see," said Jan. I pulled out and continued to shoot on my wife's stomach. At practically the same moment both women began to orgasm. Jan grabbed my dick and help milk the last few drops. I fell along side of Connie. All three of us were sweat-drenched and exhausted. Jan moved and licked the remains of my climax from Connie's skin. She then moved up and kissed Connie softly.
"Thanks," she said.
"It was our pleasure, too," said Connie. Within minutes the three of us were asleep in our bed.
Over the next day, we had one more session with the three of us. I tasted Jan for a short while, she sucked me one more time. Connie then told me to make Jan come with my mouth. I ate her until she cried out. When she recovered she blew me, taking every last drop down. After we all recovered, Jan said she wanted a reminder. Connie got her phone and we stood in front of the full length mirror to take a number of selfies. I had one, then two hands on my cock. I was hard again for the last few pics. Jan said she trusted us not to show them in public, since it would damage her career. We made a promise as Connie sent them to Jan's phone.
Connie and I made love twice while Jan watched and masturbated. The next day, Jan had to leave. The final day for Connie and me was spent in bed. We tried every position we could imagine. In the end we said how much we loved being with each other and, yet, how much we missed Jan's presence.
Returning to New Hampshire meant resumption of our less than spontaneous love-making. We did make a pact to take at least one weekend a month where the kids would go to a grandparent's, and we would devote every second to pleasure. We kept in touch with Jan, watched some of her matches, but never again saw her. She invited us to her wedding, but we could not make the date work.
That Miami weekend was the apex of our sexual adventures and the greatest thrill I ever had in terms of exhibitionism. Now I was going to be naked in public once more.
---
In spite of my adventure in Miami and being on a nude beach, I was apprehensive about this play. Thinking about standing nude on a stage did send a pleasant electrical current through my veins. Of course, it was accompanied by something that felt like shards of glass flowing through them as well. I imagined that Sarah would handle everything in a profession way.
Once I made my commitment to be in the show, Sarah screamed causing every head in the restaurant to turn in our direction. She came over to give me a big hug and kiss.
"Thank you, thank you. The board can't possibly say no now."
"Son-of-a-bitch," I thought. She's way better at manipulation than I ever gave her credit for. The board would not want to go against my recommendation and they would think that since I was to be in it, they had to approve the production.
So, yes, the board went along with it. Yes, the board looked at me in a funny way when Sarah announced I had agreed to act in it. And, yes, I had second, third and fourth thoughts about doing it. The only saving grace was that the rehearsals were still three weeks away. Sarah was going to New York to cast the leads. We always tried to have two or three Equity actors in our shows. I wondered how the casting would be done. Would the guys have to show the "Monty" to be cast?
The best way I know to relieve anxiety is to keep busy. I immersed myself in my business. I run a one-person consulting business doing fundraising for non-profits. Being the beneficiary of substantial family resources, I could lead a comfortable life without working. But, I also wanted to be useful and feel as I'm contributing to society. So, I got into fundraising. Having grown up with a lot of the prospects whom my clients would be approaching for donations was a big help. I knew I had an excellent reputation and was never short of clients looking for help with annual appeals, capital campaigns and board development.
I was finishing a feasibility report for a health care client contemplating a ten million dollar drive, when my office phone rang. I suppose I'm one of the few people left with a land line, but I've had the number for so long and all my clients know it, so I just have kept it.
"Carswell Associates," I said.
"Mr. Carswell?"
"Yes, who's this?"
"Kathleen Robinson. Am I catching you at a bad time?"
I had met Kathleen Robinson a couple weeks ago at a rubber chicken dinner for a conservation group. She worked for the community foundation in our state. Having just been hired a few weeks prior to that dinner, she was still meeting people. We chatted, and I offered to meet with her to try to give her the lay of the land. When I first saw her at the cocktail hour before the dinner, I thought she was both attractive and intelligent. Tall with an erect posture, she wore designer glasses with dark frames that set off her light brown hair.
"Not really, what's up?"
"I was wondering if we could get together as we discussed."
"Sure. I'd be happy to sit down with you. When?"
"Well, I have a meeting with the local board of the regional foundation in town today at noon. I should be finished by four. Could I buy you a cup of coffee?"
My schedule was clear for the afternoon.
"No," I said.
"Oh. Sorry," Kathleen replied with a hint of disappointment.
I added. "But, how about we meet at four-thirty at The Union, and I'll buy you a beer?"
She laughed. "That's a much better deal. Thanks, Mr. Carswell."
"Kathleen."
"Yes?"
"If you call me Mr. Carswell one more time, I'll never speak with you again. My name's Robbie."
She actually giggled. "Thanks, Robbie. See you at four-thirty."
My office was in a section of a large loft apartment I owned in one of the old mill buildings in town. My family's foundation owned the rest of the building, so I also kept an eye on the other tenants. They were a mixed bag of start-up hi-tech firms and struggling artists. We offered low rents and served as an incubator for the techies and a safe haven for the artists. A couple of the tech firms were beginning to take off and wanted to rent more space in the building to branch out from the incubator. Our plan was that the tech firms would pay enough rent to eventually keep the building affordable for the artists.
I had recently moved into the loft. I could easily walk to most downtown bars and restaurants. I headed out around four-fifteen and was sitting at one of the outdoor tables at The Union by four-thirty.
I was sipping an ice water waiting for Kathleen. I checked my phone to see it was now four-forty. I was going to call to see if she were delayed when I realized I only had her office number at the community foundation. I didn't have her cell number. Another five minutes passed before a shadow blocked the warm afternoon sun. I looked up from checking my email to see Kathleen standing there.
"Hi," I said standing and extending my hand.
"Sorry," she said, slightly out of breath, and shook my hand. She sat and told me how the board meeting just wouldn't end. "Then, I had to find a parking space. I practically ran the last three blocks."
"No, problem," I assured her.
I motioned for our waitress, Holly, and she took our orders. They had a locally-brewed summer ale on tap and we both opted for a tall glass of it.
"Thanks, Mr..."
I shot her a glance.
"Robbie. I appreciate you taking the time."
"Happy to do so, Kathleen. I can imagine it takes a while to get the feel of a new location. Tell me, where were you before here?"
Kathleen filled me in on her background. She had been working at a similar foundation in Colorado for ten years. Her father recently passed away, and her mother was all alone. She wanted to be closer than two thousand miles. She moved to our state when she applied and got the job with the foundation.
"Mom lives in Connecticut. So, I can visit on weekends. It only takes a couple hours to get there."
"Is that where you grew up?"
"Yes. My parents, well, now my Mom, lives in the same house where my sister and I were raised. It's way too big for her, but she insists she wants to stay. She's quite a determined woman."
"How about college?"
"Didn't stray too far from home," she said.
"Yale?"
She nodded. "Sounds more impressive than it is."
"I doubt it," I said. "You seem quite bright."
I was surprised at the blush coloring her cheeks.
"And, after Yale?"
"Well, I worked on the street. I mean, Wall Street, I didn't mean..."
"I didn't think you were admitting to a background in the call girl business."
We laughed as Holly arrived with our beers.
"Cheers!" I offered.
"Cheers!" she replied.
"Didn't stay in finance?"
"God, it was so boring," she said. "I mean the money was insane, but at the end of the day I felt I helped no one except some rich people who already had more money than they ever could spend."
She looked at me and colored again. If she were worth her salt, she would have done some digging into my background. I could easily be categorized as one of those "rich people." Kathleen was clearly uncomfortable thinking she just made a major faux pas.
"So, helping hands stained green with loot was not your cup of tea?"
"I didn't mean it that way, Robbie. I wanted to feel like I was making a difference."
"I can understand that."
"I bet you can."
I must have given her a strange look.
"Ok, so I did a little checking up on you."
"Oh?"
"No, it wasn't anything formal. You know Barbara, the woman I'm replacing."
I nodded. Barbara Adams was from a four-generation local family who were among the original mill owners in town. She was born knowing everyone of influence in the state. I could see trying to fill her shoes would be a huge challenge.
"Well, she just loves you. Sings your praises and told me I just had to meet with you. She said you could give me the insight into the people I need to meet. She filled me in on all the charitable work you do, how your fundraising counseling has helped so many of the state's non-profits, and that you like to get involved in good projects."
"And that's all you told you?"
Kathleen fidgeted with her drink and looked down. She shrugged and took a sip.
"Kathleen, it's all right. I imagine everyone knows my story."
"I'm sorry, Robbie. I didn't mean to intrude into your privacy. And I certainly did not want to bring up any painful memories."
The intrusion was not a problem. Barbara knew well the extent of my family's resources. My family went as far back as hers in the community. And like the Adams, the Carswells had owned a couple mills, a large tract of timber land in the north, and had started the largest bank in the state. We had divested of the mills, except for the one where I lived, and forests, and were still the largest shareholders in the bank, although it had gone through several iterations and now was owned by a Scottish financial conglomerate. Beyond that, my family had invested in many other regional businesses and industries. My sister and I managed the family portfolio.



The painful memories alluded to the fact that my wife passed away three years ago. She was probably better known and definitely better liked than I ever was. As I tend toward introversion, she was always all out there. She made friends crossing the street. A singer, drum player, painter, knitter, and a dozen other things meant she was with lots of people. Connie was everyone's favorite.
I never minded being in her shadow. Where I operated mostly behind the scenes and worked with the leaders of companies, boards and government, Connie was bounding through life casting a huge shadow and making lots of waves. I hardly left a wake behind me, but knew I was effective in what I did.
After listening to her complaining for a week about not feeling well, I insisted she see her doctor. He ran tests and was non-committal. He did recommend she go to Boston for more tests. Both of us knew that was not a good omen. Before we left Boston on that dark, cold day in February, Connie was told that she had pancreatic cancer. By the time we arrived back at our house, Connie had been on the phone with our two girls, and insisted that they meet us that evening. With more courage than I could ever imagine, she gave them the straight story. Amidst all our tears, Connie told them we all had to begin preparing for life after her.
We were in denial, but she was determined that there would be no pity parties. She was relentless for the next four weeks. Then her sickness took over. The last two weeks of her life were miserable, but she tried her best to support me and the girls.
It was now over three years. I had sold the house and moved to the loft. Mindy was living in Boston, and working for a publishing house. Gigi had moved to the Denver area, and was managing the ski business in one of the major resorts. They both offered to stay with me, but I insisted they had to get on with their own lives.
I surprised myself when I felt a tear run down my cheek. I dried it with my napkin.
"Sorry about that, Kathleen."
"No, Robbie. It's ok. I still do that when I think of my dad."
She patted the back of my hand. We had really just met, but that simple gesture meant more to me than she would ever know.
"Anyway," I said, "we need a plan to make Kathleen Robinson the most recognized name in the state."
She beamed and we ordered a second beer.
We were going through a list of people she needed to meet and she was taking notes on a small paper pad with a soft leather cover. I was strangely impressed that she used this "old fashioned" method as opposed to tapping into a tablet.
"Hi, Mr. C."
I looked up to see Katie and couple of her friends.
I stood and hugged her. She was as much a daughter to me as was Mindy. I recognized her friends as part of the crew that used to hang around our house.
I introduced them to Kathleen.
"Hey, I heard the big news," said Katie.
"Oh," was my sparkling comeback.
"Yeah, mom was like all Robbie this and Robbie that. You made her day."
"Well, your mom is hard to say no to."
"Tell me," she said. "What's even cooler is we'll be working together."
"How so?"
"Didn't she tell you? I'm working at the theater for the summer. I'm going to be stage manager for the production. Plus, scenery designer and probably janitor. You know we try to stretch the budget."
"Uh, well, great."
"Gotta run. Nice to meet you Ms. Robinson." In a second the three young women were off to wherever young women go.
"Nice young woman," said Kathleen.
I explained how I knew her and her mother, Sarah.
"I heard about the theater. Everyone says there are always great shows. What's the one she's talking about?"
I paused and then said softly, "The Full Monty."
Kathleen's eyes widened.
"A bit racy for a community theater," she said.
I explained the rationale behind the decision, and how we planned to market it. Kathleen nodded as I spoke. As I finished, she said, "What did Katie mean you'll be working together. Are you directing it or something?"
There was no easy way to explain what I was facing.
"No, I'm going to be in the cast." Kathleen sat still. I'm sure it was an unintended reflex, but her eyes darted down and then back up.
"Well, that could be..."
As she struggled to find the correct word, I said, "Embarrassing."
She laughed and shook her head. "I was thinking more like 'interesting."
"For whom?'
"For you and the audience," she said. I noticed her blush. I told her I doubted that. I only hoped people wouldn't run screaming from the theater. I changed the subject back to helping Kathleen make contacts and she continued to make notes. We sat at the outside table until it was almost six. I offered to buy her dinner, but she had agreed to meet a friend in a nearby town.
"Kathleen, would you mind giving me your cell number?"
"No problem," she said. "Why?"
"I was going to call you earlier to see if maybe we miscommunicated and realized I only had the number for the foundation. If it makes you uncomfortable, then it's not a big deal."
"I don't mind, Robbie. I'd be happy, and you can definitely call me any time." She seemed to realize how that last statement might sound.
"I mean, you know, if you wanted to see me."
She now was visibly shaken. "I mean not "see me" see me. Not that that would be a bad thing, but I didn't mean..."
"Kathleen, I know what you mean." I slipped her my card that had both my land and cell numbers. She gave me hers, and wrote her cell number on the back.
Kathleen had told me she lived in town and commuted to the capital, where the foundation was located. I knew from her description where her apartment was. She did not mention a husband, boyfriend, girlfriend or roommate. I told her she should feel free to call my cell at any time. "You never know when you might run into a mouse or bat."
"You could handle a bat?"
"Probably not," I said, "but we could freak out together."
We both laughed.
We stood and shook hands again. I felt like she was considering hugging me, but neither of us made a move. We locked eyes for a moment. I let myself acknowledge how attractive she is. Her blue eyes were clear behind her dark-framed glasses.
"Nice to get to know you a little better," I said.
"Me, too. Thanks, Robbie."
As she walked back down the sidewalk, I watched her skirt swirl around her legs, revealing shapely calves. She was tall with a nice figure. Her light brown hair bounced softly with her strides. It was cut well, but in a conservative fashion. I agreed it was a good look for a woman working with wealthy people. Not so sexy that women would wonder why she was meeting with their husbands, but attractive enough to get men to agree to meet with her.
I told myself to come back to reality. She had to be at least twenty years younger than me. Well, maybe a little less. But, what difference did it make. I certainly was not looking to get back into dating, and she would never be interested in a person my age.
The next day I received a text from Kathleen thanking me for taking the time to meet her. I replied it was my pleasure and maybe we could catch up in a couple weeks to see how she was doing. As I hit send, I wondered if that were the only reason I proposed meeting her again.
I immediately received a reply saying she'd enjoy getting together. She also said she looked forward to meeting again. She added a PS that said she was looking forward to the show this summer and added a smiley face emoticon. At least that encounter would not happen for a while. I looked at my calendar and was calculating the days before rehearsals started. My phone rang and I found a familiar voice on the line. It was Karen Crawford.
As Sarah had predicted, when the board of the theater agreed to let her put on The Full Monty, there was a lot of discussion about it. When Sarah announced that I was going to be in the cast, I received more than a few curious stares. In the end we all agreed we needed the revenue and if we properly cautioned people, there should be not problems with the nudity. After the meeting, Karen, one of my wife's best friends and a fellow board member, stopped to talk with me.
"Robbie, I think this is the right decision and I am in full support. I don't think we'll get any blowback, especially if we handle the pre-publicity." Karen operated her own public relations firm in town and I valued her opinion.
"And, I must say," she continued, "That I admire you for being willing to do the play. Please take this the right way, but Connie would be so proud of you. She always felt that she was sometimes too much for you."
"Karen, Connie was perfect for me. If it weren't for her, I'd most likely end up a hermit somewhere. I partly said yes because she would have loved the idea of me getting up there and mooning the entire community."
We shared a laugh. "Well, Robbie, I for one am going to get my tickets early. I think I can vouch for our book club that we will all be there."
I think that was meant to be supportive. What it translated into was that I was going to be standing nude in front of my wife's best friends, who are women I have known for twenty years. I began to have serious doubts about this decision. God, Sarah was right on target about the damn book clubs.
Karen was calling to tell me that she had met with the publisher of the local daily paper and the news director of the television station. She explained why we were putting on the show and that although it was adult-themed, it would be professionally done. She reported that they both were supportive, and would help get the word out that this show was not for children. I thanked her. She rang off with a cheery promise to be there for the show. Great, I thought.
***
It seemed like only seconds before we were in rehearsals. This isn't Broadway, and we don't have months to get a show ready. Usually two weeks is about all the time allowed from first read-through to opening night. Sarah had secured two excellent equity actors from New York who could dance their asses off to be our leads. Our regular music director put together a small ensemble for the show. For rehearsals she would accompany us on piano. We would have one run through with the ensemble and the full dress rehearsal with them as well.
Sarah addressed the nudity on our first day together.
"Guys, listen up. You are going to be nude on stage. Of course, you'll have a hat and shoes, but your dear, sweet buns will be front and center. So, just get over worrying about that. For most of our rehearsals, you will wear something. As we get close to opening night, you will have to do the nude parts, well, in the nude. So, that means as we work on the final blocking, lighting, choreography and other details, you will be on stage naked. Get your minds around it now."
Sarah addressed us men, since there were only a few supporting female roles. She treated us maturely. Although I had resigned myself to the nudity, I was a bit uncomfortable during Sarah's talk since her daughter, Katie, was sitting among us. If anything made me nervous, it was having my daughter's best friend see me naked.
"Now, to the other thing we need to discuss. Erections!"
Muffled laughter echoed in the theater. "I know these things happen; I used to be married." More polite laughter, she added, "I didn't see erections as often as I would have liked, though." More laughter. I looked at Katie and she just smiled and shook her head. I imagine she was accustomed to Sarah's tendency to speak her mind.
"That's why I want at least three complete run-throughs, including dress rehearsal, with you guys naked. Let's get the nerves out of the way. If you get hard during a real performance, please hide it the best way you can. We've warned people in advance that there would be male nudity. We don't want to abuse the board's tolerance of what the audience will see. If you need to step off stage, then do so discreetly."
We all nodded our approval. I'm sure I was like every other man in the cast, and prayed it would not be me who got excited.
After Sarah's little talk, she distributed the scripts and said we should meet individually with Katie to discuss wardrobe. When it was my turn, I sat across a card table from her in a corner of the stage.
"Hey, Mr. C," she said.
"Hey, yourself. Summer going good?" Katie was going to go to grad school in the fall. She had taken a year off after college and traveled extensively in Europe.
"Yeah, having fun. I'm looking forward to this show." Our eyes locked and then we both laughed.
"I mean because it's a great show and the audience loves it."
"Katie, I know this may be a little embarrassing for both of us."
She giggled and said, "Probably more for you than me. Mr. C. Like I've seen naked guys before. I can admit to even seeing an erection or two, and know what they're used for. But don't tell Mom. Besides it's really just payback."
"Payback?"
"Remember 'Summer Fun'?"
I recalled the original show we did a few years ago. It took place on the beach and dealt with a series of romances that revolved around the shore. Katie was one of the actors. At the time she was a high school senior. She had to do a quick change from a bikini into street clothes. There was no time to go downstairs to the dressing rooms, so she and another girl had to do it in the wings. I was stage managing the play.
We had a lot of discussion where the girls could change. They had to go to skin and we wanted to give them as much privacy as possible. Backstage was always a madhouse with props being shuffled around and actors moving into position. The backstage area in addition to being crowded was small and afforded no private areas. It was decided the least public place was next to me.
The first dress rehearsal found Katie and Marnie running off stage. They pulled their bikinis off and tossed them to me as I held their clothes. Katie looked at me as she stood naked.
"It's all right, Mr. C. They're just tits."
Actually it was a lot more than her tits. I could see everything on her and Marnie. I did not stare, but it was impossible not to notice their nudity. By the end of the run, I was more interested in making sure they hit their next cue than looking at their young, nude bodies—well, almost more interested. On the last night, when she and Marnie pulled off their bras, I almost fainted.
They each had painted their boobs with a tiny smiley face and a "Thanks, Mr. C." Katie hugged me and said they couldn't have done this if it were anyone else. Marnie, who was twenty-one, also gave me a hug.
Sitting across from Katie, I smiled and said, "Payback sure is a bitch."
She then took my sizes and did some measurements. I hoped I didn't disappoint her mother, and have an erection in front of Katie. It was probably best if I never even thought about such an act in case it made me more prone to get excited. Katie was a younger version of her mother. Dark curly hair, vibrant eyes and a trim figure resulted in heads turning wherever she went. She also inherited her mother's outgoing personality. If she weren't like another daughter to me, I probably would admit that she turned me on.
The first week was spent running lines, doing the main blocking, and trying to get us non-pros to knock out a couple dance steps without falling over. Sarah was always pushing us, but also told us we were coming along.
I found myself busy during the days with my business. I had almost forgotten about Kathleen when I received an email from her. She wondered if we could meet for another beer. I countered with a late dinner after one of our few remaining rehearsals. That worked for her since she had an early evening appointment with a potential donor on that same night. I told her to meet me at the theater around the time our rehearsals usually ended.
That rehearsal was to be our last before we were to go into our "nude" mode. I was still nervous about the whole thing, but we were too far down the road to even consider backing out. I also had a lot of work to get through for clients. The days were flying by and I couldn't dwell on my burgeoning unease about going nude in public.
The night of our last clothed rehearsal had us gathered on stage for notes from Sarah. "Guys, I've got a change to go over with you. I have to go out of town tomorrow and won't be back so I'm cancelling rehearsal. It's a personal thing, and I can't move it. So, tonight we will do a full run-through. This means we may run a little late, but I hope not too late."
The silence from the cast meant we understood that tonight would be our first time stripping in the play.
"I know this is not what you expected tonight, but if we don't get through this now, it will only leave one run-through and dress rehearsal. I don't think it leaves us enough time to get used to being nude."
We all headed downstairs to change into our costumes. The first act went smoothly and Sarah only had to stop us a couple times. There is one scene where a woman in the play is interviewing prospective dancers. She's seated at a table and Andy, the actor, is standing facing her with his back to the audience. She tells him to show her and he drops his pants and underwear. This will be the first nude butt the audience will see. In rehearsals up to this point, the actor wore a speedo under his underwear. Tonight he faced Irene and totally exposed himself to her. The script implies that the actor is supremely well hung, and Irene is supposed to act accordingly as she moves her head up and down, ogling the thing in front of her. When Andy's clothes hit the floor, Irene paused, moved her head slowly up and down, and forgot her line.
We all broke up. She was embarrassed, he was embarrassed and the rest of us were howling.
"Hey, give me a freaking break," Irene called out. "You try to remember a line with this staring you in the face." I was standing next to Katie in the wings. He turned in our direction and she gasped. The young man was quite well hung.
"Holy shit," she said. "That's amazing."
"Don't let it set unreasonable expectations about the rest of us," I offered. She jabbed me in the ribs.
"No sweat, Mr. C. I'm sure you can hold your own." The double meaning of her words struck both us and we got the giggles. She finally calmed down, and said I knew what she meant. I again looked at the actor and thought if they all looked like that I would be the object of the next round of laughs.
We were now at the climax. All the dancers were on stage and going through our routine. We had shed our shirts and now were about to pull off our specially tailored trousers. They were held together with Velcro and could be jerked off in one motion. Turning our backs to the house, we rid ourselves of the last vestige of modesty. Next came our G-strings with Velcro to hold the waist band together.
We covered our privates with our hats and turned toward the house and danced some more. At the final moment we were to pull our hats away as the stage lights immediately went off. We would be silhouetted from back with bright lighting, but the audience could not see our private parts.
We got to that point and pulled our hats away. The lights stayed on. The rest of the cast, crew and Sarah stared at six fully nude men. There was an uncanny silence in the theater. Our music director had stopped playing when we removed our hats.
Finally Sarah started clapping. One by one, the other cast members and crew joined in. Soon, we were greeted by both applause and cat calls. We all relaxed and took a couple bows.
Sarah came on stage to talk with us. At first we held our hats in front, but after a minute realized there was nothing left to hide and put our hats on our heads. Sarah explained that it was obvious that she and the lighting director need to do some work. As she was speaking, I turned toward Katie. She was grinning from ear to ear and gave me an exaggerated wink. I could only imagine the text she would be sending my daughter later.



Sarah gave us some notes and wanted us to run through the final dance sequence again. She told us she would just leave the lights on for now. She repositioned us and moved us into certain positions. I don't know about the rest of the men, but her hand touching my naked body was beginning to have an effect. She put her hand on our butts to get them all at the same angle.
We did the dance and pulled our hats away. Well, all of us except Jonas, who was next to me.
"Everything all right, Jonas?" Sarah asked.
He just smiled, and let his hand move from the brim of his hat. The hat stayed in place.
It took all of us a couple seconds to realize what was holding up his hat. One by one we began to laugh. Sarah stood in front with her hands on her hips, and just shook her head. Jonas started laughing and that proved too much for the status quo. His hat bounced off and onto the floor. His erection was the center of attention. The lighting director was having fun and suddenly a bright spot hit Jonas' erection. He got into it and shook his hips back and forth making the long shaft flip from side to side.
I could not even sneak a peek at Katie. To my dismay my own equipment continued to react. After having the attractive Sarah so close to me, feeling her hands on my nude body and seeing Jonas erect, I acknowledged I was not the only guy turned on. I looked around and saw that two other guys were now fully erect, and three were on their way. I took a deep breath to no avail. I was hard as a rock. This time I did glance Katie's way. She had her hand over her mouth, and kept shaking her head in disbelief.
"Okay, guys, get it out of your system now. We can't have this happening when we open. Take five and walk it off, or whatever. Remember no matter how bad you need relief, stagehand does not imply what you think it does."
That cracked everyone up and I began to let myself calm down. All the men were chuckling and trying to act casual while sporting hard-ons, and walking around the stage. I took a quick inspection as inconspicuously as possible. I determine that I was in the top half of the class. Andy was by far and away at the top. His was so long and thick that it did not stand up as much as it stood out and hung down a bit. Jonas, the first to become erect, was around my size and both of ours pointed to the lights. Since he was twenty-five years younger than I am, I felt some pride in that I was not letting older guys down—literally.
After about ten minutes, we all had returned at least to close to normal. I know I was still a little heavier than usual, but it was not hard. We did three more run throughs until Sarah was satisfied. She called it a night and told us to be back on Wednesday for the second full rehearsal. Dress was scheduled for Thursday and Friday was opening. Sarah had invited the board of directors, major sponsors and friends to attend the dress rehearsal. That meant Karen and my late wife's friends would be in the audience. I hoped the lights would be working that night.
Downstairs we got dressed and put away our costumes. I ran into Katie putting props back in their proper places as I came back on stage.
"Katie, I am so embarrassed..."
"Chill, Mr. C.," she said. "God, you were really good. I know you're not a trained dancer, but you are the best of the amateurs. Plus, you have a nice bod."
I smiled. "And, don't worry," she said. "I won't tell Mindy about the boner you pulled on stage."
I opened my mouth to say something, but she laughed and kissed my cheek. She spun around and went to talk with the prop master.
Sarah was sitting in the orchestra scribbling notes and looked up. She smiled.
"Yeah," I said. "A big freaking mess. Sorry."
She let her eyes drop to my crotch. "Big? Yes! A mess? Let's say that I'm hoping this was a once in a lifetime occasion of mass erections."
After a pause, she added, "On stage, anyway." She blushed. I didn't know what to say.
"So, we'll see you on Wednesday. Sorry about tomorrow. It's my ex's new wife's father. He passed away and I feel I should go to the wake to take Katie. Tom wants to see her. By the way, your friend said she'd wait in the lobby."
"Friend?'
"Yeah, Kathleen something."
"She was here!?"
"Said you told her to meet you at the theater and you were going out to eat. Is she like a new interest?"
My mind was a jumble of thoughts. Could Kathleen have just seen that rehearsal with me and the others running around with erections? God, I hope not. And, did I detect just a hint of jealousy from Sarah?
"Uh, just a new friend. I'm helping her learn more about the community and its people."
"Well, I'd say she's off to a good start." She returned to her notes.
I walked out to find Kathleen looking at old show posters in the lobby.
"Hey, Kathleen," I called. She turned and waved.
"Hope I didn't keep you waiting. Been here long?" She turned beet red. I think I got my answer.
"Oh, sorry about that. It was not supposed to be a, uh, actual run through. Usually we wear bathing suits."
"Sorta noticed you didn't tonight," she said. She was still red, but cracked a smile.
"Now, I am totally mortified. The only way to get beyond this is that I should make you ..."
Katie walked by and interrupted us.
"Hi," Kathleen said, "It's Katie, right?"
"Yeah. Oh, you're Ms. Robinson. Nice to see you again. Did you catch the rehearsal?"
"Only the end," said Kathleen.
"Well, that was the best part," said Katie, "Guess that's a new twist on standing ovations." She grinned and walked out of the lobby.
Kathleen couldn't contain herself. Although she covered her mouth with her hand, her body shook. I just waited.
After she gained control, she said, "And, what is it that you think I should have to do to get beyond this? Is it some sort of evening the score thing?" I detected a slight edge in her voice. Then, it hit me. She probably thought I was inferring she should have to somehow let me see her in such a disadvantaged state.
"Oh, no. I would never... I mean, God, of course, not. I just meant that you should let me buy you dinner. It's the least I can do for subjecting you to such a display."
Kathleen's face lit up. "Robbie, you are a dear. Let's go, I'm starving. And, just to set the record straight. I don't think I've suffered any permanent damage. As a matter of fact, I rather enjoyed the show."
We walked to a nearby downtown restaurant. Over a drink, we talked about some other people I thought Kathleen should meet. I offered to make a few calls, and that she could take the initiative with others, and feel free to use my name as an introduction. After we ordered our dinners and were served our second drink, the conversation turned from business.
Kathleen seemed more relaxed and open in talking about herself. Maybe seeing me naked and erect felt that she could be more forthcoming. I had asked her about her move from Colorado.
"I had just gotten divorced," she said. "I wanted a fresh start, somewhere away from all our friends. They were mostly Manuel's friends to begin with. He is a native Denverite. So, I covered two needs by moving here. It is so far from Denver in both distance and attitude that I can make a clean break. And, as I told you, it puts me closer to mom. By the way, I sorta invited her to come up this weekend. I purchased tickets to the show. Will that bother you?"
"You mean your mom is going to be looking at my butt?" I said with a smile.
"Yep and I bet she'll like it. She's really cool."
"Sure, what the hell? Everyone else will be seeing me. I just pray the lights work."
"If not, she'd enjoy that even more. I did." We lifted our glasses in a mock toast.
"How long were you married, if you don't mind the question?"
"Not at all," Kathleen said. "It was almost eight years. We met at a gallery opening. Manny is a painter, people not houses."
"Is he good?"
"Very. He has exhibits all over the west. Ironically, I mean after seeing this rehearsal, I bet more people have seen me nude than will see you."
I looked puzzled.
"I was Manuel's favorite model," she added and looked away. "I've never told anyone back here about that."
"And, so it shall remain our secret." She looked up and I could see the gratitude in her eyes. "I don't even know why I said that."
"I feel honored that you are comfortable enough with me to do so."
"Robbie, how old are you?"
The suddenness of the question took me aback. I am not sensitive about my age, but I usually don't bring it up.
"I'll be fifty-six next month."
"I'm thirty-eight," Kathleen said.
"Wow, I wouldn't have put you within five years of that."
"I hope you mean in a younger direction," she responded with a grin.
"Absolutely."
"Thanks. You're too kind. It's in the genes. Mom looks like she's at least ten years younger than she is. She's sixty-three."
"I look forward to meeting her. Tell her not to judge me by the sorry, sagging butt she'll have to put up with."
"Oh, it's none of that, Robbie. You're in fantastic shape."
"For a guy my age, you mean."
She touched my hand. "For any age. I mean it."
Our dinners arrived and I navigated our conversation back to neutral grounds. I tried to put aside images of a nude Kathleen modeling for her ex. I was not successful as the second erection of the evening made an obscene tent in my pants. I hoped it would go away before I had to stand up.
While waiting for coffee, Kathleen excused herself to use the facilities. I took that time to subtly rearrange myself. I was dismayed that the damned thing would not go away. It was no help to watch Kathleen walk back to our table. She wore a soft cotton top and a floral skirt. The top hugged her figure and her breasts moved with each step. The skirt also swayed with the action of her hips. She made eyes turn as she crossed the floor.
Our waiter served us coffee and put out a small dish of chocolate truffles, since we had begged off dessert. Kathleen moaned as she tasted the rich, soft delicacy. A smudge clung to the corner of her mouth. I used my own tongue to try to indicate she had something on her. She licked the wrong side. Without thinking I reached across and used my thumb to wipe the dark spot away. As I touched her lip, Kathleen sharply drew in a breath.
"Sorry," I said.
"It's all right. I don't know why I reacted. Guess I'm not used to being touched." Once more she reddened and cast her eyes down.
"So, no one at home to make sure you don't have chocolate on your mouth?"
Her eyes rose and locked into mine. "No. I have to take care of things by myself." The double entendre made the air between us become charged. Fortunately the waiter came by with the bill and broke the tension.
Standing outside the restaurant Kathleen thanked me for dinner and all the additional names. She said her car was just around the corner, and that I needn't walk her to it. We said good-bye and this time Kathleen moved to me. I opened my arms and we hugged. It was a friendly hug, with only our shoulders and cheek touching. I could smell her light perfume and some citrus scent from her hair. Her cheek was smooth and soft.
"Is this okay," she asked.
"Well, it's the third time we've met, so I guess we can hug on the third..." I almost said date, but quickly changed it to "...get together."
"Well, let's get together again, then," said Kathleen. "Mom will be up this weekend and we'll go to the Saturday evening performance."
"Drinks after?" I suggested.
"Sure. Mom would want to meet you."
I figured another hug would be pushing it and we walked off in our separate directions. The memory of how good she smelled lingered as I neared my car. I cautioned myself to get a grip and she was too young for me. Was eighteen years too big of a difference? I silently chided myself for even entertaining such a ridiculous notion. I realized that her mother was closer in age to me. Maybe Kathleen was trying to fix me up with her mom. Great, I thought.
Thursday night's run through went much better. Only one of the guys became erect. And that was partly due to the fact that Katie was standing next to him and trying to fix the satin band on his hat. As she went to hold his hat against his body to be sure the satin didn't fall off, she accidently let her hand brush against his flaccid dick. The next thing we saw was his tip pointing to the balcony. Katie was embarrassed to near tears, and shoved his hat back at him and ran off stage. The problem righted itself and the rehearsal concluded without further incident.
Sarah reminded us to be at the theater early to prepare for our dress rehearsal and that there would be at least half a house present. I sought out Katie as we broke for the evening. She was fussing with costumes in the green room.
"Hey," I called out.
She turned and I could see the shame in her eyes. Without a word she ran and fell into my arms.
"I am such a fucking jerk," she sobbed into my chest.
"It's okay, Katie. Come on, don't fret." I patted her back.
"Mr. C, I like totally humiliated myself. I can't show my face out there again. God, I like copped a feel of Isaac. And, then I ran away like a demented little girl."
"Honey, it was an accident. It was bound to happen with a bunch of naked guys running around. Isaac was not upset so don't beat yourself off...Shit, I mean up."
Katie snapped her head up and looked at me. By my sheepish face she knew I did not intend the slip. She cracked up. I joined her and the two of us stood in the room laughing our asses off.
"Mr. C, you are the coolest. Thanks."
"You mean "coolest" for an old fart," I added.
"No, for anyone. And, Mom thinks so too."
"Your mom would say that about any guy willing to take his clothes off for her." God, that came out all wrong, too.
Katie stared at me. "You are talking about this play, right?"
"Yes, I am. And, since I've stuck my foot in my mouth twice, I'm going to quit while I'm still so far behind."
"Good idea, Mr. C. But, she does think you are really cool, clothed or naked. And, so do I."
She hugged me and went back to sorting costumes. I looked at her bent over and remembered how she looked naked during that summer play. I chided myself and then a vision of her mother entered my mind. Although I had never seen Sarah without her clothes, in my mind she was naked and stood next to her daughter. Two perfect bodies flooded my imagination. I turned away before Katie could see the bulge in my trousers.
Thursday appeared all too suddenly. I awoke early and felt the pound of lead in my stomach. Tonight I would be naked on stage in front of friends and colleagues. I wondered if it were too late to get a butt tuck or Botox injection to tighten everything up. Then I realized that with all the young men surrounding me, my rear would not be the one people wanted to gaze at.
Around noon I forced myself to have a bowl of soup, but even that had me worried it wouldn't stay down. Is this how actresses must feel before they do a nude scene? I had a new appreciation for what it takes to get naked on screen. Funny, I did enjoy my times being naked on the beach. I decided that my anxiety came from stripping down in my hometown, where unlike a nude beach, naked bodies were not the norm. Also, having people like Karen and Katie seeing me added to my discomfort.
I got to the theater early and did my make-up. As I finished putting on my costume for the opening scene, Katie came in.
"All set, Mr. C?"
"I'd be lying if I didn't say I was more than a little nervous."
"You'll do great," she said. "And, as a special surprise, I invited Mindy to come tonight." My heart stopped. My daughter was going to see her old man dancing naked on the stage.
My face must have scared Katie. "Mr. C, just kidding. Chill. You look like you were going to pop a blood vessel."
I didn't know if I wanted to strangle or hug her. Needless to say my anxiety quotient was now off the charts. Soon the downstairs was a madhouse of cast and crew scrambling to get ready. Sarah appeared and quieted us down.
"I just want to say that all of you have been fantastic. You are ready. Break a leg. Go out there and have a ball." She paused and looked at the guys. "But just don't show them your balls."
That cracked us up and cut through the tension. A few minutes later, Katie was calling for "places." The curtain rose and I knew that Sarah should have no fears about inadvertent exposures. My testicles were pulled up tight with fear, practically retreating inside my body.
The show was going great. When Jonas exposed himself to Irene, the audience gasped as they saw his naked butt. For her part, Irene brought the house down with her long, slow and highly exaggerated look at his front. She went as far as having to push her jaw shut with her hand as her head tilted up and down. The laughter went on and she continued to milk it for all it was worth.
The second act was going as well as the first. Before I knew it, we were at the finale. We all were putting in extra effort for our dance routine. When we whipped off our pants and underwear, there was a huge gasp from the audience, followed by a few whistles as we turned our bare butts to the audience.
We finished with a flourish and, thank god, the lighting worked. We stood totally exposed to the audience, but not allowing them to see anything. The ensemble struck a note and we covered ourselves as the lights came up. We did a bow and then turned and bowed again, this time mooning the audience. The roar of approval gave us all a thrill.
Down came the curtain and Sarah joined us on stage. Any semblance of modesty had long vanished. She walked behind us and gave us each a smack on our butts.
"You guys were fantastic. I have just a couple little notes that we can cover before we open tomorrow night. I love you, guys. Now, go get dressed." She looked at each of us and said, "I hate when I have to say that."
We laughed and started for the stairs. Katie was in the wings. I caught her eye and she ran up and hugged me. It took a second for it to sink in that I was still naked and my dick was pushed against her thigh.
"Uh, great show, Mr. C."
"Thanks, Katie. You're terrific and make it all go so smoothly." I kissed her cheek, and then determined that I was now bordering on inappropriate behavior. I broke free and went downstairs before I really reacted. She gave me a love smack on my bare butt and added a smile a yard wide.
There was a reception for the invited guests in the lounge off the back of the theater. As cast members walked in, we were greeted with applause and shouts. I took a beer from one of the wait staff and swallowed half of it in one long pull.
Karen drew near and held up her hand. I joined mine in a high five.
"Wonderful, Robbie. Really, what a fun night. I think we will be SRO for the entire run."
"Great, just what I need more people seeing my ass."
"It's worth seeing," she said and grinned.
"You are such a liar," I replied.
"Not really, Robbie. You looked fab. I wish Harry was in half as good shape as you are. Connie always said you had nice buns."
"She probably said I was a 'tight ass' and was right."
Karen put her hand on my forearm and leaned in to kiss my cheek. "Actually, she also said you had a beautiful cock."
My look must have told her I couldn't believe what she just said. "Don't freak out, Robbie. We were best friends and shared just about everything. Also, I know about your Miami adventure."
This time my face must have registered total shock. "Connie told you about that?"
"Not only told me—and I mean in great detail—but showed me the pics. She was right. You have a beautiful cock. I was hoping to get a glimpse in real life tonight. So, now, I have to find that damn lighting tech and give him hell. He messed up the best part at the end."



After my third beer, I was happy that I would be walking back to my loft.
As the crowd thinned out, Sarah was wrapping up with Katie. She saw me and came over, carrying two fresh beers. Handing me one, she raised hers in a toast. We touched rims and drank.
"So, what are we toasting?"
"To a fantastic start, a great cast, a fun show, and a guy who made it all possible. Thanks, Robbie. I mean it when I say without you this would not have happened."
"Be careful what you say,' I said. "There may be a mad crowd ready to run you out of town for making them look at my butt."
"Doubt it," she replied after a sip. "And, I am definitely not among that crowd. I could watch it over and over again."
"How many of those have you had?" I said motioning to the bottle in her hands.
"Enough to be brave enough to say you are one of the best looking guys I know, and look even better without clothes."
"Now, I know you're drunk."
Sarah held my gaze. "Yeah, maybe."
I helped her close up the building. We stood outside in the warm night air.
"Need a ride?" I asked.
"Katie's coming to pick me up. I just called her."
"Well, see you tomorrow. Let's hope the opening goes as well as tonight."
"It will," she said. She looked at me, hesitated and then stood on her toes to kiss my lips.
"Good-night, Robbie." She turned and headed to the corner just as Katie made the turn. I walked home trying to figure out what that last kiss meant. By the lump in my pants, I knew for me it was more than just an innocent gesture. I thought that Sarah was probably a little drunk and wouldn't even remember it. I knew I would not forget it.
Opening night was a smash. Word had gotten out and we were Standing Room Only. We had to take three curtain calls. Although we had done the mooning as a joke in our dress rehearsal, the audience would not let us go until we repeated the performance for them. It seemed it would now be an essential part of the show. With this crowd, not only were there whistles as we showed our butts for the bow, but a good number of catcalls and shouts of "nice ass" coming from the close to one-thousand patrons.
I was exhausted after the performance and slipped out the stage door. I was home and in my bed in fifteen minutes. I slept soundly and didn't wake until after nine on Saturday morning. I showered and walked to the local diner for a mega-calorie breakfast. It was my one indulgence each week.
I sat on the cracked red vinyl swivel seats at the formica counter. Angel, my regular waitress, had a mug of coffee waiting before I could say a word.
"Usual?" she asked. I nodded and she put in the order for two poached eggs, sausage patty, hash browns and rye toast. As I waited, Carol, the other waitress came over.
"Robbie, is it true you flashed that sweet butt of yours last night?"
Angel stopped taking an order and listened for an answer.
"I guess news travels fast," I said.
"When it contains news about six hunky guys showing their butts in public, you can be sure it goes at lightning speed."
Now the other patrons, plus the busboy were keyed in.
"Yeah, we opened the Full Monty at the Palladium last night. And I must caution you that it does contain rear male nudity. So, you may not want to attend."
Angel cocked her hip and said loud enough for the entire diner to hear. "Honey, if you're telling me that you're on the stage flashing that behind that always looks so good in those jeans, then I dare anyone to try to stop me from getting a front row seat."
She winked and basked in the approving laughter from everyone there. The normal din of conversation, rattling dishes and waitresses calling out orders returned and I enjoyed my breakfast in relative peace.
I stopped on the way back to the loft to pick up the New York Times and a copy of our local paper. I didn't expect the paper to have a review, but was in for a surprise. It seems that the arts reporter attended the dress rehearsal and wrote a review for the Saturday edition.
It was a rather glowing report and made the point it felt more like a Boston production rather than local theater. I guess that being in New Hampshire we shouldn't expect a comparison to New York. The reporter, a woman, said that it was also novel to have well-known local citizens appearing naked in the show. To my dismay, they mentioned me by name and ran a head and shoulders shot that had been kicking around for a while. Thank god they didn't use something from the show.
I arrived at the loft to see my land line blinking with missed calls. I had left my cell in the bedroom. I checked and saw I had ten missed calls and twelve texts. I clicked on the texts and saw that they were a mix of friends and family. Yep, my two daughters texted me and said they were proud and wanted to encourage me.
The last text was from Kathleen. She wrote, "break a leg. mom and I will b there tonite. told her to expect a great show. she wants to see butts. (lol)"
Maybe Kathleen really was trying to fix me up with her mother. I did some work around the loft, took a nap, had a light supper and was in the dressing room at 6:30. I thought I would be less nervous tonight since we had our opening. I kept seeing Kathleen's face in my mind, and relapsed into a semi-panic state. When Katie called for places, I steadied my nerves and went upstairs.
Tonight's crowd was even more raucous than Friday's. They carried on for close to two minutes at the Irene and Isaac scene. I had to hand it to both of them as they improvised and brought down the house. Isaac swiveled his hips and Irene's head followed the motion indicating she was watching a big dick swing around.
As we neared the finale, you could feel the tension building. From the wings I took a peek at the house and could see the line of standees at the back of the theater. Somewhere in that darkness were Kathleen and her mother. I rationalized that Kathleen had already seen everything I have to offer, so I just should get on with it.
As our pants fell to the floor the audience exploded. All the guys were pumped by the response and we let it fly. I was sorely tempted to throw my hat away I was so filled with adrenaline. Of course, I didn't. I did do some extra butt squeezes that drew more than a few laughs.
As we hit the last pose and the lights went down, I was almost giddy with elation. The audience was standing and shouting. When we mooned them, a roar shook the building. We had worked out a new move that even Sarah didn't know about. As we turned back toward the audience, I put my hat over Jonas, who was next to me, and he put his over my privates. The others did the same. The audience loved it. We made our way off stage in this way and as each person reached the wings, he'd lift his hat and wave it at the audience. I was confident no one in the audience could see our fronts, but it was a tease.
As the curtain dropped, Sarah called us all back on stage. We were laughing and joking with each other. She looked at each of us and shook her head.
"You know how I hate deviations from what I've staged," she said with hands on hips. "But, that was fucking awesome. We're keeping it in. Now go wiggle those dicks in front of someone else for a change."
Katie was in the wings collecting hats as we exited.
"Another great show, Mr. C. I liked the butt squeezes." As I stepped past her, she slapped my ass for a second time. I turned. She was blushing and grinning. "I've wanted to do that since the first slap I gave you. Sorry, just had to see for myself. Awesome butt, Mr. C." She gave it another slap and let her hand rest on my cheek for a couple seconds, moving lightly over my skin. I tightened my cheeks and she rubbed her hand back and forth. I quickly headed down the stairs as she stared at my erection.
Sarah was coming up the stairs and she certainly did not miss it.
"Are you really that happy to see me?" she quipped. We turned so we could pass. Her hand touched my erection and she sighed. "Don't keep tempting me with that thing, Robbie. A woman can only take so much." She ran her finger up my shaft and softly cupped my head. "Of course, I think I could take all of this." She pivoted and ran up the rest of the stairs.
Walking into the dressing room I received a ton of shit from the rest of the cast. Even Irene did her customary take while assessing my hard on. I dressed quickly and hurried out to catch up with Kathleen. I saw her and an attractive woman in the lobby.
She gave me a full hug again and introduced me to her mother, Virginia. "What, no hugs for an old broad?" I took her into my arms and dipped her slightly. She howled and I kissed her on the lips.
"Kathleen said you were easy on the eyes, but I never expected all this. Plus, your butt is much better than she described." I glanced at Kathleen who was now scarlet. I wondered if she also described the aroused state of my dick.
"And, she told me she was bringing her mother, not her sexy sister," I said in return.
Virginia grinned even wider, and slipped her arm through mine. "You are a charmer, Robbie. Now you get to ply us with liquor."
I offered my other arm to Kathleen and she took it. The three of us walked into the night. After an hour of drinking and fun conversation, I called a cab for the ladies and sent them on their way. I walked back to my loft with a mind filled with mixed images and thoughts. I was still shocked at Sarah's actions. The remembered feeling of her hand on my dick sent a little shiver up my spine. Her not so veiled statement about wanting me inside her had my heart pounding. I next pictured Kathleen's pretty face and wondered how I should interpret her mother's statement that said Kathleen thought I was hot. I had not been with a woman in over three years and now two attractive females were giving me fits—well make that three if I counted Virginia. Then I remembered Katie's hand on my rear and how she let it rest there. The look in her eyes was far from innocent as she eyed my erection.
I was woken the next morning by my cell phone. I saw it was Kathleen.
"Hi!"
"Robbie, good morning. I hope I didn't wake you."
"You did, but it is always so good to hear your voice."
"Oh, well, sorry. I mean about waking you. Uh, Mom and I are going to brunch and wondered if you wanted to join us?"
"Sure. Where?"
"We got a table at the Falls Inn. Could you make it in a half hour?"
"No problem. See you there?"
"Right. We'll look for you."
I showered, shaved and dressed. The restaurant was just far enough away for me to take my car. I kept two vehicles in the garage part of my loft. Today I opted for my old Aston Martin DB5. The top was already down and I enjoyed the morning sun as I headed to the Falls Inn.
Kathleen and Virginia were at a table overlooking the falls. Kathleen stood as I approached. I sensed she wanted a hug and obliged her. Her body felt soft and strong against mine. I sat next to Virginia and leaned in to kiss her cheek.
"Sleep well, ladies?"
"With pleasant dreams, to boot," said Virginia. We all smiled.
Over brunch I discovered that Virginia was a funny, bright and adventurous woman. I could easily see the resemblance between mother and daughter. Like Kathleen, Virginia was tall and slim. Her skin was smooth while her blue eyes showed as much sparkle as her daughter's. She kept her silver hair short and I thought she was both attractive and sexy. We fell into an easy conversation, each of us sharing parts of our lives. Since Virginia's husband died, she had continued her passion for adventure and now had traveled to over twenty countries. She enjoyed hiking and photography, and still drove herself around. The conversation shifted to cars and she perked up when I described my Aston Martin.
"You know that was one of the most expensive cars when it was first introduced," Virginia said.
"You know about British cars?"
Kathleen rolled her eyes. "Mom used to tear around town in her MGB. All of the other mothers would just shake their heads when she pulled up at soccer practice to drop me off."
"Well, how'd you like a ride?" I asked Virginia.
"Robbie, the proper question is how would I like to drive it?"
I looked to see if she were joking, but Virginia kept a straight face. I turned to Kathleen and she just shrugged.
"Well, let's get the bill and get the hell out of here. Kathleen, I take it you can get home on your own. If Virginia and I aren't back in a day or two, just check the airport to see if we headed to Paris."
Outside, Kathleen watched us climb into my car. Virginia was as limber as a forty-year old, and slid easily behind the wheel. She hiked her skirt up revealing a length of firm thigh and put her hand out for the key. I buckled up, handed her the key and said a silent prayer. When the engine came to life, Virginia let out a whoop. "This is going to be fun."
With a wave to her daughter, she let out the clutch and we were off. I directed her around the traffic circle, and pointed to a road that took a back route to the next small town. I immediately relaxed as Virginia ran through the gears as smooth as silk. She cornered, downshifted, and made the car behave as an extension of her hands and feet.
After taking a particularly sharp bend and snapping the tail back in line, she shouted, "This is fucking fantastic." I turned to look at her and she smiled. "Pardon my language, but I couldn't fucking help it."
We both laughed out loud. We passed through a couple towns, and I asked if she'd like an ice cream. After her enthusiastic agreement, I guided her to a small dairy farm that operated a road side stand. She parked in the shade of a maple tree. I went around to help her out. I don't care how young you are, a woman exiting a low-slung sports car always is in risk of showing more than is considered decent. Virginia's skirt was now high on her thighs. She put one leg out and I took her hand. As she pushed off to stand, I was treated to a clear view of her white underpants. They were high cut and not the "granny panties" I thought a woman of her age would be wearing.
"I hope you enjoyed that, Robbie," she said as she straightened her skirt.
"Are you talking about the ride? Then, yes I did. If you are referring to anything else, I have to plead the fifth."
She took my hand and we walked to the stand. With cones in hand we sought out a picnic bench in the shade. We spent some quiet moments enjoying our rich treats. Virginia finished her Rum Raisin and wiped her mouth with a paper napkin.
"So, are you going to take Kathleen to bed?"
"What?"
"You heard me, Robbie. I know she would like that. I see how you look at her, and I think you want to do so. Take it from an old lady, time gets away from you. Don't put off things, go for them."
"Virginia, Kathleen and I just really met. We've only been out in social situations. I assure you that I was being professional."
"Robbie, cut the bullshit. Do you think Kathleen is pretty?"
"Honestly, Virginia, she is beautiful."
"Now, we're getting somewhere. So, here's the thing. I believe the two of you should give it a go. She's not been with a man since she and Manny divorced. That's over three years. How she doesn't go crazy, I'll never understand. I heard about your situation and I am sorry for your loss. You're still a young man. Have you had sex since your wife died?"
"Jesus, Virginia, why don't you be direct?"
"One of the benefits of passing sixty, you can say whatever the hell you want. So, have you been getting any?"
"No."
"Perfect. Take my daughter and give her a time she won't ever forget. From how she described your equipment, I don't think that will be a problem."
I smiled as I thought about Kathleen describing my erection to her mother. I was pleased to find out that Kathleen found it worthy of discussion.
"I really have to think about this," I said.
"God, Robbie, that fruit is ripe for the picking. Besides, if you don't bed Kathleen, then how about we follow through on that escape to Paris. I get really horny when I travel."
I looked at this wonderful woman and knew she was not totally kidding. I let myself imagine what it would be like taking her into my arms. I had a sense I would be learning a lot of things.
"Virginia, how about this? I'll think about it. If it doesn't work out, I'll give you a call."
"Don't wait too long, kiddo," she said. "There may be someone taking your spot. Tick tock, Robbie, tick tock."
I wasn't sure if Virginia meant taking my spot with Kathleen or with Virginia. In either case, I could envision a long line at both of their doors.
Virginia drove back to Kathleen's apartment. She lived in a small house attached to a larger apartment building. She was sitting on her porch reading the paper.
"Ah, guess I can stop checking the flights to Paris," she said with a smile.
"Yeah, I don't think Robbie could handle it." Kathleen shook her head. I had the feeling she found her mother quite challenging. I declined the offer to stay for dinner and made my good-byes. Virginia whispered in my ear as I hugged her, "Tick tock."
(Now the stage is set for what could be a challenging choice for Robbie. We know he meets the woman of his dreams, but is it Kathleen, Virginia, Sarah or even Katie. Maybe he'll meet someone else. The next chapter will begin to unfold the story of what happens after you show the Extremely Full Monty.)
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Returning home after the brunch with Kathleen and her mother, I ran the proposition through my mind. Take Kathleen as a lover, or take her mother. I admitted this was the first time I ever had a mother practically beg me to take her daughter to bed. Kathleen was beautiful. I got hard every time I let my imagination venture near the possibility of the two of us in bed.
I needed a distraction, and so the rest of the afternoon I spent returning calls and answering texts. My daughter, Mindy, informed that Katie told her I was the hit of the show. My daughters wanted details and were disappointed that none were forthcoming.
Even though I was confused about what to do regarding Kathleen, life went on as it usually does. With or without my approval, I had to face what was coming up. Sarah sent a text to the entire cast and crew congratulating us and saying we would have a short rehearsal on Thursday evening. We had two more weekends of shows.
The second weekend was another sellout. Word spread that it was a lot of fun in addition to having live nude guys. After the Saturday night performance, I saw Kathleen and another woman waiting in the lobby. Kathleen introduced me to one of her co-workers. Krissy was about twenty-four and had just joined the foundation. It seems she used to work at the Palladium in fund raising and then moved to the foundation.
"I guess I left working here too soon," Krissy said, teasing me. "I'm sure rehearsals would have been a lot of fun."
"Probably not as much as you might imagine," I said. "Kathleen, I can't believe you sat through it again. Must be some sort of masochist."
"I would not say it was torture," she replied. "I'm a sucker for a good musical, especially one with happy endings."
The three of us got the joke. I offered to take them out for a drink. The evening was more than enjoyable as I learned more about the two women. Krissy was eager to know about my consultancy. I felt she might even think about going into the business and asked her.
"Maybe after I have some more experience. I just started at the foundation, and I'm learning a lot about building constituencies and looking at fund raising from the perspective of those giving grants. I would like to think I could pick your brains some time about doing what you do."
"Sure, but I think there're slim pickings there. Call me, Kathleen has my number."
I wondered if she had my number, and if her mother told her that she was encouraging me to try to become her daughter's lover. We called it a night around eleven-thirty and headed our separate ways. I enjoyed hugs from both women, although Kathleen's lingered a second longer than it needed to. I was not complaining. Walking home, I considered I was just sitting with two beautiful women who a short time before had seen me naked. My libido was steadily ratcheting up with all these nude in public appearances.
The next weekend, as the curtain fell on our final show, I experienced mixed emotions. I was happy to have my weekends back, but I would miss the thrill of performing. I also finally admitted I would miss the thrill of being naked in public, and having both Sarah, the director, and Katie, her daughter and stage manager, present. Although I felt guilty about being exposed in front of Katie, I also found it to be a big rush. I also really liked the attention I received from both of them, especially Sarah and her implied desire to test the fit of my equipment. Katie was no longer shy about looking directly at my naked body. A couple times I caught her staring at my crotch. Once she saw me and knew she was busted. She just smiled and mouthed the words, "Nice dick." We both laughed. She also became more liberal with her ass pats. I came to expect at least one after every show.
As we stood behind the closed curtain after the last show, Sarah again thanked us all. One by one, six naked guys gave her a hug. She patted each of us on our bare butts and wished us well. I lingered on stage as the others made their way downstairs. Sarah and I were standing by ourselves. She eyed me up and down and sighed.
"Robbie, you were wonderful and you know how much I appreciate what you did to get this show approved. I'm going to miss hanging around with you." She stepped closer and said, "I am also going to miss looking at your beautiful cock and ass. I wonder if we could arrange a private viewing?" She moved into my arms and kissed my lips. I felt my reaction building between my legs as she lightly touched my naked butt. I stepped back.
"I enjoyed working with you, Sarah. I'll call you."
"Please do," she said, and glanced at my semi-erect dick. "Definitely, please do. You know I can direct things other than on a stage."
I hurried downstairs to dress and found Katie in the room, gathering discarded costumes. She studied at me as I stood there naked and slightly enlarged.
"Mr. C, you're really attractive," she said.
"Katie," I replied, "I am really so much older than even your father."
She chuckled. "I bet my father isn't hung like you. If he were, Mom woulda never dumped him."
"Katie, we shouldn't be speaking like this, and I should get dressed."
She stared at my growing penis. "It looks like he appreciates the attention."
"I'm flattered, honestly, I am. I am also going to end this discussion now."
I gave her my hat and headed for my pile of clothes.
"Mr. C, if you ever change your mind, let me know. I'm not a virgin, you know. It would be totally cool between us." I was completely hard. Katie moved in for a last hug, her youthful body pushing against my erection. "You ought to at least take one of us on the offer, Mr. C. A hard dick is a terrible thing to waste." She moved away and quickly ran her hand up my shaft, squeezed it, cupped my balls, and spun around to leave the room.
She returned in a second, carrying a pad. She beamed as she saw at my rigid member. "See, it really likes me." She scribbled on the paper. She walked to me and handed me her cell number. "It could be lots of fun," she said, and touched my erection again. She ran her finger slowly up my shaft, squeezed me tightly and said, "Lots of fun, Robbie."
I turned away and fumbled for my underwear. I heard her giggle, and when I looked back, she was gone. I knew I should toss her number into the trash. Instead, I tucked it into my wallet.
I fantasized we might begin an affair and knew that her body would be a delight to explore. I also wondered if I would ever be brave enough to make a move. I was still struggling with being without a woman and not knowing how to even ask someone for a date. Then I refocused and wondered about her mother and me. God, Sarah would have a bird if she knew what just happened in this room.
I should take Virginia's advice to take Kathleen to bed. Or, I should take Virginia to bed. Was it weird that I was mentally assessing having affairs with two sets of mothers and daughters? I finished dressing and studied myself in the mirror. Get a grip, I told myself. My future was more likely to be one where even my own hand couldn't get a rise out of me.
During the days following the show I experienced a mild let down. I liked the energy of performing and missed the camaraderie of the cast and crew. I tried to recreate the exhibitionist thrill by remaining nude in my loft. Of course, no one could see me. One evening, as I was cooking an omelet for my supper, I saw my reflection in a mirror in the living room. I started laughing at how ridiculous I looked. I needed to get back in the game. I was determined to go on a date. My problem then became whom should I call.
That dilemma disappeared later that night. My cell woke me. Checking my phone, I saw Kathleen's name appear from my contacts.
"Kathleen?"
"Robbie. I am so sorry to call, but I'm going out of my mind."
"What's the matter?"
She chuckled and said, "You are not going to believe me."
"What?"
"I've got a bat."
I know she was upset, but I couldn't help but laugh.
"Sure, make fun of the poor girl who's cowering in the kitchen with a hat pulled down over my ears-while the temperature is in the seventies."
"You know it's a myth that bats get tangled in your hair," I told her.
"I am not taking any chances," she said. "Can you come and save me?"
"I'll be there in five minutes."
I dressed quickly and took my Range Rover. I pulled up in front of Kathleen's place seven minutes after she hung up.
I rang the doorbell and waited. In a minute the door opened and true to her word, Kathleen stood there with a knit cap pulled low on her head. The other thing I noticed was she was wearing a tee shirt on top. Her long legs were bare and appeared delicious.
"I feel like such a wuss," she said. I opened my arms, and she fell into me.
"Hey, wusses are my specialty," I said as I felt her braless breasts push into my chest. They felt more ample than I expected. She was trembling.
"I really, really hate bats, Robbie. I am like totally freaked out." I noticed her language had reverted to that of a young girl.
"Okay, where is the monster?"
"Don't make fun of me. I am like really going out of my mind. It's in my bedroom. I closed the door, and like stuffed a towel under the door."
"Kathleen, I'm going to take care of this." She then noticed what I was holding.
"Tennis racket?"
"Trust me, Kathleen, this will work. Is the light on in your room?"
"No, but the switch is on the left as you go in. Do I need to go with you?"
"Just point the way and stay here. It shouldn't take long."
She grabbed my arm, "Thank you so much, Robbie." She told me her room was at the top of the stairs and down the hall to the right.
I listened at the door, and could hear flapping. I put up a good front for Kathleen's sake, but I was not looking forward to opening this door. Bats freaked me out, too. After living in the loft in an old mill, however, I had unfortunately become adept at handling them.
I opened the door and jumped in, slamming the door behind me. I reached for the light switch, and the overhead came on. At first I didn't see the flying mouse, my attention immediately went to a large painting on the wall opposite me. A nude Kathleen stared back at me. The oil must have been painted by her ex-husband. She was standing next to a fireplace, her hip jutted out to one side and her hands buried in her tussled hair. Her breasts were depicted in perfect detail, showing dark pink nipples nestled within lighter pink areolas. A triangle of light brown hair drew my eyes to the juncture of her thighs. In a word, she was beautiful.
A dark shadow flew before my eyes, breaking my absorption in the painting. I instinctively ducked and let out a low yelp. I watched the bat flit around the room. Waiting until it passed me again, I swung the racquet and caught it from behind in the strings. The bat fell to the floor and I dropped the racquet over it.
Cracking the door, I called down to Kathleen to bring up a plastic grocery bag. She appeared a minute later and handed me the bag.
"Did you get him?"
"Yep."
"Is he dead?"
"Don't know, but I'll get him out of here."
"So, it's safe in there?"
I stood back and Kathleen cautiously surveyed the room. She saw the racquet on the floor and the small, dark shape underneath. She shivered and then peered at the wall with her portrait.
"Shit, I totally blanked that it was in here. Sorry."
"No need," I assured her. "I guess sorta makes us even. You look beautiful."
"Really, Robbie, I should never have even kept it."
"But, you did!"
"When Manny and I split, he gave it to me. Things didn't work out with us, but we didn't hate each other. He always said this was his favorite portrait of me. It would hurt him too much to keep it, and have to look at me all the time. Selling it was never an option, so he made me take it. I should just put the damn thing in a closet. That's why I keep in the bedroom, so no one ever sees it."
I could hear the frustration in her voice, and that she seemed close to tears. She should not have to cry in front of me. I took the bag. Carefully, I lifted the racquet. The bat did not move, and I scooped it up in the bag. Fortunately, there was no blood on her tan carpet.
I carried the bag and my racquet downstairs. Kathleen directed me out through the kitchen to the back porch. I didn't want to kill the bat; it was just being itself. Bats can be rabid, however, and I did not want to take a chance. I used my racquet against the bag and was decided the critter would not be flying again. I double tied the bag before dropping it into a trash can.
Inside, Kathleen was pouring Scotch into a glass tumbler. She raised an eyebrow, and I nodded. She fixed a second glass. We each took down the liquor in one swallow. Kathleen's hand was shaking. I took her glass and set it on the counter. I pulled her into my arms. Her entire body was quivering.
"Hey, it's over. You can relax."
Her head was buried in my chest. "That's not why I'm shaking."
"Okay, why are you shaking?"
She pulled me tighter, her breasts burrowing into my chest. I kissed her forehead. She turned her head up so our eyes could meet. Even through the reflection on her lenses, her blue eyes shone. Kathleen slipped her hand behind my neck and pulled my mouth to hers. The softness of her lips made me lightheaded. Her kiss moved from tender to passionate as her tongue touched my lips. I opened my mouth, and our tongues played.
I made myself break off. "Kathleen, are you sure?"
"Not in the least. But, take me upstairs, Robbie, before I lose my nerve."
I held her hand and guided her up to the bedroom. Standing in front of the nude portrait of her, we kissed. The presence of a nude representation of this beautiful woman added an erotic dimension to the atmosphere in the room.
My hands traveled down her body, feeling the warmth of her skin radiating through the thin cotton. As I reached the hem of her tee shirt, I let my hands fall upon her rear. Her cheeks, covered in satiny fabric, filled my hands. I moved my hands to the bottom of her shirt. I tentatively moved it up an inch. Kathleen stepped back to put her arms straight up. I removed her shirt, taking in the slowly appearing skin, and, finally, her breasts. I almost came as I first gazed upon her naked torso. Her breasts were pink with either excitement or modesty. I didn't care because they were exquisite. They were a perfect handful of pure pleasure. The hard nipples pushing out made me want to somehow permanently attach myself to these breasts.
Her remaining clothing was a pair of powder blue boy shorts. I knelt and gently slid them down past her taut thighs and curvaceous calves. The aroma emanating from the trim patch of brown hair drew me close to her. I pressed my mouth to her mons and kissed her.
Kathleen dipped slightly at the knees and placed her hands on my shoulders to steady herself. Little sounds escaped her mouth. She quickly returned to standing erect and moved her feet apart. Seeing this as an invitation, I positioned my tongue at the bottom of her damp slit and slowly dragged it up her length until my lips captured her hard clit. I could feel Kathleen's arms shaking as she supported herself on me. She continued to make soft sounds. As I continued to lick and play my tongue along the edges of her clit, she made a long, indistinct sound.
"Robbie, take me to bed, please."
I guided her back until she could fall into her bed. She smiled and said, "Take your clothes off. I don't think I can get my fingers to work."
Within seconds, I was naked before her. Her eyes traveled my body as her smile broadened. "You are so handsome and masculine. I have been thinking about how good you look naked ever since that night I saw you on stage. Now, let's have sex."
I knelt between her legs, my erection rising between us. She took it into her hands and rubbed it, using the steadily accumulating supply of pre-cum to lubricate me. Placing my arms by her shoulders, I bent to take a nipple between my lips. The texture and warmth made my hips move. Kathleen worked her hands to keep up the pressure.
I switched to her other nipple, eliciting a moan of appreciation. Her chest rose to meet my lips, and her hands gripped me tighter. I didn't know how much foreplay Kathleen required. To be sure I was allowing her enough time to ready herself for penetration. I kept my attention on her breasts. She cooed with encouragement. After I bit down on her right breast, she cried out and shivered.
"Kiss me."
I moved my lips to hers, and let my body come to rest on top, my erection trapped along her tight belly. Her lips were so delicate, yet so forceful, that I imagined I could remain attached to them forever.
Kathleen pulled back, grinned at me and said, "Lower."
I needed no more encouragement. I kissed my way until my face was between her thighs, with my eyes locked on her pussy. Her scent of arousal was driving me crazy. Abandoning the gentle approach, I pushed my tongue hard inside her sex. She responded by grabbing her thighs and pulling them far apart. I feasted on her warm flesh, awash in sweetness. I wanted every inch of her sex. Nibbling on her swollen labia, I inserted a finger inside. She thrust her hips up to welcome me. Her clit now became my focal point. Encapsulating it between my lips, I sucked it hard and slipped two fingers inside. I felt for her special spot, knowing I found it when she let out a sharp breath.
"Yes, Robbie, right there. Yes!"
I rubbed her spot as I sucked and tongued her clit. She moved her hips faster and faster. When my teeth lightly bit down, Kathleen cried, "Oh, god, no. No! I'm..."
Only moans escaped her mouth from that point on. I could feel her body embrace the orgasm that flowed from the hard bud, gently held between my teeth. Her juices were covering my hand and running down between her butt cheeks.
"Are you okay?"
"God, yes. I am so okay it's obscene."
"I want to be inside you, Kathleen. I want to make love to you."
"Please, yes. Do it!"
"I don't have any protection."
She giggled and eased herself from under me. Turning on her side, she opened the drawer of the nightstand. She withdrew a familiar-looking foil package.
"I don't think it's past its expiration date, although it has been hanging around for a long time," she said shyly. "Besides, I WAS a girl scout."
In seconds I had the condom rolled onto my erection and was kneeling between her legs. As I moved to push my tip to her opening, I held her gaze. "I want you so much, Kathleen. Ready?"
"I want you, too, Robbie. I'm yours."
Those words of surrender made my heart jump. I leaned to put my weight on my elbows while I pushed slowly inside. Kathleen was still wet and I could enter her without discomfort. I paused, and she shook her head. "Keep going. Go all the way!"
I pushed until our pubes touched. Kathleen's legs came around and rested on the back of my legs.
"I could lie here forever," I told her.
"You better do more than just lie there if you want to stay," Kathleen said, and laughed. God, I loved a woman who could have fun with sex. A flash of my ex-wife almost threw me off kilter. She would always talk and make jokes as we made love.
"Just remember you asked for this," I said lightheartedly.
"I consider myself warned. Now, fuck me."
Hearing her use that vulgarity, for the first time, touched something primal inside. I pulled back and slammed home. She grunted while grabbing my ass to pull me as deep as possible. I pulled and thrust back in, continuing until I was moving fast and pounding her. Both our bodies were covered with sweat. I was rapidly reaching my climax and wanted it to stay away as at the same time I relished the thought of finishing inside Kathleen.



"I'm close, Kathleen."
"Tell me something I don't know."
I laughed, pumped as hard as I could and felt the orgasm start at my toes and move at supersonic speed to my balls. I think I emitted a sonic boom as I exploded within the condom as Kathleen's vagina contracted up and down my shaft. It had been over three years since I had made love, and my heart was rushing with both exhaustion and delight.
Kathleen's legs slid from my thighs. I sensed she did not cum with me. While my softening dick was still within her, I moved my hand to her clit and rubbed it. She gasped and pushed hard. I tried to pump, but the effect was not great. I played with her clit, and finally she stiffened, let out a long breath, and relaxed.
Now completely out of her, I rolled onto my back and reached for her hand. The room was full of the smell of our sex. Our perspiration-covered bodies shone in the sparse light.
Words were unnecessary at this moment. I knew we both felt the connection we had just made. She squeezed my fingers, and I returned the gesture. Kathleen turned to me, put her head on my shoulder, breathing slowly. With one hand, I pulled the condom from my withered member and dropped it to the floor. I grinned as I noticed Kathleen still wore her glasses. I removed them and put them on her side table. My hand moved until it rested on her hip. The last clear thought I had before sleep captured me was that I could not remember being this happy in a long, long time.
I awoke to find my arm asleep and Kathleen smiling at me.
"Am I drooling or did my snoring shake the house?"
She kissed me. "Neither. I just am enjoying watching you."
I let my gaze travel over her naked body. "Funny, I seem to getting some pleasure from looking at you."
She kissed me again.
"Robbie, this was so special. Thank you. I think I came three times-a new personal best."
"I only counted two orgasms."
Giggling, she said, "The first happened before we got into bed and you kissed me down there. That was not as intense as the other two, but I never disparage an orgasm."
"Well, I believe I had one," I replied drily.
"Just one? Disappointed?"
"At my age, Kathleen, one is like a gift from the gods." I kissed her and added, "At least from an angel."
"God, that is really corny."
"A bit over the top?"
"You might say so," Kathleen said. "But, I love the sentiment. Robbie, I'd like to think we could do this again, there's only one problem?"
My heart sank. I had already built up a fantasy about regular sessions with this bright, beautiful, and funny woman.
"What's that?"
"Where the hell am I going to find another bat?"
When our laughter finally subsided, I found myself up to the task of taking her mind off that problem. Not that I am into counting, but before the night ended it was Kathleen five, Robbie two. In my mind, that was a perfect score.
After the night Kathleen and I made love for the first time, our relationship continued virtually.
Because of each of our work loads and Kathleen's trips to visit her mother, it was three weeks before she and I found the time to get together again. We had supper at an Italian restaurant we both loved. I had Kathleen park at my loft, and we walked to the restaurant.
After dinner, we strolled along the main street enjoying the nightlife as people, young and old, crowded the sidewalks.
"Let me show you my loft," I said as we stood outside the entrance.
"If you tell me you have etchings, I am going to report you to AARP."
"No etchings," I admitted. "I do have a bottle of 18-year-old Glenmorangie."
"Well, in that case..."
Kathleen immediately admitted her love for my space. She walked around with glass in hand, inspecting every corner while studying all the art and artifacts I had on display.
She asked for a refill. "Very nice, Robbie. Just one question, though."
"And that is?"
"Where's the bedroom?"
"Hmm, are you asking because you want to see how it's decorated?"
"I'm asking because I want to fuck you silly tonight."
"In that case, it's right up those stairs, and straight through that door."
In my bedroom, Kathleen took my tumbler, put it on the table, then added hers next to it.
"I want to undress you. The last time I didn't get to do it."
"As I recall, we were somewhat in a hurry."
"Let's say tonight I'm eager, but also want to enjoy it at a different pace."
"Then, undress away."
Kathleen unbuttoned my shirt. Running her hands along my bare chest and abs, she next slipped it off and let it fall.
"Robbie, you have a really nice body."
"For an old guy."
She stopped touching me. "If you say that again, we're finished. I mean it, Robbie. I don't think of you that way and I don't want you thinking of me as some young, innocent damsel. I'm not your Dulcinea. I am a woman who finds a man attractive and wants to enjoy sex with him."
"Deal. I won't mention age again. Can I still lust at your young and nubile body?"
"You may do so, silently, and it's not so young."
I held her tight. "Kathleen, thank you. I enjoy being with you."
"Enough of the talking, I want your pants off." She knelt and pulled my Docksiders off. She undid my belt and tugged my jeans to my ankles. I stepped out of them. Kathleen pressed her face against my boxers and let her hot breath tease my full erection. Taking my shorts by the waistband, she lifted them over my erection to remove them.
"Last time I didn't get to play with this guy. Not going to miss the opportunity this time."
"Trust me, I am not going to stop you."
Kathleen spent a long time kissing, licking, and stroking my erection. It was an enormous turn on to see her face, still bearing her glasses, making love to my erection. At one point, she took the tip into her mouth and looked up at me. I almost lost it. The combination of her sensuality and sense of innocence touched my core. When Kathleen took me fully into her mouth, I raced toward the edge.
"Kathleen, I can't hold back much longer. I'm trying but I'm at the edge."
"God, is that why it's taking you so long," she said as she pulled her lips away. "I thought I had lost all my talents. I don't want you to hold back. Let yourself go, Robbie."
I complied, and in seconds I was erupting into her mouth. Kathleen closed her eyes and took shot after shot. I realized I had been pumping with my hips and hoped I did not push too hard in her mouth. I felt the last burst escape and wanted to sit down. Kathleen released my cock, now sadly hanging loose.
"Kathleen, that was divine."
"I'd hardly call a blow job an act of God," she said as she stood. I looked at her lips, still red from the extended contact with my erection. I moved toward her for a kiss.
"Are you sure?" she said, scrunching up her nose. "It might be a little messy."
I ignored her hesitation and pressed my mouth to hers. It was true I could taste a faint remnant of my excitement, but I tasted Kathleen even more. Our bodies moved to touch each other. I walked her backwards to my bed. Releasing her, I pulled down the covers, sat, and pulled her onto my lap.
"Now, I get to undress you. I warn you this could take some time because I plan to pause and enjoy every inch of your body."
"As far as I know, we don't have anywhere else to go."
I ran my hands up and down her legs, from ankle to panty. She had kicked off her sandals and was not wearing anything on her legs. With her skirt pushed up to pool on her waist, I covered her legs with kisses. As I neared her yellow underwear, I traded out the kisses for licking. I could now smell her excitement, which only fed my own. I felt a sense of pride as a new erection formed.
I made love to her pussy, still covered with cotton. Kathleen squirmed and made what I took as encouraging noises. When her underwear was totally drenched and I could see her pubic hair underneath, I eased them down her body. Kathleen's legs spread open.
I covered her pussy with my mouth and explored all its intricacies. I marveled at the sweetness of her juices as my tongue kept scooping them into my mouth. Her clit was bursting from its hood; begging for attention. With the point of my tongue, I welcomed the hard bud into my mouth.
"Oh, god, Robbie. Too soon. I'm coming too soon."
I rationalized she had more than one orgasm in her and kept up my assault on her clit. As I inserted two fingers inside her vagina, Kathleen gasped and slammed her thighs against my head. Her hips rose, and she pushed her pussy against my mouth. I worked fingers and tongue in some semblance of syncopation, and felt her contract around my fingers. Her body tensed for several seconds before sinking back into the bed.
Maybe it was the long abstinence that drove me, but I gave Kathleen no rest. I quickly rid her of the rest of her clothes. Her breasts became my new targets. Her nipples were hard and inviting. I cupped her right breast and began kissing it. When I attached myself to her nipple, Kathleen squirmed and rolled her head back and forth. Kathleen seemed totally engrossed in the attention I was giving breasts. When I pulled away to get up for a condom, her eyes opened in surprise. "Condom," I said, and she smiled.
I pulled a pillow down and lifted her butt. After I had it in place, I knelt between her legs. "Kathleen, you are magnificent."
"How about complimenting me after you use that thing," she said, looking at my erection.
"Okay, then hold that thought and I'll get back to it in a minute."
"Better be longer than a minute, buster," she said.
"If you insist..."
I took a condom from the nightstand and rolled it on. I bent and placed my tip at her opening. I admired the pinkness spread before me. As my erection escaped from the outside world into the warm cavern of Kathleen, I leaned forward to take hold of her hips. When our pubes were touching, Kathleen rose to her elbows, and I bent to kiss her. While our lips were touching, I pulled my cock out and slowly slid it back.
"Yes," said Kathleen. She fell back and ran her fingers down my chest. "I've been waiting for this, Robbie. Fill me up."
I may be old, but I am not an old fool. I would not waste an invitation like that. Using her hips for leverage, I began an ever-increasing tempo. We both got into it and urged each other on. I went forward to rest on my arms as our lower halves slammed together. Because of Kathleen's oral sex on me, I knew I could last without an orgasm. I just prayed my stamina would also hold out.
Kathleen's legs grasped my waist, and I moved my hips around to touch different points inside of her. Her hands dug into my ass, and her eyes closed. We both were breathing through our mouths as sweat dripped from my chest onto hers.
Kathleen removed one hand from my ass and repositioned it at the point of our joining, holding me inside her. She rolled onto her side. I followed and in a second we had reversed positions. She was on top of me, my cock as deep inside her as possible. Her breasts, inflamed with hard nipples, bounced as she rode me up and down. I cupped her breasts and played with her nipples. She rubbed her clit and within seconds, I felt her climax begin. I willed myself to join her, and then the two of us were making sounds that signaled our mutual orgasms.
When I could shoot no more, I relaxed on the bed beside her, my dick slipping out from its happy spot.
I rid myself of the condom. Kathleen bent and, using her lips and tongue, softly cleaned me. Next, she cuddled in my arms, and we drifted into contented sleep. I awoke after midnight and, picking up the used condom, went to my bathroom attached to the bedroom. I peed and took a glass of water. Back in the room, I spent a while admiring Kathleen's body, bathed in the soft moonlight filtering into the room. The contrast of white skin and shadows gave her an ephemeral quality that made my heart race. To think that this amazing creature had welcomed me inside her was hard to comprehend. I crawled into bed and pulled a sheet over our bodies. I snuggled her from behind and fell asleep happier than I could remember being in a long, long time.
The next morning, we took a shower together. Just exploring her body in the daylight was a joyous experience. I took Kathleen to my usual haunt-the diner. The waitresses were falling over themselves to find out every little detail about her. As our order was being prepared, Kathleen leaned into me and whispered, "Guess you don't bring many women here."
"If you mean by 'many', anyone besides you, I guess not."
We walked around Heritage Square admiring the classical architecture of the library, art college and other buildings. Sitting on a park bench, we sipped lemonade bought from a vendor.
"Robbie, last night was fantastic."
"Yes, it was. Thank you."
"No need to thank me. I enjoyed it, too."
She rested her hand on my knee. "Robbie, can we talk?"
The lemonade in my stomach threatened to come up. I know it's never good news when a woman wants to talk.
"So soon?" I said, trying to keep it light.
"I'm afraid so."
So this would not be a light conversation. I put my hand on top of hers. I knew it was folly to think that someone as pretty, bright and young as Kathleen would want to latch onto a guy my age, but I had hoped it might last longer.
"Who is he?" I asked.
Kathleen took a deep breath. "A lawyer. He was handling a trust for a client who wanted to leave his estate to the foundation. We sorta hit it off, and after we finished all the legal business, he asked me out."
"Kathleen, I don't have any hold on you. I am happy that we had some time together, but..."
"Robbie, he and I haven't slept together...yet. I want you to know that. Actually, he just asked me out a couple days ago."
"Did you agree to see him?"
"Yes, next weekend. I told him I was busy this weekend."
Some young guys appeared and started tossing a Frisbee. After a while, a couple girls joined in. They were laughing and having a good time. I envied them, not knowing how complicated their lives would become. Today it was just some fun, hot sex, and not much else to worry about.
"But, you are going to go out with him?"
"Yes, Robbie, I am."
"I see."
"Do you? Because I'm not sure I do," Kathleen replied. "I am confused. I like Jim, that's his name. He is nice and funny—sorta like you. I think I would have fun with him."
"And, he's younger," I added.
"God, Robbie, I don't want to make this about age."
"Kathleen, it has to be about age, at least part of it. We can't wish the difference away. The fact that I am eighteen years older than you is reality. We both can do the math. Right now it's not a huge deal, but in twenty years you'll be in your fifties and I'll be a lot older than your mother is right now. That's where reality bites you in the ass. I'm not angry, I understand. I'm disappointed that I won't be seeing you, but I can accept it."
"I didn't say we would not see each other," Kathleen fired back.
"Thought it was obvious," I said.
"Not to me," she replied.
"Are you going to sleep with Jim?"
Kathleen was about to protest the intimacy of the question. After a few seconds, her face softened.
"That's a fair question. I would say the answer is, probably. I think he wants to, anyway."
"If he has a pulse, he wants to, Kathleen, believe me."
She giggled and bumped me with her shoulder.
"Robbie, you know this is the first time I've become involved with a man since my divorce. It's been long enough that I certainly don't consider you a rebound fling. In fact, I consider you one of the nicest things that has ever occurred in my life. I must be honest, though, and say I am not ready for another exclusive relationship. That may sound cold, but I am still dealing with the failure of an exclusive relationship."
"So, you want to date others?"
"Yes, I do. I had no intention of ending up in your bed, but, God, I wanted it so bad after we met for that first drink. I knew it would be just what I needed."
I smiled and thought for a moment. "Kathleen, was it what you wanted?"
"What? I just told you..."
"You said it was what you needed. I can see that. You were coming out from a time of being hurt by your divorce. Your father had recently passed away. You were in a new city and a new job. All those things add up to you wanting something safe and comforting. Something like an older guy."
"Robbie, I don't think of you that way."
I kissed her head. "I think you do, Kathleen. I'm not angry or even upset. Making love to you has been an unbelievable experience. You are not only beautiful, but you are sexy and a giving lover. So, you want a person closer to your age? Well, no shame in that. I get it."
"It's not like I don't want to see you any more, Robbie. I do." Kathleen was close to tears.
"Kathleen, I want to see you. Can you handle being intimate with two men?"
Kathleen grinned. "Are you proposing a threesome? Kinda wild for a self-professed old fart."
I laughed.
"To answer your question, Robbie, I can. I can handle seeing you and seeing Jim. I can handle sleeping with each of you. The questions is can you handle it?"
The truth was, I was not sure. After so many years with one woman and neither of us ever stepping outside our vows, I wondered if I could be with a woman who was sleeping with someone else at the same time.
"Does he know about me?"
"He? You mean Jim?"
I nodded.
"Robbie, if we are going to talk about this, let's use names. No, Jim does not know about you as my lover. I have mentioned that you have been helping me to become integrated into the social and business worlds. I suspect that he knows I like you a lot. Okay, I've told him I like you a lot, so he may have thought that we are more than just friends."
"Are we, Kathleen? Are we more than just friends?" I asked.
"To me, yes. Robbie, you are a fantastic lover. You've given me so much more pleasure than I ever have had before. I will not compare you to my ex, but please know that I have never cum so many times with one guy before. Yeah, we are way more than just friends. I want to keep that part of our relationship going."
I suggested we walk. Kathleen took my hand as we strolled through the park.
"Where is this all going?" I asked. "Certainly you can't picture us getting married?"
"No, not married," she said. "I can picture us being together for a long time. To be honest, Robbie, I don't know if I want to be married again."
"And, Jim," I said. "What do you see happening with him?"
Kathleen chuckled and pulled me close to her. "Well, since I haven't slept with him yet, I don't know. I'll have to kick his ass to the curb if he can't do what you do in bed."
We headed toward my loft. The cobblestones in this part of town evoked the past of our mill town. Along with street lamps that resembled old gas lights, the red brick facades of the buildings and the line of awnings keeping the sun off store fronts, you could let yourself imagine a time when going for a walk on a Sunday afternoon was a highlight of the week. Was that a simpler time? Perhaps those couples also struggled with intimacy, multiple partners and generational sex.
Taking the elevator to my floor, we held hands and didn't feel the need to speak. I led her into the living space. Kathleen pivoted and pulled me to a kiss.
"Would it make me sound like a slut if I said I wanted you to take me again?"
"All I hear is the word 'again'," I said, and kissed her deeply.
"Let's strip here." Kathleen smile and peeled her clothes off. I followed her lead and soon we were naked in the middle of my loft. After a long session of kissing and my long erection pressing against her tummy, she broke off. "Now, we go upstairs," she said.
I followed her. As she climbed the metal spiral staircase, I watched in awe as her naked bottom moved with each step. As one foot reached up after the other, I enjoyed a glimpse of her swollen lips. By the time we reached my bed, I was at the point of losing control. I pushed onto the bed, spread her legs and, kneeling on the floor, ate her from behind. Kathleen let out a long breath, raised her hips to slide a hand down between her legs, and began to finger herself as I devoured her pussy. After I knew she had climaxed, I climbed up and took her by the hips. I pulled her up and admired her bottom and exposed anus. I leaned over her to fumble in the nightstand until I secured a condom. After donning it, I ran my cock along her crack, pausing at the entrance to her rear. She pushed back tentatively and moved her butt back and forth.



I had never done anal before. Thinking it could be a fun new experience, I mentally filed the image away and moved my cock to her pussy. I spread her lips and rammed her in one motion. Kathleen cried out, and I began thrusting with all my might. The view of her elegant back and smooth, round ass drove my mind that powered my cock. I reached a point where I was thinking more about my own orgasm than if I were pleasing Kathleen. She kept making noises, but nothing sounded like a complaint.
With a firm grasp of her hips, I went as fast as I could and felt my release building. I was seconds from exploding when Kathleen called out. "Slap my ass. Do it hard."
I reacted and brought my hand sharply down on her bottom. The red mark only stoked my desire. I added two more slaps and then I could hold back no longer. I pushed so hard that Kathleen fell flat onto the bed. I kept thrusting into her as she struggled underneath me. When I was totally spent, I pulled away and lay on my back beside her.
"Holy shit, Robbie," she said. "Now that is what I call a good fuck. I'm wasted."
I softly stroked the cheeks I had hit. "Hope I didn't get too carried away."
Kathleen moved over to rest her head on my chest as her leg fell between my thighs. "No. I wanted it. It made it so, so intense. Thank you, Robbie."
"Thank you, Kathleen."
As we drifted into post-coital bliss, I wondered if Jim could make her feel this way.
After our nap, and to my complete amazement, Kathleen initiated another round of lovemaking. That I could respond was bordering on a miracle. I would probably have to soak my cock in ice afterwards, but right now both he and I were in sex heaven.
Kathleen declined the offer to stay for dinner. She had things to do at her apartment. We committed to talking during the week. I knew her plans with Jim would no doubt preclude us getting together next weekend. Little did I know how long this hiatus would last.
***
Monday morning I received a call from my healthcare client. They wanted to move ahead on the substantial capital campaign. They agreed to the general terms of a contract and I drew it up and emailed it by the end of the day. We completed the deal by Wednesday. I agreed to be on site three days a week for the next twenty-seven weeks. I had a couple other clients that would eat up the rest of my time.
On Friday, I called Kathleen to tell her I would be out of town quite a bit for the next several months.
"Robbie, that sucks," she said. "I mean, I'm happy you got the contract, but what if another bat invades my house?"
We had come to use the "bat in the house" language for our personal code of having sex. Knowing that I would not be sharing a bed with her took away any feelings of elation over the new client.
"Well, Jim can always help."
"Robbie, that's not what I meant. I will miss you. You will be coming home on weekends, right?"
"Mostly, but some weeks it may be easier to stay in Stamford, depending on what meetings I have with prospects and things like that."
"Hey, you'll only be less than an hour away from Mom. You could always go over there for a home-cooked meal," she said with a laugh. "That is, if you cook it yourself. Mom is not what we call a culinary superstar. Thank god, Adelaide, learned how to cook."
Kathleen had told me about her older sister, Adelaide. She was three years her senior and learned how to cook when Virginia's attempts always turned out to be burned lumps of indescribable and inedible mysteries. It seems Virginia's interests ran to community activism and writing poetry. She was an attentive and supportive mother, but refused to be pigeon-holed into a traditional role. She didn't enjoy cooking or cleaning and saw no need to change her priorities.
Kathleen said her father was a saint. He did all the cleaning and indulged her mother in every way. She described them as the two most in love people she had ever known.
Adelaide lived between Stamford and her mother's home. She monitored her mother and took her three kids over to visit often. Having grandchildren close by took a lot of pressure off Kathleen, who admitted she probably would never have children.
Kathleen and I agreed to talk at least once a week. We would try to see each other on a weekend if our schedules meshed. I had a feeling our sexual relationship was destined to be short-lived. I hoped to keep her as a friend because I enjoyed her company and found I could talk to her like no other friend.
I arrived in Stamford the next week. After meeting with the board of directors of the hospital system, I met privately with the president and chair of the board. I asked them for advice on finding a small, furnished apartment that would serve my needs. The chair, CEO of a regional insurance agency, offered me her carriage house.
"We had it done over into a sort of mother-in-law apartment," she said. With a grimace, she added, "Not that I relished the thought of my mother-in-law actually living with us. The bad news was that she broke her hip and moved into a continuous care community. The good news is the carriage house is empty. Jonathon and I would be delighted to have you stay there. And, as part of our contribution to the campaign, we won't charge rent. Truth be told, with our children scattered about the world, it would be good to have someone around. Jonathon travels a lot and knowing that you were there would be a comfort."
With that detail settled, I spent the rest of the week setting up an office in the executive wing of the hospital. I would need a full-time assistant and the president, Elizabeth Wagner, said that one of her vice-presidents just retired. They were reorganizing senior administration and that resulted in one administrative assistant position needing to be eliminated. She asked if I would interview the person they reluctantly were going to have to let go.
I met with her the next day and hired her immediately. Corrine Cusson was twenty-nine, had a bachelor's degree in communication from Fairfield University, and liked working in the hospital. She had hoped to move into more of a true communications position after getting her foot in the door. She was bright and had a positive disposition. I thought she would be perfect and that this could be a step that might help her move into management.
I told Corrine what I needed, and she jumped on it. She assured me the office would be ready for business when I returned the following week. Having finished my work by Wednesday afternoon, I called on some past clients in New York City before heading back to New Hampshire.
On the train Thursday morning, I called Kathleen at work. She seemed happy to hear from me and I filled her in on my activities. I told her I would probably stay in the City over the weekend. I offered to fly her down if she wanted to take in a show or just have some fun.
"God, Robbie, that sounds great, but I have a date with Jim this weekend. Let's make it another time."
As my heart sank, I tried to put an upbeat face on my disappointment. "No problem. We can plan something for another time. Have a good time this weekend," I said. "But, try not to have too good a time," I added, hoping she could hear the humor.
"Robbie, you're a dear. I look forward to seeing you soon." We said our goodbyes and hung up. I noticed she never answered my suggestion that she not have too much of a good time. Hell, if I were this Jim, I would never let her get out of bed the entire weekend.
The weekend worked out well. I met with an old Dartmouth alum who invited me to his "cottage" on the Island. There were several other guests there, and I had a pleasant visit. It turned out that my friend's neighbor owned a factory close to Stamford and used my client's facilities for healthcare services for his employees. We agreed to meet at his manufacturing facility in a couple of weeks to discuss a major contribution to the capital campaign.
I was in my new office early Monday morning, and pleased to see that Corinne had everything up and running. My first priority was conducting one-on-one interviews with members of the board and senior administration. Corinne and I spent about an hour working on a proposed schedule, and she went about making the appointments.
I occupied myself with writing the case statement and working on a detailed timetable for our campaign. By the end of the day, we had made progress. Corinne impressed me with efficiency. I pulled into the driveway of my host's home around six. Daphne must have heard me approaching and was walking toward my car as I pulled up to the carriage house.
"Robbie, how are you?"
"Made a lot of progress today. How are you?"
"Wonderful," she said with a smile. "Spent the day beating up my sales staff. I was just about to relax with an obscenely generous drink. Care to join me?"
"Let me take my bags inside and freshen up. I'll come over in a half hour."
A little later than promised, I walked around the back of Daphne's massive house to find her sitting on the brick patio. I could smell meat cooking on the grill that was part of the outdoor kitchen. Daphne was wearing white shorts and a blue polo shirt.
"Gin and tonic?"
"Sounds perfect," I answered.
She fixed it, refilled her glass, and brought me my drink. We toasted and sat at the round glass table.
"Hope I'm not being presumptuous," she said, "but I tossed a couple steaks on thinking you probably hadn't eaten. There's Caesar salad and a pasta salad. I picked them up at the deli on the way home. You will join me?"
"Be delighted, Daphne. Is Jonathon home?"
"Gone to Abu Dhabi. He's negotiating some oil lease or something. I expect he'll be away all week and probably into next week."
We chatted about her insurance work. Her father had founded the agency, and she had taken over from him. Over the last ten years, she acquired five other firms, effectively buying up most of her primary competition. They now were the largest agency in southern Connecticut.
When the steaks were ready, Daphne asked me to take them off. She retreated to her house and reappeared with a tray holding the salads and a baguette. She had already set the table, so we sat down to eat.
"Oh, I forgot the wine. Would you mind, Robbie? It's on the counter in the kitchen."
I retrieved it, opened the California Bordeaux, and poured us each a glass. During dinner she asked about my background and work. I intended to give her the twenty-five cent version, but she kept asking questions. In the end, I think she got the whole dollar saga.
"So, how long since your wife passed away?" she asked.
"A little over three years," I answered.
"Must have been difficult," she said, and I sensed genuine compassion.
"It was, Daphne, and it still is."
"And, you haven't met someone to help fill the void?"
I finished my wine and poured us each a new portion.
"Funny, you should ask!" I said. I told her about Kathleen. I didn't go into graphic detail, but I was sure she understood we were intimate. She confirmed my suspicion with her next question.
"And, this was the first time you had gone to bed with someone since your wife passed away?"
"Yes."
Daphne nodded.
"Jonathon and I still enjoy sex, to a certain degree," she said with a smile. "I'm sixty-two and he's ten years older. There was a time when the children were younger that, let's say, passions lagged. Thank God, Jonathon had the courage to discuss his feelings. We talked like we hadn't in years. From that time on, we have made it a priority to set time aside for us to be alone. We take trips together, keep a weekend free from all social engagements, or just order in Chinese and spend the night in our bedroom. It's made us a stronger couple. I say all this, Robbie, because I can't imagine going three years without sex."
I nodded and added, "Yes, a bit of a long stretch. Part of that time, Daphne, I would not have been fit company for anyone. My girls helped by coming home a lot, but I got lonely. I had been married for twenty-five years. I had no clue how to ask out a woman. I was also plagued with performance anxiety, if you get my drift."
Daphne laughed. "I assume this Kathleen was not dissatisfied."
"Yes. I was able to put those anxieties to rest."
We both smiled. Being able to talk to someone close to my age about sex was refreshing.
"Jonathon has his issues from time to time. I try to tell myself it's not due to all these wrinkles or the extra ten pounds I've put on."
"Daphne, I doubt that. You are an extraordinary woman. You are beautiful and have a wonderful figure, if you don't mind my saying. Jonathon is a lucky man."
"Thanks, Robbie. Although I wasn't fishing for compliments, I still enjoy them. So, when Jonathon has some, what was that term, "performance" issues, we just cuddle."
I must have let my thoughts reflect in my expression.
Daphne laughed. "Yes, I know tongues do not suffer from performance issues. Jonathon doesn't seem to be inclined in that fashion. I hope that is not too much information, or TMI as I guess it's called today. And, the sad part is that the performance issues seem to increase with age. I suppose that he has a stressful occupation, and he has had some health issues that don't help. Not his fault, but that doesn't relieve my itch, if you know what I mean. Now, I know that I've shared too much. Please keep this between us."
"You have my word, Daphne. Since we're speaking frankly," I said. "I cannot not understand why a man would not want to do that-oral sex, that is. I love it."
Daphne colored slightly. "Well, then, Kathleen must be a happy woman."
It was my turn to blush. "I believe she did mention being so."
"And, yet, she wants to see other men?"
"At this time, one other man. What can I say? Daphne, I'm almost a generation older than she is. She deserves someone closer to her age."
"Robbie, what a woman deserves is a man who loves her and who shows that love by respecting her." Daphne finished her wine and set the glass on the table. She smiled and said, "And, by fucking her until she can take no more."
She looked at me. I cracked up, and she joined in.
We each cleaned up. As I was about to go back to my apartment, Daphne touched my arm.
"Robbie, thanks for being such splendid company. I hope we can do this some more. I suspect we might just become friends."
"I would like nothing better. And, thank you for dinner."
We stared at each other. I put my arms out, and she let me hug her. We squeezed each other, and I crossed the driveway as she went into the house. As soon as I closed the door, I heard my cell phone. I had left it in the apartment. I found it in my bedroom and saw it was Kathleen.
"Hey."
"Robbie, hi. I hope I'm not getting you at a bad time. I called earlier, but you didn't answer."
"No, this is perfect. I was next door having dinner with my, I guess I'd say landlady. She doesn't really look like one, though. This is an estate and I'm in the old carriage house. The primary residence is more mansion than house. So banish any mental images of Ethel Mertz."
"Who?"
Kids, I thought. I figured everyone would remember the "I Love Lucy" show.
"Never mind, what's up"
"I've got a huge favor to ask."
"Kathleen, I'm over three hours away. You'll have to manage the bat by yourself."
She laughed and told me it was something else. I listened as she asked me to do something that I would never have imagined if you gave me three lifetimes to think about it.
"Free the Nipple?" I said.
"Yes, have you heard of it?"
"Have to admit I haven't."
"Well, it's an equality movement. Some women feel it's discriminatory that men may go topless, but women aren't. They want the same freedoms accorded men. So, they stage these protests where women go topless. Obviously, they garner lots of attention and publicity. The women believe it helps bring notice to their cause."
"I can see that it would generate attention," I said. "And, your mother is going to participate?"
"Yes. God, she loves causes. So, there is a big demonstration planned for this weekend. Mom is all hyped to go. She has a friend, Carly, who is going with her. Carly is a bit younger, maybe late fifties. Robbie, I hate to ask this, but would you mind going with them? I worry about Mom going into the City. She thinks she's still a kid, but she's not. Plus, I don't know what kind of people these demonstrations attract. I would feel a lot better if I knew someone was there keeping an eye on things."
I imagined the attractive Virginia with bare breasts. I could keep an eye on things. Before I could respond, Kathleen continued.
"Usually Adelaide tags along on mom's city adventures. This weekend, however, her husband has to go out of town. Her in-laws can't mind her kids, and so she's going to have to stay at home. You're the only other person I can think of. You're not too far away. Mom could come down to Stamford and you can take the train from there. Can you help, Robbie? Please."
"So, you want me to go with your mother while she takes her top off and walks around bare-breasted? Got to say never had anyone ask me that before."
"Well, there will probably be hundreds of other topless women. So, it's not all bad."
We both laughed. "Kathleen, have you discussed this with Mom? I mean would she be embarrassed to have me present?"
"Are you kidding? She thinks it's an excellent idea. She told me that guys can take their shirts off and be part of the parade. She told me she'd like to get another look at your bod. Like daughter, like mother."
"Hell, if it's all right with her, I'll do it."
"Thanks, Robbie. You're the best." We spent some time going over the details, and Kathleen gave me her mother's cell number. After work the next day, I called Virginia.
"So you're going to subject yourself to having to watch these old tits? Or are you just a glorified babysitter?"
"You call your tits 'babies'?" I said, letting the humor creep into my voice.
"Ha, forty years ago I might have thought of them as babies, but now I'd be sued by the American Association of Pediatricians if I tried to call these boobs 'babies'."
I found Virginia's sense of humor to be refreshing. "Virginia, I think I am going to enjoy being your escort. Let's talk logistics." In a few minutes we'd worked out what we were going to do. She and Carly were planning to stay over Saturday night, and invited me to join them.
"I'll think about it, but don't go booking another room."
"Who said anything about an extra room, kiddo?"
"You're too much, Virginia. See you on Saturday."
***
I always thought the expression, "When it rains, it pours.", only applied to bad things happening. The next morning I discovered it can have positive connotations as well.
I was working in my office at the hospital when my cell rang. I saw the ID and answered with a cheery, "Hi, Sarah."
"Robbie, it's great to hear your voice. I guess you've been busy. You rarely miss a board meeting. I don't think I've seen you since the show."
I explained how I was spending a lot of time on my new engagement. I asked about Katie, and what was going on in their lives.
After a short recap, Sarah said, "Karen told me you were in Stamford. Well, Katie and I are going to be in New York this weekend to do casting for our next show. How about we get together for dinner on Saturday night?"
"My treat, as usual?" I teased.
"Well, since you insist..."
We both laughed. "Actually, I'm not quite sure. I'm going to be in the city, anyway. Remember Kathleen Robinson?"
"Oh, the pretty young thing you were helping to learn about, what was it, life? Is she meeting you in New York?"
"Put your claws back in, Sarah, I was helping her meet people in New Hampshire. It was for her work."
"Really," said Sarah. "I heard you and she were learning a lot about each other." Kathleen and I were careful, and I didn't think anyone knew about our relationship.



"I don't get what you mean," I said.
"Robbie, really," she answered. "You know Donna in our accounting office?"
"Yes."
"Well, her roommate is Krissy. Krissy used to work here and now works for the same foundation that Kathleen does. I guess Kathleen shared some stories about how she's been seeing this, quote, really hot older guy. Donna mentioned that to me and, since I am not totally braindead, I sorta figured out who that hot, older guy might be."
"Sarah, let's just say that Kathleen and I have dated, but she is also seeing another guy. Actually, we haven't gone out in almost a month."
"Oh," said Sarah. "So, you're not going to be with her in New York?"
I laughed. "Truthfully, I am going to be with her mother."
The silence extended for several moments.
"You're...you're dating her mother?"
I laughed again. "No, but this is even stranger. Kathleen asked if I would keep an eye on her mother and one of her friends. They are taking part in some rally, and Kathleen worries that her mother might benefit from someone watching out for her."
"Why, what's she going to be doing?"
"I believe she will be walking around topless."
"You're kidding," Sarah said.
"Nope. Ever hear of 'Free the Nipple'," I asked.
"Don't think so. Hold on." Sarah must have covered her phone with her hand since I could hear her muffled voice call out. In the background, I could detect a response.
"Katie's heard of it. It's supposed to be about equality and not having bans on women being topless since men don't have to wear shirts."
"That's my understanding," I said.
"And, you are going to be escorting a naked woman around the city?"
"To be accurate, she will just be topless and a friend of hers will be with her."
"After the demonstration, what? You can't pull yourself away from those bare boobs to have dinner with us?"
"Sarah, I have no idea what the day will be like. How about this? Let's plan on having dinner together. If it turns out that Virginia and Carly don't have plans, I'll invite them along. Ok?"
"I guess that could work. Where will we meet?"
"Why don't you book a restaurant and we'll meet you there. Or..."
"Or, what?"
"You could meet us at Washington Square Park for the demonstration."
After a prolonged pause, Sarah said, "You want us to participate?"
"Only if you believe in the cause," I said smugly.
"Robbie Carlson, you are becoming a bad boy," Sarah said, and laughed. "Tell you what, I'll talk with Katie, and let you know. In any case, because of your rather pushy suggestion, I'll book dinner at a very-and I mean very-expensive restaurant. Let's say an early dinner at eight. Deal?"
"Sure, deal. We are meeting at Washington Square Park at two. Let me know if you'll be coming and we can arrange a place to meet. Otherwise, send me the info on the restaurant, and we'll rendezvous there."
We agreed on the plan and said goodbye. I wondered if they would dare participate in the demonstration. The thought of her and Katie topless made it difficult to concentrate for the rest of the day.
I called Virginia and filled her in on the new plan. "Sarah is booking the restaurant and knowing her it will be elegant and expensive. Maybe you and Carly should bring something appropriate to wear."
"What? Will you be tired of looking at my tits by then?"
"Doubt that would be tiring, Virginia. I just don't think most restaurants accommodate topless women."
She laughed. "Well, maybe we should start a new trend."
"Well, you could certainly get them thinking about it," I said.
"Ok, maybe another time," Virginia said. "Carly and I would love to join you. I insist on going Dutch."
"Insist all you want, Virginia, but it's my treat. I don't want to even discuss it." We chatted for a bit more, and I told her I looked forward to seeing her at the train station in Stamford on Saturday morning.
That evening Daphne invited me over for burgers on the grill. Over chilled bottles of Leffe beer, I told Daphne of my plans for the weekend.
"Do you find Kathleen's mother attractive?" she asked.
"Quite," I replied. "She and Kathleen resemble each other, but Virginia has a vitality that intrigues me. Plus, she has a nice body."
Daphne nodded. "She and I are about the same age I take it."
"I think so." I finished my beer and retrieved two more from the bucket of ice on the outdoors bar.
"So, do you find me attractive?" I looked at her, trying to detect sarcasm. Seeing none, I opted for honesty.
"Daphne, I have to say you are one of the most attractive women I have ever met."
"I think I'm fat," she said and poured some of her fresh beer into a glass.
"Would never call you that," I said.
"You haven't seen me naked," she replied.
"You're right. I would certainly not forget something like that. Seriously, Daphne, none of us looks like we did thirty years ago. You look fantastic."
"For an old lady," she said with a wry smile.
"No, for a lady—period. Funny, this is just like the conversations I used to have with Kathleen. I kept bringing up my age until she convinced me it was a non-issue."
Daphne raised her glass and looked at me. "Convinced you by fucking you?"
I smiled back. "Yes, that was one way."
"And, the other?"
"By just being her and letting me be me. We recognized we had differences. What we did was enjoy those differences and find many things we had in common."
"You don't think I'm over the hill?" she asked, not showing any of her regular confidence.
"If you are, I'm going over that hill to get a better look."
She smiled and covered my hand with hers. "You are such a dear, Robbie. I think I could almost believe you."
"Believe me, Daphne. You are a hot piece of ass." I was afraid the neighbors would hear her shriek. She laughed until tears ran down her cheeks.
"God, it's been ages since someone called me that. I've a mind to join you and the ladies this weekend."
"Be our guest," I said. "I'm sure they can always use a couple more nipples."
"Really," she said. "You wouldn't mind me tagging along?"
"Not at all. As long as you don't mind me admiring your breasts."
"Robbie, if I've got them out in the open at least call them boobs or tits."
"Whatever we call them, Daphne, it will be a sight to behold."
"All right, then, I'm going. I should book overnight accommodations. Leave that to me."
"Sounds great. Jonathon won't mind?"
"Won't mind I've got my boobs out on the streets of New York?" she said. "Hell, no. He'd think it's a hoot. We'll just have to take some pictures to send to him."
I hoped I was chosen as the volunteer photographer.
(So ends Chapter 2. Robbie will now have his hands full with a handful of topless women. Is the list of possible new loves going to include Virginia or Daphne? Check in for Chapter 3.)
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The rest of week dragged on as I anticipated the "Free The Nipple" demonstration on Saturday. Daphne and I were planning to meet Virginia and Carly at the train station, and ride in together. Arriving at ten in the morning, I spied Virginia standing on the platform with a large backpack at her feet. I hugged her and introduced her to Daphne.
"Where's your friend, Carly?" I asked.
"One of her kids is sick, and she's helping with the grandkids. She did ask that we take pictures, though."
"Well, you must stay with us tonight," said Daphne.
"Us?" said Virginia.
"Oh, not 'us' as in sleeping together," said Daphne. "Although I think that would not be unpleasant. I've booked a suite at the Pierre. I'll call and make sure one room has two beds."
"That's kind of you," said Virginia. "I just want to be sure I'm not intruding."
"Virginia, I think we're about the same age, and, thus, too old to bullshit each other," said Daphne. "Robbie and I are not in any way involved sexually. Though that is something that could be fun. He is a handsome man."
"With a great ass," added Virginia.
Daphne's eyebrows peaked. "Oh, do tell, darling. You've seen his butt."
Virginia smiled as we moved to board the train. "Indeed I have. I think a train ride is a perfect place for telling the whole story."
The two women locked arms and boarded. I followed behind carrying my bag and Daphne's. Virginia hoisted her backpack and was boarding ahead of us. Looking at the two butts ascending the stairs, I wondered just what I got myself into. Daphne wore tan slacks that flattered her full bottom. On top she had a light blue blouse with dark blue buttons. Her ample bosom clearly showed with the shirt tucked at her waist. Her dark hair was pulled back and fastened with a silver clip. She looked nowhere near her sixty plus years.
Virginia was wearing green cotton shorts that allowed her long and toned legs to be on display. She had a white tee shirt on top that made it obvious she was not wearing a bra underneath. Her breasts appeared small, but the dents from her nipples were more than enticing.
While we were travelling to the city, Virginia detailed her experience watching the Full Monty. She gave a detailed description of what she saw. She went on to relate how her daughter caught the dress rehearsal, and saw the cast running around with erections.
"I really must get involved in our local theater," said Daphne, which made Virginia crack up.
"So, now your daughter appears to have gone a bit past watching erections," said Daphne.
Virginia looked at me. I couldn't read her expression.
"Yes, that lucky bitch," she said. The two women began laughing, and patting each other's legs.
"She was in bad need of a good romp," said Virginia. "I had to threaten to take care of Robbie myself if the two of them didn't get together."
"From what Robbie said about you, I don't think he'd have seen that as punishment," put in Daphne.
'Really!" said Virginia.
"And, now after meeting you, I can tell why he feels that way. You're a beautiful woman."
"Thank you, Daphne, and might I say that you are one of the most attractive women I've ever seen."
"Hey, before the two of you start screwing on this train," I said, "how about we change the subject."
"I thought it was every man's fantasy to watch two women having sex?" said Daphne.
I just shook my head, and asked Virginia, "So, how many demonstrators are you expecting?"
"Guess we'll have to fuck later," deadpanned Virginia as she looked at Daphne, and then winked.
Daphne smiled and nodded.
Virginia turned back to me and said, "Probably a couple hundred. It's been going on for a few years, and has been steadily growing."
"Robbie tells me there are possibly two more joining in today," said Daphne.
I explained about Sarah and Katie. I hadn't heard back from them, but they were thinking about it. At least we would all meet up for dinner.
Virginia and Daphne began discussing their lives and interests, and soon were engrossed in a back and forth that left me alone to my thoughts. I looked at these two women, and wondered how society could try to push them to the sideline because of age. I only saw two incredibly attractive, intelligent, witty and interesting women. In addition, both had a sex appeal that transcended whatever date was on a driver's license.
We arrived at Penn Station a little after eleven. Virginia and Daphne debated about having lunch around there or going down to Washington Square Park to eat. Daphne knew of a good Thai restaurant near the park, and we agreed on it. We decided to go uptown first to drop our bags at the Pierre. So we grabbed a cab and headed up. Our room was not ready, but we could leave our luggage. Another cab ride took us down to the restaurant.
While enjoying lunch, my cell rang. Sarah said she and Katie would be joining us. I told them to meet us by the dog run, since I imagined most people would be congregating by the fountain, and it would be easier to find us away from the crowd.
A little after one, I saw Sarah and Katie approaching us. I stood to greet them, and then made the introductions to Daphne and Virginia. Sarah asked what the plan was. Virginia produced a copy of an email from her pocket and read the instructions.
"Looks like we take off our tops—or as much of our tops as we are comfortable with—and assemble at the fountain at two. There will be some speeches and them we march down to Bleeker and back up to the park. After that, it's over."
Katie slid her backpack off. "We can stow our stuff in here, and Mr. C can carry it. So, I guess we should get ready?" The women looked at each other, waiting to see who would make the first move.
"Fuck it," said Virginia, "and whipped off her tee shirt." Her small breasts bounced as the shirt cleared her head. I marveled at her small areolas and hard nipples. She caught my eye, and smiled.
By this time the others were undressing. Daphne handed me her shirt and reached behind to undo her bra. Her large breasts sagged as they were free from her underwear. I noticed she had no tan lines. Her areolas covered the entire front part of her breasts, and her nipples were dark and protruding. They were awesome breasts.
"Disappointed?" she asked me.
"I think the word is delighted," I responded. She blushed.
"Here ya go, Mr. C."
I turned to see Katie offering me her shirt and bra. I had to admit that her breasts certainly matured since she was eighteen. As only a young woman's breasts can do, hers sat up on her chest with no sag. They looked firm and sexy as hell. She had almost no areola and her nipples were long and dark.
I was now seriously fighting an erection. This was a protest to demand equality for women, and I did not want to appear to be a guy who was only here to look at naked breasts. At the same time, I am a guy, and there are topless and beautiful women standing in front of me. I can only control so much before nature takes over.
I turned to Sarah. She had removed her shirt and stood in just her thin bra. She handed me the shirt, smiled shyly and reached behind to undo her bra. Slowly she let it slide down until her breasts came into view. My first reaction was they were perfect. Round and full with rosy areolas and nipples, her breasts were what I always imagined what a breast should be. My second reaction confirmed they were perfect.
"Almost makes us even now, Robbie," she said as she gave me her bra. My fingers closed around the silky material, and I abandoned all hope of staving off my erection. I coyly held the backpack in front of the bulge in my jeans.
"Shit," said Virginia, "I left the sunscreen in my bag at the hotel."
"Oh," said Katie, "I've got some in my pack. I'll get it."
While I held the bag, she unzipped the top, and began to root around for the sunscreen. Her hand pushed against the back of the bag, and her fingers traced my erection. Looking me straight in the eye, she grabbed my hard shaft and ran her fingers up and down.
"Here it is," she said as she continued to stare at me. She squeezed me with two fingers, and felt for my balls. I did my best acting to keep on a straight face. She kept running her fingers up and down my shaft. "Nope, that's not it." She dug deeper and quickly pulled out a long tube of cream.
She squeezed a large dollop into her hands and tossed the tube to her mother. Katie rubbed the sunscreen into her boobs. I hope I was not moaning out loud. "Do my back, Mr. C," she said.
"I can do your back, dear," said Sarah. She gave me a look only a mother can make as her daughter is caught flirting. Sarah finished smoothing the cream over her breasts and squeezed some more into her palms, and began coating her daughter's back.
Virginia was now administering to her breasts. She looked at Daphne and said, "Guess you won't need too much. Spend a lot of time in the sun?" Daphne wiped a small amount on her large breasts. "We have a pool and it's quite private. Don't need to wear a suit."
"Oh, has Robbie joined you?" asked Virginia.
"Not yet," said Daphne, and smiled.
I had put all the tops in the backpack, and added the tube of sunscreen.
"Let's go ladies," said Virginia and led them in the direction of the fountain. As we neared I saw more topless women along with hundreds of spectators, most with cameras or smart phones out taking pictures.
"That reminds me," said Daphne, "I promised my husband a picture. You ladies don't have to be in it."
"I don't mind," said Virginia, "unless you want it to be a solo shot."
"Hell, the more the merrier."
Daphne handed me her phone from her back pocket, and as I turned on the camera function, Katie and Sarah stepped into the shot. I framed them and took a number of pictures.
"Let's get Robbie in, too," said Virginia. "I want to send one to Kathleen."
Katie walked over to a young man who was standing with a topless woman his age. "Would you mind taking a pic of our group?" He agreed. With me in the middle, and four topless women all around, he took some pictures.
We then heard a voice over a megaphone trying to get the crowd quieted. She was partially successful, and we could hear her talk about the purpose of the demonstration and the right to equality. All the time, dozens of men crowded around to take pictures and videos of the partially nude women. No one appeared too annoyed, but it was obvious many of these guys were there to see boobs, and not to support any social cause.
The speech ended and the tall red head with large, pendulous boobs, who was speaking, stood down from the bench and started to cross the park in the direction of McDougal Street her mighty breasts bouncing and swaying with each step. Many of the women carried signs and almost all chanted things like, "What do we want? Equality. Where do we want it? On our nipples"
I tried to keep pace with my friends as they walked, chanted and waved to the bystanders. I admired them both for their bravery and ability to put modesty aside for something they believed in. I begrudgingly admitted I was also admiring their beautiful breasts. Although after a while, and as I looked at dozens of topless women, I was almost moving past the sexual nature of naked breasts. There were boobs of every size, shape and color. As I heard some idiots calling out sexually explicit things, I realized that women are too often categorized by their busts. I know I have at times been guilty of doing the same.
I thought about my wife. She would not only have been in this demonstration, she also would have been at the forefront. She was a feminist in the purest sense. Women and men are equal and pity the man that didn't recognize it. When she'd get into a discussion about women's rights, and some poor soul would ask her if she really thought that women were equal to women, she'd smile and say no. Then she'd add: "with a lot of work, maybe someday men can be equal to women." Those thoughts of my wife brought a tear to my eye. As I was wiping it away, I noticed Sarah looking at me.
She came over and asked if I were all right. "Just thinking how much Connie would love this." Sarah hugged me. As my arms slipped around her bare back, I wondered if Connie would approve of my inner thoughts at this moment.
"Thanks, Sarah, that helped," I said as I broke free. "You better get back to the brigade of boobs before you're missed."
Sarah smiled, put her head up and kissed my lips. I couldn't help myself, and looked down at her naked breasts. Her nipples were hard and extended and there was a pink blush covering the pale skin. Sarah followed my gaze. She then looked me in the eye, shrugged, smiled and jogged back to her daughter and new friends
The crowd turned left on Bleeker and then left again on Thompson heading back to the park. Before we knew it the throng was filtering back into the park. The red head again tried to speak, but there was far too much commotion. The most I could make out was this was the end of the demonstration and that they had to keep fighting.
My little group were all hugging each other. One by one each came to me for a hug. I enjoyed their enthusiasm and the eight nipples that pressed into my chest.
"God, I hate having to put my top back on," said Virginia.
"Yeah, I could go around like this all day," echoed Katie. "You wouldn't mind would you, Mr. C?"
Sarah swatted Katie's behind and told her to behave. "I'll take my clothes now, Robbie," she said. She turned her back to put on her clothes. Katie walked next to me to take her shirt and bra. She rubbed her breast against my arm, her hard nipple grazing my flesh. As she continued to tease me with her breast, she let her hand brush against my erection. She giggled and took her clothes and got dressed.
One by one the other women dressed. We spied a vendor with bottled water and each grabbed one. We sat on the edge of the fountain. Some women were still walking about topless, and some were being interviewed with cameras capturing their symbols of equality, but most had either covered up or left. The crowd was steadily thinning out.
"What now?" asked Katie.
"I wouldn't mind a bit of a rest before dinner," said Daphne. "I think I'll go back to the hotel."
"I might stop at the Guggenheim for a bit," said Virginia. Turning to Sarah she asked, "What hotel are you in?"
"Uh, actually we're at an Airbnb up in Harlem. It's sorta nice and really cheap."
"That simply will not do," said Daphne. "I'll call the Pierre and get you a room. You two don't mind sharing?"
"We're fine where we are," said Sarah. "Besides our budget wouldn't allow a place like the Pierre."
"You won't have to worry your budget, Sarah, you are my guest. Really, Harlem is too far up. You'll stay at our hotel, and we can all have a lovely breakfast tomorrow."
Sarah started to speak. "That's really kind of you Daphne, but I don't..."
"Mom, take the freaking room. That place we have has cockroaches bigger than our cat. I mean really, Mom."
"Then it's settled. You can get your stuff and by the time you get to the hotel, your room will be ready. I understand our dinner reservations are for eight, so let's meet in our suite at six-thirty for cocktails. I'll have a car take us to the restaurant. Now, on we go."
I knew I just witnessed Daphne, the CEO, in full operational mode. I also knew that the cost involved was not even a small drop in her bucket. Sarah and Katie headed for the subway and the three of us flagged a cab. On the ride uptown, Daphne asked Virginia if there were anything special she wanted to see at the museum.
"Not really," Virginia answered.
"Then, come keep me company at the hotel. I bet we both could stand to undo some tension," offered Daphne.
"I believe you're right," said Virginia. "I do have some deep aches that need attention. The women exchanged a glance and smiled. We then fell into a discussion of the demonstration. I assured them that they were the most attractive women there, and they immediately called me a liar.
As we were checking in, the bellhops gathered our bags, and led us up to our suite. We entered into a large room with a marble fireplace and dominated by a wall of windows, two seating areas, and an over-sized dining table. On a coffee table between the couches in front of the fireplace was a bucket holding a bottle of champagne.
Daphne tipped the bellhops, and asked me to check the refrigerator to see what else was stocked for us. I returned to see the women with their heads close to each other, engaged in quiet conversation.
"What's the report?" asked Daphne.
"White wine, more champagne, beer, a cheese and veggie platter and a shrimp and lobster tail plate."
"Perfect for our cocktail hour," said Daphne.
"Did you order all that?" asked Virginia.
"Had my assistant take care of the details. She's quite efficient."
"Do you want anything now, Robbie?" Daphne asked.
"Might grab a beer and then watch some TV for a bit," I said.
"Good idea," Daphne replied. "Robbie, would you mind terribly taking the room with the twin beds?"
I had assumed that the women would sleep in the twin beds and I would have the room with one bed. It took me a moment to understand what Daphne was asking.
"Ah, sure. Be happy to," I said. I couldn't help shooting a glance at Virginia. She simply smiled.
"You are such a dear," said Daphne. She headed in the direction of the bedroom, while Virginia grabbed her backpack and followed. I did take a beer and a can of nuts I found in a cupboard and went to the other room.
I stripped to my boxers, plopped on the bed and turned on the television. As I scrolled through the channels looking for a baseball game, I thought about Daphne and Virginia. I'm not that naïve not to know that women have sex with each other. It was just a surprise that these two women appeared to be headed in that direction. Looking back on the day, I recalled how they hit it off from the start, stayed close to each other, and shared a link that now indicated a deeper connection than new acquaintances usually have.
My idle fantasy of Virginia and I connecting slowly vanished along with my beer. As I watched the Yankees and Rangers play a listless game, I found myself dozing off. I awoke with a start to see I had been napping for close to an hour. I realized that it was the doorbell of our suite. I hurried out and saw Sarah looking back through the peephole. Still wearing just my boxers, I opened the door. She came in and eyed me up and down.
"Not breaking up an AARP threesome, am I?"
'Screw you, Sarah," I kidded back.
"If only..." she said and smiled. "So, what gives with the, what are they, Patriots' boxers?"
"Watching a game and fell asleep," I said. "And, you've seen me in less. Why are you here?"
"Just letting you know Katie and I are ensconced in this fabulous room two floors down. I confirmed our dinner reservations and even managed to push it back to nine. I did mention Daphne's name, and suddenly there was no problem. I thought we could use the extra time to avoid rushing."
"Good idea. There is a refrigerator full of goodies, so we can have a proper happy hour. You should still plan to come up between six-thirty and seven."



"I don't imagine you'll still be dressed like this?"
"Definitely not," I said.
"Too bad," Sarah said. She stepped up and again kissed me on the lips. I kissed back, and she slipped her hands on my rear and pulled me tight to her. As I became hard, I knew she had to feel me against her thigh.
"You are one big temptation, Robbie."
"Sarah, maybe we should..."
She kissed me again, and pushed her groin toward mine. "Don't say it, Robbie. Please. I'm going now. See you later." She broke away, glanced down at the tent in my shorts, smiled, and left the room. I turned to see the other bedroom door open and Daphne step out. She wore only a pair of shiny beige panties.
"Did I hear someone?" she asked.
I paused in replying as I marveled at her body. "It was Sarah, just letting us know that we don't have to rush, and will dine at nine."
Daphne looked at the still present tent. "And, that's all she wanted?"
Before I could answer, Virginia emerged. She wore less than Daphne. Her naked body was caught in the afternoon light from outside, and appeared wonderful. I would not confuse her allure with that of her daughter, or anyone in her thirties or forties. Yet, I found her both sensual and sexy. Her small breasts moved with each breath. The brown and grey mixture between her legs was neatly trimmed. She stood with her long legs apart. There were a few stretch marks above her pubic hair and some age spots scattered about. Nothing different from what I keep finding on my own five decades plus body. She stood with a hip cocked, and seemed completely at ease as I took in her nude figure.
"I thought I heard voices," she said with total aplomb. "And, I wondered where you had gone, darling."
"Seems Sarah visited to update our plans. She certainly must have had good news for Robbie." Both women now stared at my erection pushing against the cotton of my underwear.
"Maybe that isn't all for Sarah," continued Daphne. "Don't think these old broads could affect him like that, do you?"
"I would hope so. Now, how about we all get a little more decent and then have a chat," suggested Virginia.
"God, please never get any more decent than you were a few minutes ago," said Daphne. She walked up, and kissed Virginia, took her by the hand and walked toward their bedroom. She casually slipped her hand on Virginia's small butt, and let the door close behind them.
A few minutes later I was back in the living room dressed in shorts and a tee shirt uncorking the champagne. Even if the women didn't want any, I needed something. The women returned wearing the plush robes the hotel provided.
"Good show, Robbie," said Daphne. "I think we all could use some alcohol." I poured three flutes, and passed them to the women, while keeping one for me. They sat on one couch, and I took a position on the couch opposite them.
"Robbie, I am not in the habit of explaining my personal life to anyone," she began.
"Daphne, I am not asking for an explanation," I said.
"I know, but I feel one is in order, especially since Virginia is involved. So, let me talk and then if you have questions, you can ask." I nodded, and drank some champagne.
"I told you before about Jonathon's issues. It's gotten to the point that even the little blue pill doesn't help. We still love each other, and want to be there for each other. Lack of sex has not changed that." Daphne finished her glass, and I refilled it.
"All that being said, I am still a sexual woman. Masturbation can only do so much. Jonathon has told me that if I find a man, well, he would understand if I fulfilled my needs. I have not done so, mostly because I do not want to risk bringing any disease back into our home. So finding an attractive woman seems like the obvious solution." She patted Virginia's knee as she continued.
"Don't look so startled, Robbie. You know women have sex with each other. Hell, at Vassar it was practically a varsity sport. We all knew we would one day find a man and start a family, but in the seventies teaming up with a female friend was fun and safe. I think the kids call it GUG these days."
Virginia said, "GUG?"
"Gay Until Graduation," explained Daphne. "Once I met Jonathon all that went out the window. We were—and to an extent still are—madly in love with each other. In fact, he loves me enough to allow me to find comfort outside of our bedroom. On some occasions I invite a friend home, and see if that will help Jonathon regain his former prowess. It has worked once, but not something that we do frequently."
"Did you and Virginia know each other before today?" I asked.
Virginia smiled. "No, we just met, but something clicked for us. It was immediate."
"You also are involved with women?" I asked looking at Virginia.
"Sometimes. Carly and I have some pretty lusty afternoons. Unlike Daphne, I do not have a man who loves me. Like her, however, I still have powerful desires. I haven't found a man who wants a sixty-three year old gal, or if they do, can still get it up. But I have found a couple friends who know how to please each other. Have I shocked you?"
"Surprised the hell out me, you could say."
"And, Robbie, don't worry, Kathleen knows about my life. We've never had secrets, not even sexual ones."
"Then, I raise a glass to two beautiful, sexy and liberated ladies," I said. "I also toast the quite enticing bodies that you are sharing. You each are lucky."
After we drank, Virginia said, "Didn't gross you out seeing this old bag o' bones."
"No, and it wasn't the bones I was admiring," I said.
"Virginia, didn't you see that lovely bulge?" said Daphne. "The man is telling the truth."
"Just to be clear, Robbie," added Virginia. "As much as I enjoy doing what Daphne and I are doing, I have not sworn off men completely. If you get my drift, I mean." As blood poured back into my groin, I assured her I caught her meaning. We finished the champagne and Daphne excused herself to take a shower.
After moments of uncomfortable silence, Virginia spoke. "I'd offer a penny for your thoughts, but I fear you'd think they're worth more."
"Couldn't say that I can make any order of them, so you'd be wasting your money," I said.
"Robbie, I know that you and Kathleen have enjoyed each other. According to her, enjoyed is an understatement. I am not sure where this thing with Jim the Lawyer is, but I now she cares for you a lot."
"Virginia, I care for her, but I think there is too much of an age gap. Don't you?"
"Hard to judge. I do think Kathleen would like at least one child, even though she says the opposite. She's running hard toward forty and sees that big biological clock ticking. Still, she is the type of woman who also recognizes a good thing—and you, my dear—are a good thing. I'm not telling you anything you probably haven't already figured out, but she cares for you."
I reflected on what Virginia said. My reflections were being interrupted by her long legs slipping free of the robe.
"Virginia, first let me say, you're really sexy, and looking at your legs is driving me crazy." She smiled and crossed one over the other, exposing her thigh all the way to her hip. It was obvious she had not donned any underwear.
"Regarding, Kathleen," I said. "And I cannot get my mind around talking about a woman who is a lover with that woman's mother, who is giving me a serious erection. But, I think part of what Kathleen sees in me is her father. She talks so lovingly about him, and I know she misses him a lot. I represent safety, security, and many things other than sex."
"True," said Virginia, "but you also represent sex and a stable relationship. Don't discount those."
I nodded in agreement. "Here's the thing, though. I'm not sure if I want to marry Kathleen, or marry anyone. In addition, could I honestly pursue a relationship with her while I'm imagining how I'd like to take her mother to bed?"
Virginia's hand went to her throat. "Well, if Kathleen looks at you sometimes as a father figure, what would be the harm in the father and mother fucking their brains out?" I cracked up. At the same time the thought of what Virginia might be like in bed careened through my mind.
"You're something else, Virginia," I said.
"Robbie, you don't know the half of it," she replied. "Now, I'd better go and make sure Daphne didn't miss any parts on that voluptuous body. My god, Robbie, is she not the hottest thing going?"
I agreed, and Virginia uncrossed her legs affording me one quick glance at the dark hair suddenly exposed through her robe.
After my shower and dressing in a dark suit, white shirt and yellow tie, I began to lay out the food for our cocktail hour. Daphne told me that anything I found in the kitchen or bar was fair game. I saw a bottle of twenty-year single malt Scotch and poured a generous tumbler.
Sipping as I worked, I realized how excited I was thinking about this evening. I would be dining with four attractive women. And, I spent the afternoon enjoying their bare breasts. My life was certainly going down virgin paths.
Before Daphne and Virginia decamped from their room, Sarah and Katie appeared. Katie wore a deep blue dress that came to mid-thigh. The scooped neck revealed a bit of her cleavage, which made me recall how pretty and natural her breasts were. She kissed me on the lips, allowing me to breathe in a mixture of body wash, shampoo and a subtle perfume. Each of those essences must have contained pheromones, because my sex sensors went immediately into the red zone. On her feet were summer wedges that made her calf muscles stand out. Katie ran her hand along my butt and gave me a squeeze.
Sarah also kissed me, her lips lingering a bit longer than her daughter's. Her scent was similar to Katie's, but the underlying perfume was stronger and more effective. I resisted taking her in my arms, and prolonging the kiss. Reluctantly I stood back and enjoyed the view.
She had pulled her thick, dark hair back and secured it with a tortoise shell clasp. She wore a simple white dress that accentuated every womanly curve and valley. The bra she wore must be paper thing because her nipples pushed out against the fabric tight around her bust. The dress reached to her knees and her toned legs were bare. Wearing skin toned peep-toed pumps, I could admire her ruby-colored nails.
She walked past me into the room, and I could not pull my eyes from her behind as it undulated underneath the soft fabric. I was saved from the embarrassment of bending Sarah over the couch, and taking her right there by the door to the bedroom opening. Two visions of beauty emerged.
Daphne wore an outfit consisting of tailored gray slacks and a silk blouse. The purple blouse brought out her eyes, and the only word my mind could come up with was smoldering. She left two buttons undone to allow a glimpse of her black, lace-trimmed bra holding her full breasts. Her cleavage was deep, dark and dangerous. The slacks made her legs appear longer than they were and complimented her full butt. She wore leopard-print three inch heels. She was every inch the rich, sophisticated and powerful woman.
Finally, I looked at Virginia. She opted for a loose-fitting silk white blouse and full print skirt in tones of silver, blue and black. She had gelled her short gray hair and applied enough make-up to make her high cheek bones and full lips draw your attention. She had simple black studded ballet flats.
I complemented each woman making sure to mention their shoes. My wife was far from a fashionista, but my daughters taught me about what women wear on their feet, and how to use this information to impress women. Until this moment, that training was for naught. Tonight it elicited winning smiles from these four women.
I took drink orders and soon we were sitting, noshing and replaying the day. After we exhausted the topic of bare breasts—something I was more than willing to continue—Daphne turned the conversation to the production of the Full Monty.
"So, Sarah, tell the truth, how did Robbie do in the Full Monty?" asked Daphne.
Sarah paused, smiled and said, "There were no shortcomings that I saw." The other three let that sink in, and then began laughing.
Katie added, "Most definitely no shortcomings at all." More laughter, and more embarrassment for me.
"I heard as much from my daughter," added Virginia. "When I saw the show, I was limited to admiring a bunch of tight buns. Please don't take that as a complaint. And, Robbie was holding his own with those twenty-somethings. Did an old gal good to see his little ass wiggling all around the stage."
I steered the conversation to the new shows Sarah was casting while in New York. They were doing "Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat" and "Singing in the Rain". She cast leads for both and also picked up three additional equity actors for other roles.
"I know these are chestnuts," admitted Sarah, "but they are popular and bring in the crowds. If we do well, we can take a risk on doing something more edgy."
"Like what?" asked Daphne.
"I was thinking with the success of the Full Monty, and the fact that we got away with some nudity, that I might try 'Equus'".
"I saw that in Connecticut summer stock," said Daphne. "That has full frontal nudity."
"Yes. I'll have to really lobby the board," said Sarah. "But, I bet I could fill the house."
"Too bad Robbie is a bit old for the lead," said Virginia.
"I agree," said Sarah.
"Will you have trouble finding a female to do the nude scene," asked Daphne.
"Actually, I have that locked up," said Sarah, and turned to smile at her daughter.
"Yep," said Katie, "what a way to get a big part. What do you think, Robbie? Think I have what it takes?" As my cheeks turned scarlet, and my pants began to become confining, I was saved by Sarah.
"My god, Katie, can you dial it back a bit? Sometimes I think you're half serious with this flirting."
"Just asking if Robbie thought I'd look good fully nude," she said sweetly.
Sarah shook her head, and said we should be thinking about going to the restaurant. Daphne called the desk to ask if the car were there yet. The concierge said he would call to see what the arrival time would be. We all helped to put away the leftovers and pile the dishes in the sink. The phone rang and Daphne answered.
"Our ride is here," she said. The women grabbed their purses and we headed down. The doorman led us to the door of a stretch limo. Once we were seated inside, Virginia said, "You don't fuck around, do you?"
"Yes, I do, but not about limos." Virginia blushed, and Sarah and Katie moved their heads back and forth eyeing the two older women.
The restaurant was everything Sarah had promised, including being ridiculously expensive. I gladly paid, and we were riding back to the Pierre around midnight.
"Anyone up for a nightcap?" I asked.
"Not me," said Daphne. "I really want to hit the sack. How about you, Virginia?"
"Bed sounds just what I need right now," she answered, and took Daphne's hand. Sarah looked inquiringly at me, and I smiled. "I'm going to a club with some friends," said Katie.
"At this hour," Sarah said, "it's late."
"Mom, this is New York. It's actually a bit early."
"Why not take the car, dear," said Daphne. "I'm sure your mother will feel better knowing you aren't trying to get a ride later."
"Cool," said Katie. "I'm going to start texting my friends. They're going to pee their pants."
Arriving at the hotel, Daphne spent some time talking with the driver. I saw her slip him some bills. At least one of them was a hundred. I assumed Katie would be well taken care of.
"I think the bar is still open," said Sarah.
I bid goodnight to Daphne and Virginia. Sarah and I found a table in the bar. There was a pianist playing soft jazz. We both ordered cognac.
"So, what's the scoop on the ladies?"
"Not my place to discuss it," I said.
"Ok, but it's not hard to imagine they're probably hitting that sack pretty hard right now. I noticed earlier that they both came out of the room with one bed."
"Sarah, I'm not going there. Let's change the subject."
"Sure, but I'm not judging. There is nothing wrong with two women having fun."
"Have you...?"
Sarah laughed. "No, but I've thought about it. After some of the dates I've had since the Big Loser left me, I was nearly convinced that there wasn't a decent man around."
"Sorry to hear that," I said.
"Of course, I may have changed my mind a bit lately," she said, and sniffed her cognac before taking a sip.
"Sarah, I, uh, do like you..."
"Christ, Robbie, already you're coming out with a 'but'. Fuck!"
"Sarah, it's not that I don't think you're very, very attractive. You are that and more."
"Enough, Robbie. I get it. So tell me. Are you sleeping with Kathleen?"
I recoiled. "Sarah, I'm really uncomfortable with you asking me that."
"So, you are," she said. "Figures. She's pretty, smart, seems nice and, let's see, oh yeah, younger."
"Sarah, until the play, I never thought you had any, well, any desires to be other than friends."
"I like having you as a friend, Robbie. But I've wanted to go out with you for a long time. I never felt there was a good time to bring that up. I loved Connie, too. I saw how much you missed her. I felt cheap thinking about trying to get something going with you. When I saw you on stage, well, I decided I was lusting for you very badly."
I didn't know what to say. I drank some cognac and tried to gather my wits. Across from me was a woman any sane man would scoop up and take to the nearest bedroom. I counted myself among those sane ones, but I am hesitating.
"Thanks for the drink, Robbie. I think I'll go upstairs."
"Please stay," I said.
"Why? So I can humiliate myself even more? Don't think so."
"You didn't do that," I tried to assure her.
"Oh, so practically coming right out and say I want to fuck you, and then receive the silent treatment is not humiliating. Uh, Robbie, it is."
"Sarah, I find you attractive."
"Wow," she said with a sharp edge. "Again with attractive! Robbie, attractive is the physical equivalent to 'nice' when describing a woman. Like, she's 'nice and attractive.' Could be someone's sister. I find myself thinking about us in bed and doing very unattractive things to each other. Things that proper old Yankee gentlemen could never imagine. I imagine that big, strong cock of yours driving me crazy. I wonder how good you would be with your head between my legs. I get wet just looking at you and remembering how you looked on stage with that fabulous hard on. That's how I look at you. Me- you find me attractive."
She spoke without seeming to take a breath. I detected tears at the corners of her eyes.
"Sarah, this is all new to me. Please don't do this to yourself or me."
"Robbie, it's ok. I get it. Maybe we can forget this conversation ever happened. We can go back to being friends. I hope we can, anyway. And you can go back to sweet, young Kathleen. We're both adults, we can handle this."
"Sarah..."
"Good night, Robbie. It really has been a fun day. Katie and I are catching an early train to Stamford to pick up our car. I'll see you sometime back at home." Sarah stood and I reached for her arm. She jerked it away, and quickly turned her face. It was not quick enough that I didn't see the tears now flowing down her cheek.
I stood frozen as she walked out of the bar. My brain was screaming run after her. My feet remained planted to the floor. What force was holding me back, I couldn't say. My brain switched to telling me I was a complete idiot, and probably blew a chance with a remarkable woman.
The suite was quiet and I went right to bed. The next morning I woke around eight. I pulled a hotel robe on. Daphne and Virginia were seated at the dining table, feasting on a hardy breakfast. I took a plate and filled it with goodies from the chafing dishes on the sideboard. There was a large carafe of coffee and a basket of pastries on the table.



I sat and played with my food.
"Somewhat surprised to see you this morning," said Daphne.
"Why is that?" I grumbled.
"Thought maybe Katie would have taken your room so you and Sarah could have privacy."
"What's that supposed to mean?" I said, may anger rising.
"It means," said Virginia, "a blind person could see how much Sarah cares for you. We were betting you wouldn't get through one drink before clothes started flying." The women giggled, but stopped when they saw my reaction.
"What is it, Robbie?" asked Daphne.
"I'm an asshole," I said.
"Well, you are a man. so that may be redundant."
She smiled; I scowled.
"Robbie?" she said.
"Look, I am an asshole, fool, jackass, idiot—take your pick. I probably destroyed one of the best friendships I ever had. Let's just leave it at that."
After looking at Virginia, Daphne said, "You mean she wasn't interested in you?"
I barked a laugh. "What I mean is that she bared her soul, and I sat there like a bump on a goddamn log. If she ever talks to me again, I will be shocked."
Bit by bit the two women dragged the details out of me. I was no match for them. When I had finished, Daphne said, "Jesus, you are an asshole."
"Thanks," I said sarcastically.
Virginia reached over the table and put her hand on mine. "How much did your refusal have to do with Kathleen?" My mind raced. How much indeed? How much did I think about Kathleen? How much did I think about Virginia? While we're at it, let's throw in Katie and, what the hell, Daphne, too.
I was married to the same woman for over twenty-five years and never even looked at anyone else. Now I'm imagining all sorts of sex with four or five women. I must be losing my mind. Realizing that Virginia was still holding my hand and waiting for an answer, I began to speak.
"I care about Kathleen, a lot."
Virginia nodded. "Have you told her that?"
"Well, we've, you know, slept together."
"Robbie, that's sex. I'm talking about opening your heart to her. Have you done that?"
"No," was the simple reply.
"What does she feel for you?" Virginia asked.
"I assume..."
"Stop right there," Virginia said. "We're talking about love. Do not assume anything. Be sure. Be certain. You both deserve that."
I knew she was right. Even in my confused state, I realized I needed to begin to sort out my feelings. I couldn't continue with fantasies of all these women. I decided to talk with Kathleen when I returned home. I changed the subject to our plans for the day. Daphne said that she and Virginia were going to take a cab up to the Guggenheim. I was free to join them, but I demurred, and opted for a walk in Central Park. We decided to stay another night in the city and I said I would book a table for dinner.
Crossing 5th Avenue I entered Central Park from 69th street and meandered along until I came to the Balto Statue. For some reason, this monument to a brave dog always put me in a reflective mood. Thoughts of loyalty and dedication bounced around my brain.
Was I being disloyal to my wife's memory by wanting to commit to another woman? Could I even make such a commitment? Was I too dedicated to keeping my own life uncomplicated and functioning within a neat and safe orbit to even consider trying a relationship? Relationships were risky, messy and complicated.
"Balto, did you have any of these thoughts as you delivered medicine?" I asked myself.
Not surprisingly Balto didn't answer. I moved on and walked for another hour. Arriving back at the hotel with no answers to my questions, I asked the concierge to recommend and book a table at a restaurant. I also asked her to have a car from the same service as last night ready to take us. We would not need a stretch limo, but I did opt for a Town Car. It would be a little cozy in the back seat, but having two women close to me was not a burden.
Daphne and Virginia were still out. I poured a Scotch and sat out on the terrace looking back over the park. As with many life events, I wondered how I got to this point. It seemed that a series of somewhat disjointed events brought me to this balcony. They also brought me to where I pondered if I wanted to continue to live alone or open up to loving another woman. If I were brave enough to try love again, how would I move forward?
I was not sure that Kathleen wanted something so serious as marriage with me. Although Virginia told me her daughter cares for me, I think the age difference, and the fact that Kathleen might want a child presents a big obstacle.
Then, there's Virginia. She is not interested in children. Would she be interested in having a man in her life? Could I be that man? Did I want to be that man? She is sexy, appealing and a lot of fun to be with. I sensed that her attraction to women was more of a convenient novelty than a total lifestyle choice. If we were to try a relationship, would I be open to her having her occasional girl time?
Then there's Katie. Her flirting was ego-boosting, but there was probably nothing more than curiosity behind it. A fling would be fun, assuming it didn't kill me, but it would just be a fling. Plus, could I ever look my daughter in the eye if I took her best friend to bed? No, I decided Katie must remain in the "nice, but not going to happen" category.
Then my mind turned to Sarah. I had barely begun to consider all the complexities in that possible relationship when I heard noise back in the suite. I turned to see Virginia and Daphne in the living room. They waved at me, fixed a drink, and headed my way.
"Enjoy the museum?" I asked.
"Yes," said Daphne, and then added, "And also the company." She and Virginia toasted each other. "What have you been doing?" she asked.
"Took a walk, came back and just tried to figure out a few things," I replied.
"Those things must include women," said Daphne. I raised my tumbler in silent agreement.
"We can leave you to your pondering, if you wish," said Virginia.
"Actually I prefer the company."
They each took a chair and began to tell me about the exhibit they saw. I filled them in on plans for dinner and told them it was my treat.
"You paid last night," said Daphne.
"Yes, and you sprung for this suite and Sarah and Katie's room as well," I countered. Daphne and I understood wealth and knew it was senseless to argue about something as trivial as a dinner, no matter how expensive. Daphne said they were going to nap and freshen up.
"A nap is not what's on my mind," said Virginia.
Daphne touched Virginia's arm. "Not in front of the child, dear," she said. Laughing they disappeared into the suite and I heard their bedroom door close. At least they were having some uncomplicated sex.
Dinner was quiet, and the three of us enjoyed the easy flow of conversation. Toward the end of our meal, Daphne mentioned that Virginia would be staying at the house for a while.
"I think that's great," I said. "I hope I won't be in the way. I can get a hotel room."
"Nonsense," said Daphne. "I wouldn't hear of it. Besides it will be fun to have some male companionship. You can do some cooking on the grill, or whatever men do."
"I know other things that men can do," said Virginia with a wink. Daphne and I shook our heads while Virginia tried to look innocent. She failed.
The next day we took the train back to Stamford, and were soon at Daphne's. She was going to drive Virginia to her home to collect some things and would be back in time for dinner. I promised to do the manly thing and grill a supper. All went well, and we took our separate leaves around ten. I lay in my bed trying not to imagine the two women making love not far from me. I was not successful, and my imagination ran wild.
I spent the better part of Tuesday at my office in the hospital. I was successful in setting appointments with three major prospects and felt the campaign was picking up steam. I told my secretary that I would be on the road most of Wednesday and then heading back to New Hampshire on Thursday. I arrived at Daphne's a little after five. The evening was still warm.
I was changing clothes when my cell went off. I answered Daphne's call.
"Come over for a swim," she said. "It's too hot to just sit in your room."
I agreed and pulled on my swim suit and a tee shirt. I crossed the cobblestone drive, and entered the gate at the back. I could hear a splash as I walked toward the pool. Turning the corner, I saw Daphne's back at the bar. I stopped because Daphne's back was totally nude. I heard a sound and watched as Virginia climbed out of the pool. She, too, was naked. Just as I thought when I saw her in New York, her body defied her age. She was long and lean. All the components joined to create one sexy image.
"Company, Daph," she called out.
Daphne turned holding a pitcher of Margueritas. Although I had seen her topless, she now was nude. Her figure, though fuller than Virginia's, was equally as appealing. What surprised me the most was that she was devoid of pubic hair. Her sex was smooth and tight.
"Drink, Robbie?" she asked.
"I think I need one." She poured out three glasses. I walked over and accepted one. She handed one to Virginia and raised the third one in a toast. "Cheers." We sipped and Daphne led us to three lounge chairs along the side of the pool.
"Fancy a swim?" she asked.
"I fear I may be overdressed," I joked.
"Easy to remedy that," said Virginia.
I looked from one naked woman to the other. "Seriously?"
"Robbie," said Daphne, "we plan to be naked as much as possible when we're out here. To tell the truth we are also naked inside quite a bit, but out here we plan to enjoy the sun and fresh air. We would love you to join us. Believe me Jonathon is always nude when we swim, so it's a bit of a custom here."
"Besides," added Virginia, "We'd like to see what my daughter described as a gorgeous cock."
"Might be hard to live up to that advanced billing," I said.
"We could only hope it's hard," teased Daphne. Shaking my head I peeled off my shirt and undid the drawstring of my suit. "Last chance," I said.
"We're waiting," said Daphne. I slid my suit to my ankles and stepped out of it. What I enjoy most about women of a certain age is that they've left most pretenses behind. Both of these beautiful ladies stared at my cock.
"My, my, my," said Daphne. "I believe Kathleen was right on."
"I never thought I'd be jealous of my own daughter, but, God, that makes me wet," said Virginia.
Their attention, plus their bare bodies, was beginning to have an effect. I turned and dove into the water. I swam a bit and hoped I could control the thing with a brain that begged for attention. I was only partially successful since every time I looked over at the side I could see the women sitting on the edge of the pool with their legs wide open.
I admitted to a lost cause. I swam over next to where they were sitting and idly kicking their feet in the water. "You know that's not fair," I said.
Daphne ran a finger along her lush lower lips. "Whatever do you mean?"
"Come out, Robbie," said Virginia. "We have something we want to discuss."
"I'm afraid I'm not any form to be seen by you ladies."
"If you mean what both of us think you mean, that is exactly what we want to discuss. Now, climb out." Virginia ran her hands over her small breasts as she spoke, tweaking each nipple. I pulled myself out, and stood. My erection clearly indicated what had been on my mind.
"Dear lord," said Daphne. "I tend to forget how much I miss a hard cock."
Virginia was shaking her head and uttered, "Be still my heart."
"Robbie, I spoke with Jonathon a little while ago. He is going to be away for another couple weeks. I described my weekend, and he loved the pictures we sent him. He remarked what a lucky man you were to be amidst so many beautiful women. I also told him about Virginia and me. He wished me well and understood my needs. I also broached the subject of a male lover."
My dick made a movement as I anticipated where this conversation was going.
"I told him I had never had a male lover, but that I missed what a man brought to the bed. He is a solid, secure man and knows he can no longer give me what I sometimes crave-a hard cock. So, he gave me his blessing to ask you if you're interested. I have told him all about you in our previous conversations. I think you would like each other and get along nicely."
"Get along?" I said. "You think he'd feel the same way if we made love?"
"Robbie, darling, I don't want to make love to you. I want you to fuck me—us, actually."
My eyes shifted back and forth from Daphne to Virginia. "A three-way?"
"Ménage a trois is what we had in mind," said Daphne with a smile.
"Call it what you want," I replied. "You want me to have sex with you and Virginia."
"Yes. And to be clear, we are going to be having sex with each other. It will be just the best time."
I shook my head.
"Have you ever done that?" asked Virginia.
"Nope. You?"
"Never," she said. "Daphne is in the same boat. So what do you think? Two old broads and a guy. Sound like fun?"
"Fun may be an understatement for what it sounds like," I said and my cock bounced again.
"Yet, you hesitate," said Daphne.
"It's not as simple as it sounds," I replied.
"I can guess one obstacle," said Virginia. "Kathleen."
I nodded. "I could promise she would never know," Virginia said.
"But I would know, Virginia."
"Yes, you would. But she's sleeping with another man," said Virginia.
"I know, but I would be sleeping—no, make that fucking—her mother. I think there's a tad bit of difference."
"A tad," admitted Virginia. "Would it help if I told you that Kathleen would be fine with it? She said as much to me when we knew you'd be accompanying me to New York."
"Saying it's ok, and then having to deal with a man you made love to now having sex with your mother are quite different."
"She can handle it, Robbie."
"Is there something else?" asked Daphne.
"Aren't you my boss? I mean I am working for the hospital, and you're the chair of the board."
"I am the chair, but I had nothing to do with hiring you. I have no supervisory role over you. If the president of the hospital decided to end your services, I would have no say in that matter. No, Robbie, I am not your boss."
I struggled with the conflicting emotions of moving ahead with what would be fantastic sex with these women, and my unspoken concern about Sarah. She still hovered in my mind, and I don't think she would see this as anything but wrong.
"Let me put it this way," said Daphne. She knelt in front of me and took my cock into her mouth. My resistance was melting like a snowball in July. Virginia stepped forward and pulled my head to hers. Her lips met mine and soon her tongue followed. She reached for my hand and guided it to her breast. As my fingers closed on her hard nipple, she sighed and kissed harder. I knew I had taken a step forward, and there was no turning back now.
Daphne was working magic on my cock. My hips were rocking back and forth forcing my cock to the back of her throat. Virginia knelt beside her. Daphne pulled away and Virginia took my cock into her mouth.
After making me dance on my toes, she passed me back to Daphne, who took me back in her mouth keeping me on the edge of passing out. Suddenly, she pulled away and stood. "I think the bedroom is the appropriate place for what I have in mind." The ladies linked their arms through mine and I laid a hand on two sweet behinds as we made our way upstairs. Arriving in her bedroom I led the women to lie next to each other on the king-sized bed. I stood in awe at the scene before me.
"I want to taste each of you," I said.
Daphne looped one leg over Virginia's and they each spread as wide as possible. I moved first to kneel between Daphne's legs. I moved my head down and kissed her bare mons. She pushed up. I kissed along her thighs and the fold where her thigh met her pubis. I could smell her arousal, and felt the warmth from her pussy. I licked her from top to bottom and swirled my tongue along her clit that was popping free of its hood.
"Do Virginia," Daphne said.
I switched positions and repeated my attention to her pussy. Her hair was wiry and sparkled with the drops of her moisture. I tasted her, and drove my tongue deep inside. I couldn't help but compare her taste to Kathleen's. The only comparison was that both were delicious.
"Robbie, we will have lots of time for many things," said Daphne. "Right now, we both want to be fucked and fucked hard. Can you do that, darling?"
"My only question is," I said and paused. "Condom or not?"
"Fuck the condom and fuck us," said Virginia.
Since I was kneeling between Virginia's legs, I leaned forward, placing my hands alongside her shoulders. I pushed my erection to her folds and moved it back and forth. Virginia's breath caught in her throat. I felt a hand on my dick and saw Daphne guiding me to her friend's opening. Feeling my head slip past her entrance, I slid all the way in.
"Oh, yes," said Virginia. I moved my head so I could take one of her tiny breasts into my mouth. I sucked hard as I pulled back and then rammed in as deep as I could go. She was damp, but not as wet as a younger woman. Soon, I was pumping away.
"Yes, yes," Virginia cried. I released her breast and held her hips. She snaked her long legs around my thighs, and in short fashion we achieved a rhythm that pleased both of us. My grunts were answered by her moans. Daphne was running her hands along my back, ass and balls. She took a testicle and fondled it as I drove deep into Virginia. In spite of the air conditioning, all three of us were sweating. Daphne straddled my calf and I could feel her smooth pussy glide along my leg. I felt a finger and knew she was using her own hand to increase her pleasure. I then felt her finger move away and position itself at my anus.
When I pushed into Virginia, Daphne plunged her finger in my ass. I let out a wild groan and stopped fucking.
"Don't do that," said Virginia. "I'm so close." Daphne probed until she found my prostate. The touch was a mixture of agony and pleasure. I redoubled my pounding of Virginia and Daphne somehow managed to keep pace with her finger on my gland. I was beyond control and told Virginia. "Hard as you can, Robbie. Do me as hard as you can."
With my last bit of fading strength, I hammered her. Daphne pushed deeper, and I exploded. I don't think I ever came that hard. I let loose shot after shot inside Virginia. Her vagina contracted around my cock, and she released squeal after squeal to indicate her orgasm.
When I could thrust no more, I pulled out. Daphne retracted her finger as I fell to the side. Daphne rested next to me, trapping me between her and Virginia. Three exhausted, sweaty and happy people tried to get their breath.
"I've never seen two people have sex before," said Daphne. "It was incredible. The only downside is I wanted to have your cock at the same time.
"Jesus, that was good," said Virginia. "I don't how it looked, but I certainly know how it felt. I'm calling that the best fuck I've ever had. My dear husband, God rest his soul, was a wonderful lover, but had a small dick. Now I know why some say size matters. Thank you, Robbie. At the risk of sounding like a teenager, that was fucking awesome."
I moved my head to kiss her. Our lips locked and I enjoyed the tenderness between us.
"Hope you are a fast rebounder," said Daphne.
"Well, I'm inspired to try," I quipped.
"Then let me help," she said. She took my still engorged, but soft cock into her mouth. She cleaned me of the mix of a male and female orgasm and began to literally breathe life into the old boy. The stars must have been aligned because within minutes, I was soon returning to a position to take action.



"Just lie there, Robbie," said Daphne. "You can rest while I take advantage of you. I love being on top." She then moved over to Virginia and slid up her body until her pussy was just over Virginia's face.
"Get me ready, love!"
"With pleasure, darling." Daphne lowered herself and I could see Virginia's tongue take up the challenge to prepare her lover for a man. Daphne reached back and stroked my cock as she was eaten. After a few minutes she declared herself ready.
She moved over me and, with her hand on my cock, directed her pussy onto me. With a long sigh she took me inside. Never had I experienced the feeling of two vaginas so close in time. Virginia was wonderful, but not as tight as Daphne. I told her how good she felt.
"Robbie, Jonathon and I never had children. I may have a bit of an edge in that way."
To prove her point she squeezed my cock with her inner walls. I experienced what it meant to be in a velvet glove. After giving me a chance to enjoy the preliminaries, Daphne rose on her knees and slowly slid back.
"God, you're so deep in me," she said. "I never felt anything touch the place where you're at. Oh, Robbie, this is going to be very, very good." And it was.
Daphne was wild and uninhibited. I admired her stamina and strength. I thrust up as much as I could, but she rode me like a rodeo champion. I knew I would probably not come quickly, if at all, after my explosion with Virginia. Daphne was dripping perspiration onto my body, but she kept a furious pace. Her entire face and upper body were flushed.
"Play with his balls, Virginia." Virginia moved so she could cradle my sac in her hands. She teased each testicle as they bounced in reaction to Daphne's pounding.
"Fuck, fuck," Daphne said. "That's the second cum I've had. I feel a big one coming. Stay with me, Robbie."
"Not going anywhere, Beautiful." Daphne leaned forward and rested her hands on my chest. She rotated her hips as she ground hard along my cock. I sensed she was increasing contact along her G-spot.
"Yes, here it comes."
She bottomed out on me and let loose a long, low sound. Her pussy contracted several times on my cock, and I felt a rush of liquid moving past her lips and running down my balls. She tried to rise up one last time, but failed. She fell forward, her massive breasts flush on my chest. I moved my arms around her and held her tight. My hard cock was still inside her. Virginia played with my balls.
"Virginia, can you come up here," I said. She released my balls and lay next to me. I kissed her, and then she kissed Daphne.
"Good, huh?" she asked the women still impaled on me.
"Beyond good, Gin, beyond good." Daphne slowly got off me. We made room for her between us. Virginia and I each kissed one of her breasts. My cock began to soften as the three of us slipped into a sweet slumber.
When we awoke, Daphne went downstairs to get us drinks. Virginia snuggled in my arms.
"Robbie, that was wonderful. I never felt more like a woman than I did with the two of you around me. Well, you technically were in me, but you know what I mean."
We kissed. "It was special for me, too."
"What now?"
"You mean now as in this bed? Or, now that we've had sex and what happens next."
"Let's keep it simple," said Virginia. "What do you want now?"
"I want to be a selfish man, and watch two beautiful women make love to each other."
A voice from the doorway said, "I think that can be arranged." Daphne joined us in bed, and we eagerly downed the tall glasses of gin and tonics. I moved to the edge of the bed to lie on my side.
Daphne and Virginia positioned themselves into a sixty-nine. In spite of every rule of male recovery, I was hard as a rock watching them pleasure each other. When they finished with a grand flourish, I kissed each wet pussy.
Daphne looked at my erection. "Now, Virginia, we are going to play that wonderful game of tag. The winner will be the one who makes him cum. Game?"
"Only if I get to go first," she said and crawled toward me. She took my cock into her mouth. As our eyes met, I once more noted the resemblance to her daughter. The same blue eyes looked up at me as my cock nestled inside her mouth. I was amazed at how a mother and daughter could each be so good at sucking a cock. I doubted if they compared techniques. Virginia was working me with great enthusiasm when she suddenly stopped. She closed her eyes and took several deep breaths.
"What's the matter?" I asked.
"I am," said Daphne. I looked down to see her smiling with lips covered in Virginia's juice. "I was having a little snack while Gin was treating you."
"That's nice," I said, "but you broke her concentration." Virginia looked at me with my cock still in her mouth. I placed my hands on her cheeks and guided her off me.
"Which do you want?" I asked. "My cock or Daphne's tongue."
Virginia smiled and said, "Please, sir, I'd like some more—of both."
I slipped my cock back into her mouth and I smiled as Daphne's face disappeared behind Virginia. I believe the lady was getting her wish. I enjoyed her oral love-making until she again pulled off and worked through her orgasm. I saw Daphne's face arise from behind her, wet and all smiles.
"She comes so nicely. Wouldn't you agree, Robbie?" Looking at the joyous smile on Virginia's face I agreed.
"Now, move aside, darling," Daphne said. "I am going to have some more fun." This time Daphne positioned herself on her knees and offered me her backside. I knelt and slipped my cock into her still wet pussy. I needed no encouragement or instructions, and moved as hard as I could until she collapsed down onto the bed.
"Enough, Robbie. I need a break."
I looked at my still hard, but red and sore cock. "I think that applies all around."
The three of us snuggled in the big bed. I can't say what made up their dreams, but mine were full of replays of the best round of sex I ever had.
I'd like to say we all woke up to have another session of wild sex. The truth was that my dick was sore and limp. Each of the women said they were also a little sore. We had a light snack for supper, and then went back to bed to sleep entwined.
The next morning I awoke first. After kissing each woman, I went outside, gathered my clothes and went to my apartment. As I showered and gingerly cleaned my aching penis, I wondered what would be next. Images of Kathleen kept flashing through my mind. I was resolved to be honest with her. I would tell her of my feelings for her, and about going to bed with Virginia. I assumed that would be the end of our relationship, but I couldn't hold back something that significant.
Last evening's hours of pleasure could result in many years of regrets.
(The final chapter is still to come. Let me know which woman you think Robbie should pursue. There's no guarantee that any one of them would agree, but I am curious to what you think. I appreciate all the comments readers have left me. They encourage and inspire me to try to write something that entertains you. As always, you can write to me through Literotica. I answer every email I receive.)
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After a long bike ride, Kyle was looking forward to a hot shower and a cold beer. What happened next changed his life.
As he rounded a bend, he saw a Jeep stopped on the side of the road. Kyle slowed and saw a woman bending over the fender to peer under the hood. The yoga pants showcased a spectacular butt. He thought that the person who invented yoga pants deserves a special place in heaven. Although black, they stretched enough to confirm she was wearing black bikini panties.
Pulling his bike to the side, he walked back to the car. The woman was fiddling with something inside the engine well. "Something I can help with?" he called out.
She gave a start and then stood up. She had on over-sized sunglasses and a baseball cap pulled low over her forehead. A white t-shirt outlined what appeared to be medium-sized breasts.
A grin lit up her face. "Could you give me a jump?"
Taken aback at the slightly provocative request, he hesitated to answer. When her grin widened, he played the game. "I'm afraid I don't have the right equipment."
She lowered her sunglasses and looked him up from top to bottom, taking in his naked chest with defined muscles and letting her eyes settle on the bulge in his riding shorts. She said, "Oh, really?"
He then recognized the woman. "Professor Phair?"
Her grin disappeared to be replaced with a look of horror. "Do I know you?"
"Kyle Adams, I'm in your Intro to Sociology."
"That's a freshman course; you look older."
"I'm a senior, but I needed an elective to graduate."
She shook her head. "I'm a bit embarrassed. If I knew you were a student, I would have never...well, I mean I wouldn't have..."
"Checked out my crotch."
She covered her mouth with her hand as her cheeks reddened. "Sorry," she said in a soft voice.
"No problem," he said. "What's the matter with your car?"
She turned back toward her Jeep and said, "It just stopped. I managed to glide to the shoulder. I thought it might be loose battery cables, but they're ok. It's probably the alternator. If I could get a jump, I might be to make it to a service station."
"Can you call for road service?"
"I guess I'll have to. It's just that I'm running late for an appointment and now by the time a truck comes and gives me a jump or tows me somewhere, I'll be too late."
Kyle told her he'd like to help, but all he had was the bicycle. She thanked him for stopping and pulled her phone out to make the call. Saying goodbye, he pedaled home. In the shower, he recalled how good her butt looked when she was bent over. What he told the professor was true. He did need an elective, and his friends told him she was the hottest professor on campus. When he first saw her in class, he agreed with them. Tall, blond, and pretty, Professor Phair was every guy's dream of a cougar. Now, he had the image from this morning to add to his fantasy revolving around the sexy woman.
In Monday's class, Kyle sat in his usual spot at the back of the theatre-style classroom. With over seventy other students, it was not surprising that Professor Phair did not recognize him. After class, she gestured to him as he was leaving, so he walked over.
"Mr. Adams, I want to again apologize for my behavior on Saturday. I'm not accustomed to being so forward."
"Yet, you were."
"Yes, I was. I would appreciate it if you would not, uh..."
"Mention it to anyone?" he said. She smiled and nodded. He told her he had no intention of telling anyone. With the tension broken, she visibly relaxed. "Where were you coming from that day?"
"I was finishing a ride out to the Weston Rail Trail."
"Where's that?"
"It's out toward the old quarry on an abandoned rail line. Do you ride?"
Professor Phair sat on the corner of her desk. "I like to, but I don't care for all the hills around here." She wore tailored navy-blue slacks and a cream-colored blouse tucked in the front of her slacks to accent her flat tummy.
"This trail is mostly level. It's not paved and there are some side runs that can make it interesting. I'm going out next weekend, wanna' come?"
With a shrug, she smiled. "We'll see."
"When a woman says 'we'll see' that means no."
"It's just that you're a student. It may not look proper to be out with you."
"Do you have a friend who can come? Then it wouldn't be just the two of us."
She thought about it. "My roommate might be interested, but I don't know if that will work."
"I have a friend--a girl," Kyle said. "She likes to ride. I could ask her then if even your roommate can't make it, there would still be a third person. So, ask him or her and let me know."
Professor Phair smiled. "You're not very subtle, Kyle. It's she, as in Delphine. Give me your number and I'll let you know. I'd really like to get out since the weather should be perfect."
He gave her his number and headed to his next class. Later he ran into Gina and asked if she'd be interested. She was, and they made a plan. On Wednesday after class, he stopped by Professor Phair's desk. "It's not looking good," she said. "Delphine can't make it."
"My friend, Gina, is available to make three of us. So?"
"If we can be discreet, then I'd love to do it."
"Great. I have a truck and can put the bikes in the back. Do you want me to pick you up?"
"Why don't I come to your place? I can leave my car there."
Kyle figured she didn't want him to know where she lived. They finalized plans with a time to meet. Hearing the details later, Gina said, "Is this Delphine her roommate as in sharing an apartment or as in sharing a bed?"
"I haven't a clue," he said. His mind raced with imagining if the attractive professor was involved in a same-sex relationship. Like any guy, those thoughts produced a predictable result. Gina noticed the new tent in his pants. They had a semi-regular sexual thing and didn't have any of the usual boy-girl awkwardness. She'd seen his erections both in and out of pants.
"Ugh. Guys are all alike. What is it that turns men on about two women being together?"
He readjusted his erection and smiled. "There's two naked hot women going at it; what's not to like?"
"Pig!" she said as punched his stomach. "I guess I shouldn't tell you about Monique. It might be too much for you."
"Monique, as in your friend from Paris?"
"Oui."
"Wow. She's really pretty. When did the two of you get together?"
"We've been having fun for a while."
"You mean all this time as you and I were doing stuff, you and she were involved?"
"If you mean by doing stuff, you mean fucking, yeah, we were."
"I had no idea. You should have told me."
"Did you tell me about every other girl you were screwing?"
His silence answered her question. "Anyway, we like to have fun. We're not exclusive but enjoy some adventures."
"Adventures?" he said.
"Definitely. We even talked about inviting a third person in."
Just the thought of that made his stiff member jump in his pants. Gina glanced down and smiled. "You're so predictable. I shouldn't even mention that Monica thinks you're cute. She even mentioned you as a possibility. Why don't you think about that for a while?" She patted his erection through his pants. He had nothing to think about. If they were serious, he was in.
The next few days dragged by as he anticipated spending the day with the attractive Professor Phair. Saturday appeared in the guise of sunny skies and hot weather, especially for early May. Gina arrived and he stowed her gear and bike in his truck. They were chatting while standing in front of his apartment complex when Professor Phair's Jeep rolled up, with the top and sides removed. When she stepped out, Kyle knew he would be fighting an erection all day. Professor Phair wore a pair of pink yoga pants showcasing her tight bottom. On top, she had a gray sports bra that allowed her toned tummy to shine. He could even detect where her nipples pushed against the material of her bra. Her blond hair, done up in a ponytail, stuck out of the back of a baseball cap. Even Gina let him know how the professor looked. "Holy fuck, she's hot," said Gina under her breath.
He waved and walked to the back of the Jeep to retrieve her bike, adding it to the two already in the truck's bed. Professor Phair carried her backpack to the truck. "Beautiful day for a ride," she said. He put her pack in the second row, along with those for him and Gina. "Yeah, great day. Professor Phair, this is Gina Alberti." The two women shook hands. "Do you have a preference about riding in front or back?" he asked.
She looked from him to Gina. "I get a bit carsick in the back, so I'd prefer the front." They climbed in. It was about a forty-minute ride to the start of the trail. Along the way, she asked Gina about her studies and the two women settled into a comfortable conversation. Kyle would occasionally glance over at Professor Phair enjoying how her legs looked in the skin-tight pants.
"Kyle says your roommate's name is Delphine. Is she French?"
Professor Phair said. "Yes, she is."
"I have a friend, Monique, from France. I wonder if they know each other?"
Professor Phair's eyes widened. "Monique Delon?" Gina said that was her.
"She and Delphine are friends," she said with a smile breaking the corners of her mouth. Gina picked up on something in her voice.
"Close friends?" Gina asked.
"You should ask her," said Professor Phair with some humor in her response.
"Oh, I will," said Gina.
Upon arrival at the parking area, Kyle unloaded the bikes. With their packs on, they peddled toward the start of the trail and stopped. "I thought we'd go about ten miles and then take a little trip up to Table Rock. There's a great view from there. We can rest and have lunch before coming back. Sound good?" The two women agreed, and after putting on helmets, off they went. The trail was wide enough for them to ride abreast. Whenever other walkers or bikers approached from the opposite direction, they fell into a single line. Kyle always seemed to fall in behind Professor Phair. He could make out a pair of small purple underwear underneath the pink pants. He learned you could bike with an erection.
They covered the length of the trail before it branched off in the seacoast's direction. On the return ride, Kyle left the trail and led them up a slight incline. The trail switched back and forth, allowing them to climb to the top without too much effort. Reaching the summit, they all removed their helmets and took in the spectacular scenery. Standing on a flat rock, they could look east and see the ocean. Below them was a thick forest with a mix of evergreens, maples, oaks, and birch. The three silently enjoyed the serenity and beauty of the spot.
"This is marvelous," said Professor Phair. "I never even knew it was here."
"It's a special place. There aren't too many people who come here until the fall. Then leaf-peepers fill the entire area. If you are up for a short hike, there is a delightful spot for lunch just a little way from here." Securing their bikes to trees, they set off. In fifteen minutes of hiking on a narrow trail, they entered a wide clearing at the edge of a pool of dark blue water.
"This is the remains of a granite quarry," Kyle said. "They'd mine the granite and send it back down to the rail via a gravity system. After loading the granite onto a flat car on the rails, they'd let gravity take it to the bottom. After unloading, the crew would haul the car back up."
Gina had pulled out the food for lunch. She spread a blanket on the grass next to the water. The temperature was in the mid-eighties, unusual for this time of year. After they finished sandwiches and a bottle of wine, Kyle stood.
"The day is too good to waste. I'm going for a swim."
"If I had known," said Professor Phair, "I'd have worn my suit."
Grinning, Kyle said. "Not required." He pulled off his top, revealing his well-toned chest and abs. Kicking off his shoes, he next rid himself of his socks. Professor Phair stared while not believing he would go any further.
"Hurry up," said Gina. Professor Phair shifted to see Gina standing naked with the water up to her ankles. Turning back to Kyle, she saw his bare bottom as he raced toward the pool. He and Gina dove in. She surfaced in a moment with a scream. "It's freezing," she cried.
"You'll get used to it," Kyle said.
"I doubt it," replied Gina as she made her way toward shore.
Kyle started swimming to a small spit of land about fifteen yards offshore. Gina walked toward the blanket where the professor sat. "Good thing the air is warm," she said as she sat down. "I can air dry." The professor admired the tight body of the young woman. Her small breasts with hard nipples stood firmly on her chest. She looked to be in good shape with no visible fat to go along with the complete absence of hair between her legs.
"You're quite comfortable being naked with Kyle."
"We're sorta' fuck-buddies, so we've seen it all." The professor looked out over the water to see Kyle sitting waist-deep near the small island. Gina followed the professor's gaze. "Yeah, he has a nice bod." The professor nodded. Just then Kyle stood up. He faced the women, letting the sun illuminate his naked body.
"Oh my," said Professor Phair.
Gina laughed. "That's an awesome cock. And the good part--he's a grower besides being a shower."
The professor's hand went to her mouth as she looked at the naked man. "And the two of you..."
"Fuck? Oh yeah, and it's the best I've ever had. Some guys with a big dick think they just have to shove it in and that you should be grateful for that. Not Kyle; he works with me. I swear he can read my mind and knows when to go hard and fast or easy and slow. When he's hard, it's not only longer but also thicker. God, I'm getting wet just thinking about it." Professor Phair dared not declare she was also feeling dampness between her legs. She knew that she should not be ogling a naked student, but she could not wrest her eyes from his body.
"Good lovers are not easy to come by," she said, surprising herself that she was encouraging this erotically charged conversation.
"No shit," said Gina. "And he is also the best at oral. He can keep me happy with just his head between my legs. He once referenced learning how to please me with his tongue from an older woman. I didn't care as long as he kept doing what he was. I almost didn't have to fuck him after that." Gina paused and laughed. "Notice I said 'almost'". The women shared a smile.
Kyle was stretching while standing on the small isle. "You know he thinks you're super sexy," said Gina. "You might want to give him a chance. He's mentioned your butt about a thousand times."
With wildly erotic images flashing through her mind, Professor Phair shook her head. "He's a student and completely off limits. Plus, he's way too young."
"The semester ends in two weeks, and he'll have graduated. Think about it, Professor, you wouldn't regret it. I wouldn't let age bother you. You're just fucking, not getting married. Of course, you may be getting something even better right now."
Professor Phair turned to Gina. "You and Kyle seemed to share a curiosity in my private life. He made an equally awkward inquiry about my roommate." Gina arched an eyebrow. The professor laughed. "Here's the deal, I'm forty-two, divorced and happily so for over five years. Delphine and I are close friends and I have not enjoyed a cock like that or any in a long time. I can't believe I just said 'cock' in front of a student."
"Remember, I'm not in your class, so you can say cock. You could also enjoy one and I'd never tell." Professor Phair slowly shook her head.
"Your married name is Phair?" The professor nodded.
"What's your first name?"
"Beatrice, but most people call me Bea."
"Be Phair," said Gina. "You've got to be kiddin' me."
"No, sadly I'm not. My friends say I should go back to my maiden name, but I've published several papers under my married name, and I don't want to restart building recognition if I go back to my original name."
"Was your first husband 'F-A-I-R'?"
"Gina, I told you he's now my ex-husband and that speaks volumes about his abilities that rarely even reached 'fair'. And he had nowhere near the potential to go beyond 'fair' that Kyle is displaying." The two women admired the naked man standing across the water. As they watched, Kyle entered the pool and swam to shore. He emerged and walked toward them. Despite her self-admonishment to control herself, Bea could not pull her eyes from the swaying appendage as he approached.
"That was refreshing," Kyle said as he knelt next to Professor Phair. "You should've joined us."
"I think just being here while the two of you are naked is pushing the boundary of acceptable behavior between faculty and students. I ask you again to not tell anyone." She glanced down for her first closeup look at his sex.
Gina nudged her arm. "I told you it was good. Kyle doesn't mind if you look; do you, Kyle?"
"I'm naked because I want to be. It makes no difference if people want to look or not." With that, he settled on his back and let the sun dry him. His penis rested on his thigh. Gina reached around Bea to lift it. "I love your cock. If Professor Phair weren't here, I'd suck the shit out of this."
"Please don't," said Bea in a voice barely above a whisper. Gina sighed, gave Kyle's cock one last tug, and lay back down. Bea's gaze shifted between the two young naked bodies that flanked her. Reclining, she closed her eyes and imagined what sex would be like with either of these beautiful people. Feeling someone tapping her shoulder, she realized she had dozed off. As she focused her gaze, she was looking directly into Kyle's cock dangling inches from her face.
"We should go," he said. "Gina has to get to work at five." Kyle stood, offering his hand to Bea. She took it as he helped her up. Their bodies were so close that she felt the tip of his penis touch her thigh. He smiled and walked over to his clothes to dress. Soon they retrieved their bikes and made their way back down the hill to the main trail. Within a half-hour they were heading back to town. At his apartment, Kyle loaded Bea's bike into her Jeep.
"Thanks for a lovely, and might I add, interesting day. This will be our little secret, right? I mean I'd appreciate if..."
"If I didn't tell anyone," replied Kyle. Bea nodded, shook his hand, and left.
"Wanna' fuck?" Gina asked. "I've got about an hour before I have to leave for work."
"Is there any doubt?" he replied. They carried their bikes into the hallway of the apartment building before racing up the steps.
Within a minute of entering his apartment, they were naked. "Eat me," commanded Gina. Kyle pushed her onto the couch, lifted her legs over his shoulders and began using his tongue in a way that made her squeal. She was rapidly climbing the peak when a cell rang. Gina saw it was ringing in Kyle's shorts bundled on the floor. She picked it up to see it was from Professor Phair.
"Hi, Professor, or can I call you Bea." Gina hit speaker so Kyle could hear.
"Outside of the university, you can call me Bea. Is Kyle there?"
"He's sorta' busy, what's up?"
"I think I left my hat in his backpack, could you check?"
"Sure. I'll call you right back at this number, ok?"
They hung up. Gina reluctantly got up and found the cap. She used Facetime to return the call. Bea answered. "Hi. Nice to see you again."
"Is this the one?" Gina held up the cap in front of the lens. She heard Bea say it was and Gina pulled the cap away, letting the camera focus on a naked Kyle, fully erect.
"Oh my god," Bea said. Kyle looked at Gina and quickly covered himself as best he could. The head of his erection still extended beyond his hands.
"I can't believe you did that, Gina," he said.



Gina refocused on her face. "See, Bea, Kyle was giving me the best head when you called." She tilted the camera down to show her naked pussy. "I told you he was awesome, and he was inspired right now. I think you got him excited. He kept talking about how good your ass looked in those pink yoga pants."
"Gina, cut the shit," Kyle yelled. "Give me the phone." As she handed him the phone, she let his erection come back into view. He grabbed it and positioned the phone so only his face showed.
"I'm sorry Professor, Gina can be a real tease."
"So, I see. Well, thanks again for today and I'll get my hat some other time."
"You mean you're outside?"
After a pause, Bea said, "Yes."
"I can bring it out or you could come in."
Bea chuckled. "Might be best if we make other arrangements. You seem to be rather occupied right now."
Gina shouted in the background, "He's going to fuck the shit out of me."
"Gina, knock it off," said Kyle. "Give me a second to pull on something and I'll be right out." He disconnected, pulled on his shorts and shirt, and hurried out the door.
"Invite her in for a three-way," Gina called after him. He gave her the finger over his shoulder.
Bea was standing beside her Jeep. Kyle gave her the hat. "Sorry about all that. You gotta' know I had no clue Gina would turn the camera around like that."
"I figured as much. No harm done. It's merely another thing that no one can know about." Bea looked at the large tent in his shorts. Inwardly, she sighed at the thoughts of the forbidden pleasure before her.
"Understood," Kyle agreed. Bea gave him a wave, climbed in, and drove off.
Back inside, he found Gina in bed using two fingers in her pussy. "You owe me a fuck," she said.
"I should let you suffer for being such a tease."
"I think you want it as badly as I do. You can even imagine you're doing the professor while doing me."
Kyle said nothing as he striped then rolled a condom over his erection. As he pushed his engorged tip past her pussy lips, he wondered what it would feel like being inside Professor Phair. Gina's fingernails digging into his ass brought him back to reality and he started hitting her hard. If she wanted to tease, he'd give her way more than she bargained for.
When they finished, sweat coated their naked bodies. "That was the best fuck we've had in ages," Gina said. "I think our hot professor inspired you. I wonder if she'd be up for a little group play. Would you like that? Would you like the two of us doing naughty things to you?" As she spoke, life returned, and his erection reappeared.
Gina straddled him. "My turn to fuck you," she said as she put a fresh condom on the hard organ sticking up between her thighs. She raised up and slowly lowered herself down, taking every inch. "Oh, this is going to be so good. I bet I can get two or three orgasms before you have one." She began riding him to make her prediction come true.
The following Monday he stopped by the Professor's desk after class. "That was fun last weekend," he said. "We'll probably be taking another ride this weekend. Up for it?"
Bea smiled. "Kyle, I had fun and I think you were the one still 'up for it'."
"What?"
Bea pulled out her phone. She pulled up a picture and turned the screen toward Kyle. There he was with an erection.
"Shit, I'm gonna' kill Gina. I had no idea she sent that."
"I believe you. I should just erase it."
"But?"
Bea took a deep breath. "It's erotic and I enjoy looking at it. Does that bother you?"
Kyle shook his head.
"There's someone else who likes it," Bea said.
"Who?"
"My roommate. She happened to see it."
Kyle laughed. "Just happened to see it?"
Bea grinned. "Anyway, she's an artist. She does both oils and photography. She'd like you to pose for her."
"I guess you mean dressed like in the photo."
Bea nodded. "I told her I'd ask, but also made it clear that I would make sure you knew you were under no obligation or pressure to do so. There would be a modeling fee if that helps you decide."
"Do you want me to do it?"
Bea remained silent for a while. "I have no say in this."
"Where would it happen?" Asked Kyle.
"At our house," said Bea. "She's set up a studio on the third floor."
"Let me get this straight," Kyle said. "You want me--a student--to come to your house, get naked and let someone take pictures of me?"
Bea blushed. "Fuck. Oops, sorry. The way you said that makes it sound horrible. Forget about it."
Kyle laughed. "Professor, I'm just kidding. Tell your roommate I'd be happy to pose. I could use the money. When is this going to happen?"
"If you don't mind, I'll give her your number and the two of you can coordinate. And, Kyle, I'd appreciate it if..."
"If I didn't mention it to anyone."
Bea nodded.
"How about Gina? Can I tell her?" he asked.
Bea swiped her phone to show a selfie of a naked Gina. "Delphine is also interested in Gina as a model. When you tell her what you're doing, could you ask her if she's interested?"
"Hell, she's takes her clothes off for no reason. To model and get paid, she'd do it in a second. I'll ask her." Kyle said he'd arrange for Delphine to call Gina directly.
The next day Kyle received a call from a woman with the sexiest French accent he could imagine. She thanked him for agreeing to pose. She told him what the fee would be, and he agreed to it.
"Can you come this weekend?" Delphine asked.
"Sure. What time?"
They agreed on one o'clock. "Anything I need to know?" he asked.
"Oui, please wear loose-fitting clothes and no underwear. I don't want the marks."
Gina later told him she also received a call from Delphine and agreed to pose. "Are you going this weekend?" he asked.
"No. She said she'd let me know when to come. Are you nervous about posing for her?"
"I wouldn't say nervous. I'm not ashamed of my body and I could always use a few bucks."
Gina grinned. "Plus, you'll be naked in the same house as your fantasy cougar. Maybe she'll stop by while you're posing." He told Gina she was being ridiculous, but he later found out how right she was.
Kyle arrived at Bea's and Delphine's house fifteen minutes early, and Bea greeted him. He entered the Victorian house's spacious entry admiring how the Professor looked. Today she wore a soft yellow cotton dress that clung to her shape. By the points in the top, he knew she was braless. The dress reached mid-thigh, allowing her long legs to reveal themselves. She greeted him with a handshake and asked if he wanted anything to drink. He declined.
"Let me show you to Delphine's studio." She turned toward the stairs and Kyle fell in behind. As they ascended, he fixed his eyes on the rump undulating under the thin fabric. She gave him a quick history of the house.
"It's from the late 1800s. A local mill owner built it and at one time it was the largest home in town. His descendants kept it until the last one passed away. By that time the house had fallen into disrepair. The attorney overseeing the estate offered it to my ex-husband at a decent price. We spent five years restoring it. I love it and can't imagine living anywhere else."
They were now climbing the final staircase to the third floor. "At one time," Bea continued, "this was a ballroom. We don't throw many balls, so Delphine claimed it as her studio. It's ideal. There is a row of north-facing windows that afford perfect natural light, plus we added four skylights. We rehabbed the one half-bath into a full bath. Delphine spends most of her time here."
The stairs opened onto a large, open room with high ceilings. To Kyle's right was a stage, which now seemed to be a holding place for stacks of canvases and other supplies. Along the opposite wall stood oil paintings. From this distance he couldn't quite make out the subjects, but the abundance of flesh tones told him they were probably nudes. In the center of the room was a large platform with a one-foot rise. Along the side were assorted chairs, a couch, high pedestals, and piles of fabrics. In the middle stood a young woman. She was wearing paint-splattered overalls and work boots. She wore her red hair in a bun with a red bandana around her forehead. From this angle, it did not appear she wore anything under her overalls. Bea called out and the woman turned to see them. Her face brightened as she crossed the room.
"You've brought me a present!" Kyle found her French accent enticing. Standing in front of him, her pretty face seemed fixed in a permanent smile. She had a slightly up-turned nose that gave her a pixie appearance that complimented her tiny frame. Her head barely reached the middle of his chest, and he estimated her to be no more than five feet.
"Bienvenu! I'm Delphine and am so happy you will work with me. I have so many ideas we can do together. After Bea showed me your picture, I knew you would be the star of my new series. We must get to work at once. You can leave your clothes over there on that bench."
Kyle knew he would pose nude, but he didn't expect to move into it so quickly. He walked to the bench to undress. Since he only wore a tee shirt and jeans, the process did not take long. He turned back to Delphine to see the Professor still talking with her. As one, they turned as he began walking toward him.
"Mon Dieu, Bea, you were so right. He is beautiful. Such a magnificent cock, don't you agree?"
Bea said nothing. Her eyes followed every bounce and sway as he neared. "I have to be going," the Professor said. "Buzz me if you want anything. I can bring lunch up around three." Delphine and Bea kissed cheeks. "Good luck, Kyle," Bea said as she turned to leave.
"Ah, let me really look at you. I may touch you, too, no?"
Kyle nodded. "Bien." Delphine looked up and down, walked slowly around him and returned to be in front. "You have worked out much, I see."
"I try to stay in shape. Plus, I play rugby and lift weights." Delphine ran her hands over his chest and then his biceps. She lightly touched his abs. "Can you make them tight?" Kyle contracted his abs. "Oui, this is very nice." Her fingers flittered along his six-pack.
Her hand traveled down to his cock. Circling her fingers around the thick shaft, she hefted it. With her other hand, she cupped his sac. "Very nice, Kyle. You are so manly. Now, let me tell you what I have in mind." She dropped his cock and moved behind him as she spoke.
"I am working on a series that adds something special to well-known classical art." As she spoke, her hands grabbed his butt. He flexed as she gave each cheek a pat. "You know many classic statues portray nudes. Today we see them as they were sculpted, but at one point the Church insisted that fig leaves cover the genitals. Stupid, non? Today, no one would think of doing such a thing. But I wonder how they would react if not only the genitals are on display, but if the men also had erections. I think that may shake up the art world. So, that is my scheme. I will photograph and paint the classics in a sexually explicit fashion. You like my idea?"
Kyle didn't know what to say. He understood that in addition to posing nude, he would have to do so fully erect. All week he had been worrying about becoming excited while a woman took pictures. Now, he realized that was a requirement. Delphine had returned to stand in front. He looked down and confirmed she had no shirt on under her overalls. As she would turn, he could see side boobs. He was a bit surprised that they appeared out of proportion to her petite size. Although he could not see her nipple, he could admire the fullness of her breast.
"Let's get started." She asked him to stand on a round turntable on top of the posing platform. "Just stand there while I set the lights." She positioned various lights, adjusting them to meld with the natural light pouring in and checking the view on her camera and the connected laptop until it satisfied her. Approaching Kyle with a paper in hand, she asked him to look at the photo. It was a picture of Michelangelo's David.
"We will start with this one. It is universally known. Can you strike a pose like this?" Kyle tried to replicate the classic sculpture. Delphine adjusted his legs and hand. She left him to grab a cloth sling. He draped it over his shoulder as it was in the original. Delphine regarded him from different angles, then took a few pictures. She adjusted the lights again before taking more shots. Looking over her camera, she smiled and told him he could get ready.
"Ready?" Kyle asked.
"Yes, you may now get an erection," she replied. Kyle never had a woman ask him to get hard. The pressure was on, and he feared he would not be "up" to the task. Delphine waited for a result, but none was evident.
"I feared this might happen," she said. "Alors, I have a solution." She unhooked the top of her overalls, letting the bib fall to her waist. Her large breasts came into view. The result she was waiting for occurred immediately. "Ah, now we have another beautiful work of art. I begin." Delphine took a series of shots. Next, she came onto the platform and rotated the turntable a quarter turn. Retreating to her camera, she ran off another series. By this time, the initial excitement of Delphine's naked breasts was losing its impact. When she went to turn him some more, she stared at the sagging member. Reaching out, she tugged his cock. After a few pulls, Kyle was again at full mast. Delphine worked behind the camera until it was time to complete turning him so she could capture the last angle.
"I turn this so I can look at all perspectives of you. I'm going to do close-ups of all parts now. Just stand still, but you don't have to hold the pose." Holding the camera, Delphine stepped onto the platform while carrying a short step stool. She climbed on the stool to take close shots of Kyle's face and head. Methodically, she worked from top to bottom. When she reached his cock, she stroked him until it was hard and erect.
"Should I come back later," came a voice from across the room. Kyle and Delphine turned to look at Professor Phair standing in the doorway holding a tray of food. Delphine's hand was still on his cock and her breasts were still exposed.
"No, I am getting nice shots of this magnificent cock and needed it to be fully hard," said Delphine as she continued to stroke Kyle.
"Looks like what you're doing is definitely working," said the professor.
Delphine giggled and took pictures of the erection inches from her face. When she finished, she walked back to set her camera back on the tripod.
"I suppose your boobs are part of the process," said Professor Phair. Delphine refastened the bib on the overalls. "He needed inspiration to overcome the initial shyness." After a brief pause and with a wide grin, she added, "It seemed to work." Professor Phair shook her head in amusement.
"Time for a break," she said as she placed the tray with sandwiches and beers on a table. "Come, Kyle." Placing her hands over her mouth in mock shock, she said, "I meant 'come' and eat." The two women laughed at the pun. Kyle looked around for a robe or something to cover his nudity. Seeing none, he walked to stand with the women.
"How do you feel about modeling?" asked Professor Phair.
"Exposed," answered Kyle.
"Other than that?" she said.
"Not much to it," said Kyle. "I stand how Delphine says, look at her pretty boobs and let her stroke my erection. All in all, not a bad way to earn a few bucks." Everyone laughed.
After they ate, Professor Phair asked when they would finish. "I can bring up some snacks and drinks later, if you'll be working late."
"We're almost finished," said Delphine. "I have a few more closeups and we can end." She directed Kyle to resume his position on the platform. "After we're done, you might like a shower, oui?"
Kyle said he would. Delphine asked Bea is she would bring up fresh towels. Before leaving, Bea cleaned up the remains of the lunch. Delphine used her hand to bring Kyle back to full hardness. She shot a dozen more pictures. "Alors, we are done. You did great, Merci. Now, go take a shower. I know it can be stressful standing there all this time." She looked directly at his erection as she spoke the last words. Kyle headed to the bathroom. Inside was a walk-in shower with a glass-enclosure, along with a sink and toilet. He bent over while pushing his erection down and peed before setting the temperature in the shower. The hot water cascading over his shoulders made him realize how tense he was. The bouncing erection was another reminder of tension. He estimated he had been hard on and off for over three hours. He needed release now. Soapy hands ran the length of his erection. Flashes of Delphine's breasts, sensations of her hand on his cock and memories of standing naked with Delphine and Professor Phair flooded his consciousness as his hand flew up and down his erection. A sound made him open his eyes. He saw Professor Phair standing two feet away, holding a towel. Their eyes locked.
He stopped stroking. "God, I'm, uh, ... I mean, I didn't see you. God..." His voice trailed off.
"Don't stop," replied Professor Phair softly. "You must need it after being hard so long. I'll leave you."
"Don't," Kyle said. "I mean, you don't have to leave."
"I shouldn't..."
"It's ok." He could see the indecision in her eyes. As they looked at each other, his hand moved up his erection. Slowly, he began stroking. Professor Phair held the towel to her heaving chest. She backed against the door, closing it. Kyle turned to stand in profile. The water beat on his back, while his soapy hand quickened the pace. Bea's hand held the towel under her breasts, but her thumbs moved over her nipples. She closed her eyes at the intensity of the sensation. Opening them, she saw Kyle watching her touch her breasts as he stroked faster. Forgoing modesty, Bea dropped the towel and cupped both breasts. As she squeezed, Kyle began moving his hips in syncopation with his hands.
"I'm going to cum," he said.
"Yes," said Professor Phair. "Do it." Kyle stroked twice more before he reached the point of no return. His orgasm made his body jerk and his knees buckle. He exploded into the shower with two long strings. He held the tip of his cock with one hand as the other coaxed out more liquid. It ran over his knuckles. His heart rate decreased. He stepped back to allow the shower to rinse his limp cock. Professor Phair released her breasts and stooped to pick up the towel. Kyle turned off the shower and stepped into the bathroom to stand on a mat. Professor Phair wiped his face with the towel.
"Turn around," she said. Kyle pivoted and felt her move the towel over his shoulders. Moving softly, she wiped the moisture from his body. Her fingers transmitted the strength of his muscles, fueling her still rising libido. She always loved the feel of men's hard bodies. Working her way down his back, she squatted to dry his calves and thighs. His naked butt was smooth, with a dimple on each cheek. She dried every inch. Using her finger behind the terrycloth, she probed between the tight buns. Kyle reacted as her finger crossed his rear opening. His mouth fell open as she pressed against the rosebud. When he felt the towel move from his body, he turned. The professor was on her knees, her face even with his semi-erect cock. Their eyes met. Smile greeting smile. Using the towel as a barrier, she held his cock. Bea never knew a cock like this. With one hand barely encircling the newly hard organ, her other lifted his nut sack. Kyle reached down to pull the towel away. He thrust his hips forward, causing the tip of his erection to touch Professor Phair's cheek. She pulled back and stood.
"I can't," she said. Kyle pulled her to him. Her chest pressed against his damp torso while his erection rested between them. Her fingers lightly ran up and down his shaft. He bent to kiss her, but she pulled away.



"Sorry," she said before leaving the bathroom and closing the door behind her.
"Fuck," uttered Kyle as his new erection throbbed.
He finished drying and walked back into the studio for his clothes. Delphine was reviewing the pictures on her laptop. Professor Phair was not to be seen. Delphine glanced his way, seeing his erection, she raised an eyebrow, but quickly returned to her computer. "These are excellent, Kyle. I will use them to begin my painting. Can you return next week? I think I will be far enough along to have you pose for the final."
They agreed on a time as Kyle dressed. "Can you find your way out or shall I take you?" Delphine asked.
He assured her he could make it on his own. Reaching the first floor, Professor Phair joined him. "You're finished?"
Kyle told her he'd be returning next week. Sensing her discomfort, he said, "What happened will go no further."
Professor Phair nodded. "Not even to Gina?"
Kyle admitted he was powerless to deny answering her questions. "She'd never tell anyone, I promise."
The professor nodded. "Kyle, I never planned on anything."
He touched her shoulder. "It's not a problem. I'll see you in class."
"Just two more of those," she said. She avoided his gaze.
"Yes, then I'll be ready to graduate. No longer a student."
She lifted her eyes to see the glint. Shaking her head and smiling, she tapped his back as he left. She closed the door and fell against it. "What the fuck am I doing?" she asked herself. The remembrance of how his cock felt in her hands and the warmth between her legs did not help to form a coherent answer.
"She touched your cock?" Gina sat wide-eyed across from him in the dining hall.
"And, my balls. She mostly used the towel, but I hugged her, and she touched it," he replied. "She was also squeezing her breasts while I was jerking off."
"Watching you jerk off must have been hot, especially as she was grabbing her boobs. They look like great tits. So, what happens next?"
"I'm clueless about that. Tomorrow is the second to last class and I'm afraid it could be awkward."
"Just play it straight. If she mentions something, then you'll know what to do. I wouldn't bring it up, though." Kyle nodded.
"Do you think she'll watch you again?"
Kyle said he didn't know.
"I think I'll stop by next time you pose. Delphine asked me to come soon. I'll call her and say I can ride over with you. You don't mind if I watch?"
"It's not like you haven't seen it before. Why do you want to come?"
"Because the professor and I can both watch you jerk off." Kyle doubted that would happen, but the thought of it made him smile.
The following Saturday Kyle picked up Gina on his way to the professor's house. As they pulled into the driveway, Gina remarked on how beautiful it was. Professor Phair greeted them and led them upstairs. Delphine was dressed as before and stood by the easel with the partially completed nude painting. The most obvious missing part was in the crotch. After introductions, Delphine said she looked forward to working with Gina. "You know the 'Pieta'? "she asked.
Gina said she did. "I want to do a version with you as Mary and Kyle as Jesus. Of course, both of you will be naked and you will be holding his erection. That will be scandalous. Don't you love it?"
No one responded and Delphine moved on. She told him to strip. He went to the corner and removed his clothes. Professor Phair and Gina stood off to one side as he took his place on the dais. Delphine undid her top and waited for the erection. He remained limp.
"I must be losing my touch," said Delphine.
"He's just nervous," said Gina. "Let me help."
Crossing the room, she knelt before him. Before he could say a word, she had his dick in her mouth. He looked at Delphine and Professor Phair. Delphine was broadly grinning, and Professor Phair had her hand to her mouth looking bewildered. It wasn't long before he was hard. Gina moved away and Delphine began filling in the missing area. Her brush moved quickly over the canvas revealing his erection a stroke at a time. She paused a few times to fondle him although he didn't feel the need for the stimulation. Having Gina and Professor Phair staring at him was stimulation enough. She soon finished.
Delphine suggested another shower and Kyle moved to the bathroom. He was enjoying the hot stream when the door opened. Gina walked in. She reached back outside the door and pulled the professor in by her hand. The professor looked at him with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. Gina opened the glass shower door. The two stood looking at the naked man.
Kyle soaped his hands and began stroking his cock. In seconds it was hard. He slowly moved his fingers up and down, purposely not looking at the women.
"I love watching a man jerk off," said Gina. "Do you?"
It took several seconds before the professor said, "Before Kyle did it last week, I'd never seen a man do it. My ex would never do it, and the other men I've known didn't offer."
"Did you ask your ex to do it?" prodded Gina.
"I was too embarrassed to do so."
"You like watching Kyle, right?"
"It's certainly erotic," the professor responded.
Kyle glanced over at them. His eyes locked on the professor's while increasing the tempo. She held his gaze then her eyes drifted down. Her hand covered her mouth as he cupped his balls and stroked.
"I have to touch myself," said Gina. She slipped her hands under the waistband of her shorts. She appeared to be rubbing herself vigorously. Professor Phair's eyes shifted from looking at Kyle to watching Gina's hand inside her shorts.
"I...I should leave," the professor said in a whisper.
"Stay," said Gina. "It's twice as hot with you here watching Kyle and me."
Professor Phair leaned back against the wall. Her face flushed with excitement and her hands crept up to cup her breasts. She tweaked her nipples as her mouth fell open. Kyle turned to face her and stroked faster than ever. The Professor slipped her hands underneath her blouse and fondled her own breasts. Her eyes were just slits as her pleasure increased. As he was nearing his climax, his gaze shifted to Gina, who was making loud sounds.
"Fuck," she cried and doubled over with the intensity of her orgasm. That was the final push he needed and started to explode. The first shot was strong enough to pass out of the shower and land at Professor Phair's feet. Her fingers were pinching her nipples. As the ejaculation continued, he saw her sucking on her bottom lip as her breasts heaved with each breath. He released his softening cock as the last few drops hit the tiles. The only sound in the room was the water still cascading down his back while he ended the shower. The three of them stood in silence.
"Well, that was fucking awesome," said Gina.
"One could say so," replied Professor Phair as her hands emerged from underneath her blouse and dropped to her sides.
"How about a towel?" Kyle asked. Gina picked it up from the sink and handed it to the professor. "Bea, you do the honors."
"I shouldn't," she said.
"Yet, you want to," said Gina. "It's only the three of us here and it will stay with the three of us."
Hesitantly, the professor moved toward Kyle. She dried his face and hair, then moved the towel to his chest. He grabbed his cock and held it up as if to offer it to the professor.
Professor Phair closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She handed the towel to Gina and took hold of his cock. Her fingers tightened around his shaft. Her eyes met his and a smile crossed her face. They locked eyes as her fingers moved up and down. He began to harden when her other hand cupped his balls. He pressed his lips to hers. Her reaction was to stop stroking and pull her head back. For a second their eyes met before she closed her eyes and kissed him. Her fingers gripped the now hard cock. He put his arms around her and slid his hands to her butt. Their kiss intensified, their lips parted, and his tongue found hers. She stroked him fast and hard; he squeezed her butt. He began to slide his hand up to her breast when there was a knock.
"Are you staying in there all day?" called Delphine.
Their eyes shot open, and Professor Phair jumped back. Her face was red, and beads of perspiration ran across her hairline. She turned, hurried past Gina and out the door. He could hear her say something to Delphine. The door opened and Delphine stuck her head in. "Bea says she must run out. Let's talk before you leave."
Kyle toweled dry, wrapped the towel around his waist, and returned to the studio. Gina and Delphine were standing with glasses of wine and looking at the computer, while Bea was not to be seen. Gina nodded toward a table with a wine bottle and another glass. He poured a glass before joining them at the computer. They were looking at pictures of Kyle with an erection and comparing it to the painting. To his eye Delphine might have given him a bit more credit in the size department, but the women liked it.
"Kyle," said Delphine, "Gina and I have been discussing the Pieta idea. She thinks she is too young to represent Mary and be your mother. I know the real Mary was probably quite young when she had the baby Jesus, but being a few months apart as are you and Gina will not work. I need an older model. I think Mary was probably in her forties when Jesus died. She could have been fifty, but I think it was more likely mid-forties. My brilliant idea is to have Bea pose with you. She is only 42, but for this work it will be close enough. Are you comfortable with the idea?"
He hoped they didn't notice his dick jump under the towel. The thought of posing nude with a naked Professor Phair sent blood rushing from his brain to the other head that often does the thinking.
Gina smiled at him understanding how he must be feeling. "Go ahead, Kyle. I think the two of you would be magical."
He probably used words, but all the others saw was a bobbing head.
The following week was the last one for classes. They had their final exam on Friday completing all his degree requirements. On that Monday, Professor Phair motioned for him to stay after class. When all the others left, she asked if he was ready for the exam. He told her yes and then asked what she really wanted to talk about.
"Uh, I understand Delphine asked you about the Pieta project."
He nodded.
"You must understand that she did so without even talking to me. I was taken aback at her suggestion and even more upset that she already broached the subject with you."
"You don't want to do it?" he asked.
She blushed. "Well, I was surprised. I mean I understand what she wants to do, but I, um, didn't want to give the wrong impression."
"You mean posing naked while you masturbate me might give me the wrong impression?"
Her blush deepened. Taking a deep breath she said, "You will have finished all your courses by then, so you won't be my student. I want you to know that I did not suggest this idea."
"You don't want to masturbate me?" he knew he was making her uncomfortable, but the look on her face pushed him to tease her.
"I didn't say that."
"Oh, you do want to masturbate me." he replied.
"God, Kyle, why are you making this so awkward? I want to help Delphine."
He touched her shoulder. She shivered. "Professor Phair, I'm just kidding. You look so pretty when you blush that I couldn't help myself. I think we'd do great together." He let the double entendre hang in the air.
She took a deep breath and said, "I guess if we are going to be doing this, you ought to call me Bea."
"I'd love to, Bea."
They both grinned. Heading to the door, he pulled it open to let her by. As she passed, he whispered, "I am so looking forward to seeing you naked. I bet it will be far better than I've been imagining." She jerked her head to stare at him. Her icy glare slowly melted as she noticed his smile. "I promise you it will be far beyond anything you could imagine." The back of her hand brushed against his fly, finding the hard pole hidden there.
Time moved quickly as his college career ended. Gina also finished her classes. She moved in with Kyle for the week to begin a non-stop fuck-fest. Every time he begged for mercy; Gina would remind him that he would be posing naked with his fantasy woman. That thought renewed him enough to finally have Gina begging for mercy and complaining of a sore pussy.
On the morning of the session for the Pieta, Kyle was up early. He didn't want Gina demanding a wake-up fuck. He took a long shower and trimmed everything. His cock stood straight as he imagined the session he would soon have with Bea. They hadn't met since his last class. He received an "A", but felt he worked for it. He was slowly stroking his cock when Gina entered the bathroom.
"Want me to take care of that?" she asked.
"I think I'll let go down on its own," he replied. "I'm sorta warming things up." She stepped naked into the shower. Grabbing his erection, she said it will soon be hot enough. She dropped to her knees and took his erection into her mouth.
After sucking him for a bit, she asked, "Think you'll fuck her?"
"I hadn't really thought about it," he said.
"Bullshit," she said. "I bet you're thinking of it right now with my mouth on your cock. So, do you think you'll do it?" She licked the length of his hard cock.
The thought had been in his mind; it was a recurring fantasy. He wasn't sure Bea would want to and he didn't want to come off as an idiot by assuming she would. He eased his cock fromGin's mouth. "If I did, how would you feel?"
"Seriously? You'd care about me if you had the chance to fuck the woman of your dreams?"
"I wouldn't want to hurt you."
"Kyle, we're friends. Make that great friends. We also like to fuck each other. Both of us know this is not a permanent thing. We have fucked other people. There will be no hurt involved if you and Bea hook up. And, to answer your question about how I'd feel. I'd be super jealous. Maybe she'd be interested in adding a little something to your adventures." Gina gave his cock one last suck, then stood.
Kyle laughed. "A little something like a little Gina?"
She grinned. "Anyway, don't worry about that now. I'm thinking I'll take a run at Delphine. She's so hot."
"What about Monique?"
Gina shrugged. "I asked her about Delphine. It seems they've been hooking up all along. Maybe the three of us will get together. Hey, we could then make it a five-some with you and Bea. That's a cool idea."
Gina was making Kyle's head spin, so he exited the shower and dried off. As with all his modeling sessions, he pulled on loose jeans and a tee shirt, no underwear. Gina came into the bedroom and dressed. She would accompany him to the modeling session. After a light breakfast, they drove to Bea's.
Monique answered the door and led them up to the studio. Entering, Kyle did not see Bea. He realized how on edge he was knowing they would be naked together. Monique saw him looking around.
"Bea will be up in a few minutes. Why don't you get undressed."
He went to the corner and stripped, leaving his clothes on a chair. Bea asked him to help her lift an ottoman onto the platform. She then put some pillows on the floor and spread a maroon quilt over them.
"In the Pieta, Mary is holding Jesus on her lap. I fear you would be too heavy for Bea to hold you like that. She will hold you in her lap, but your butt will rest on the ottoman and take much of the weight off her."
"You think I'm that weak?" They turned to see Bea walk in dressed in a white terry robe.
"No, Cherie," said Monique, "but you will be posing for a long time. I think this way will make it easier for both of you."
Bea nodded. "Are we ready?"
Monique looked at a naked Kyle and said, "Almost."
Bea walked to the corner where Kyle had left his clothes. With her back to the room, she slid her robe off. Kyle stared at the naked bottom that was the object of his fantasies. Her skin was light, although her bottom was whiter than the rest, making it stand out more. She had a dimple in one cheek, although both halves looked tight. Kyle was fixed on her butt when she turned around. Her light blond bush came into view. His cock grew rapidly. As his eyes moved upward, his cock hardened into steel. Bea's breasts swayed as she crossed the room. They were medium sized with dark pink areolae and darker nipples. Each nipple appeared hard and stood out proudly. She glanced at his erection and smiled.
Monique noted that they both seemed quite ready. She directed Bea to sit on the chair with her legs spread around the ottoman. Kyle could see her sex lips as her thighs parted. It only reinforced the tension in his erection. Bea had Kyle sit on the ottoman, drape his legs over Bea's left thigh, and lay back until Bea could cradle him in her arms.
Monique stepped away to inspect the pose. She ran off several shots and reviewed them on her laptop. She rearranged Kyle's legs, made him shift more toward Bea's chest, and let his head rest in the crook of her arm. His lips were now two inches from her nipple.
After reviewing the pose, Monique told them to begin. Bea let out a long breath and took Kyle's hard cock in her hand. She heard him moan. Monique had moved to a large sketch pad on an easel to begin quick impressions of the pose. After a minute or two, she returned to the camera and started the video function.
"I'm going to record this to help me later," she said. "Bea, could stroke him slowly?"
Bea and Kyle met each other's gaze. She grinned and said, "I can do that."
Her hand made its way up and down the hard flesh. Kyle at first held his breath, but then began to take short breaths. His mouth opened as his tongue licked his bottom lip. Monique was sketching furiously as she made close up impressions of various parts of the pose. Gina felt a slight arousal as Monique did a remarkably erotic drawing of Bea's hand on Kyle's cock.
It was twenty minutes before Monique called for a break. Bea removed her hand to allow Kyle to stand. He said nothing as he headed to the bathroom. Bea slipped on her robe and announced she was going downstairs to her bathroom.
"What do you think?" asked Monique.
"This is some fucking hot shit," replied Gina. "I'm surprised Kyle lasted this long. There is one thing, though."
"Oui?"
"If you really want to push the envelope, you should have Kyle more engaged," said Gina.
"How?"
"He could be sucking Bea's nipple while she strokes him," said Gina.
"Oui, that would make it more decadent. I love it."
When Bea and Kyle were back in the studio, Monique had them resume their pose. "I have a new twist. This time as Bea strokes the cock, I want Kyle to take her nipple in his lips."
Both Kyle and Bea let out a gasp. "We hadn't discussed that," said Bea.
"I know, but it will be so much better. Let's try it and see."
Monique restarted the video recording, went to her sketch pad to flop over to a clean sheet, and told them to begin.
Kyle stared at Bea. His eyes pled for a sign from her. She smiled and whispered, "It's good. I want you to do it."
Bea's fingers tightened around his erection while his lips moved to her nipple. As he closed on the tight, rough skin, he felt her stiffen. Her grip on his cock threatened to cut off blood flow. When he flicked the nipple with his tongue, she exhaled and softly said "Oh my."
Kyle kept teasing the nipple as Bea increased her stroking. When she felt him nearing the point of no return, he pulled off her breast and told Monique they needed a break. She looked up from her sketch pad, checked her watch, and told them they were done for the day.
Kyle stood and helped Bea to stand. Their eyes fixed on each other and left no doubt what each wanted.
"We're going to my room," said Bea. "Maybe we can have dinner later." Taking Kyle's hand, she led him out of the room, both still naked.



When the door closed, Gina asked if Monique thought they were really all that interested in food. Monique laughed and said they were most certainly hungry for something.
Gina said the session turned her on more than she ever imagined. Delphine agreed it was erotic. "Usually, I try not to get emotionally attached to the pose, but not this time. When Kyle took Bea's nipple, I almost came."
Gina grinned, "Me, too. Bea is seriously sexy. I tried to put myself in Kyle's place. Sucking that nipple would be hot. It must be difficult seeing her all the time and not being able to do anything."
"Bea is truly sexy, yes. But I have my diversions." Delphine smiled at Gina.
"Monique is an excellent 'diversion'," Gina said.
"She is," replied Delphine. "She says you are quite special, too."
Nodding, Gina said, "Looks like we have a lot in common. Maybe we should all get together and explore our commonality."
"All, in terms of who?"
"Well, I'd like to think you, me, Bea and Kyle, but I don't think Bea would be up for that."
Delphine nodded.
"You, me and Monique could be something worth pursuing," offered Gina.
"That is a pursuit I find intriguing," said Delphine as she moved her lips to Gina. The two kissed for a long time. "Are you really as good as Monique claims with your head between her legs."
Gina slipped her hand onto Delphine's crotch. "I guess you'll have to be the judge of that."
"Perhaps, we should call Monique now."
"Great idea," said Gina. Holding hands they left the studio.
Bea opened the door to her room and led Kyle inside. She kicked it closed and pulled him in to kiss. As their lips met, his erection pressed against her, and his hands pulled her butt. He played with the flesh of his dreams as their tongues explored each other.
Bea broke away to pull the covers off her bed. Suddenly she straightened and looked at Kyle. "You do want this, right?"
Kyle lifted her and dropped her on the bed. He crawled on top of her and began to kiss his way down her body. He caressed both breasts, teased her navel in her tight tummy, and positioned himself with his face amidst her blond curls. The scent overwhelmed him. He licked her from top to bottom and back. As he spread her lips to expose her aroused clit, he ran his tongue from top to bottom and then back up. Her juices ran down his chin. Using his fingers to separate her lips, he plunged his tongue deep inside. Bea groaned, lifting her hips from the bed. After several more moments of Kyle lapping at hir, Bea stopped him.
"As much as I know I would enjoy this, I want your cock, and I want it now."
Kyle knew he sometimes misread women's subtle hints, but he was pretty sure he was right this time as he moved back up and positioned his tip at her flushed lips.
"Protection?" he asked.
"Fuck me, Kyle."
He pushed forward straining against the natural resistance. When his tip slipped past the lips, Bea sighed. Slowly he entered her warm, moist canal. Her eyes closed, her nostrils flared, and her mouth dropped open. When he was fully inside, she asked him to give her a second.
"It's been a while since..."
"Since?" he prompted.
"Since I had a cock."
"Am I hurting you?" he said.
She laughed aloud. "God, no, I want to savor this feeling. You fill every inch of me. I've been dreaming of this."
"Dreaming of my cock or any cock?"
She slapped his ass. "From the moment I saw you at the lake, I've imagined what your cock would feel like. When I saw you erect in the shower and you masturbated, I knew I had to be with you. Then I got to know you better and learned how funny and thoughtful you are. I wanted this, Kyle. I want to enjoy every second of it. Am I making any sense?"
"I guess," he said with a smile. "Does this mean I can fuck you now?'
They both laughed. "Oh yeah," she said.
Kyle pulled back until his tip was about to slip out. He rammed back in with such force that Bea's head banged the headboard. Holding her hips, Kyle increased his tempo and fierceness making her breasts bounce. She cupped his ass and helped him push deep into her. Their moans echoed off the walls as sweat drenched their bodies. Now, Bea was thrusting her hips up to capture every inch of him.
When he thought he could not last, he told her she was close. Nodding, she slipped her hand between them to stimulate her clit. In seconds she was ready.
"Anytime," she breathed.
After three more thrusts, he paused, felt his body tense, and let loose. Stream after stream flooded her insides. Bea's toes curled and her body exploded with heat coursing through every inch of her. She might have screamed but couldn't be sure. Kyle was still pumping, though with less force. Finally spent, he eased down on top of her, their wet bodies joining in a blissful embrace. He slid off and lay beside her. Her hand sought his, clasping his fingers. The only sounds were of two lovers catching their breath.
"Good?" he asked.
"For me or you?" she replied smiling.
"It was great for me," he said. "Better than great, actually."
Bea pulled his face to hers. "If that's what a first fuck feels like, I can't wait until we really learn how to please each other."
"I guess you're just a natural-born teacher," he said as blood began to fill his cock.
Her hand softly stroked him. "I enjoy helping an eager student become better."
As his cock entered her for the second time, he said. "I hope I get a 'Phair' grade."
"Well, the final includes more than just fucking," she said as she adjusted to the girth of his cock.
"What else is required," he said while gently thrusting.
"There's also an oral exam," she whispered as her breath caught in her throat when he bottomed out.
"I'm looking forward to it," he said.
She grinned as the hard thrust took her breath away. "Then I'll be a 'Phair' grader."
(Thank you for taking the time to read this story. If there are any errors, please know they are made in good faith. If you have any comments, I'd love to hear from you.
I imagine some of you want to know what happened with Delphine, Monique and Gina. Also, do Kyle and Bea continue on as a couple. I thought about that but decided that you probably have excellent imaginations. What you think will happen is better than what I could ever describe. Enjoy your thoughts.)
ALL'S PHAIR
College student lusts for professor as he models for her female friend.
After a long bike ride, Kyle was looking forward to a hot shower and a cold beer. What happened next changed his life.
As he rounded a bend, he saw a Jeep stopped on the side of the road. Kyle slowed and saw a woman bending over the fender to peer under the hood. The yoga pants showcased a spectacular butt. He thought that the person who invented yoga pants deserves a special place in heaven. Although black, they stretched enough to confirm she was wearing black bikini panties.
Pulling his bike to the side, he walked back to the car. The woman was fiddling with something inside the engine well. "Something I can help with?" he called out.
She gave a start and then stood up. She had on over-sized sunglasses and a baseball cap pulled low over her forehead. A white t-shirt outlined what appeared to be medium-sized breasts.
A grin lit up her face. "Could you give me a jump?"
Taken aback at the slightly provocative request, he hesitated to answer. When her grin widened, he played the game. "I'm afraid I don't have the right equipment."
She lowered her sunglasses and looked him up from top to bottom, taking in his naked chest with defined muscles and letting her eyes settle on the bulge in his riding shorts. She said, "Oh, really?"
He then recognized the woman. "Professor Phair?"
Her grin disappeared to be replaced with a look of horror. "Do I know you?"
"Kyle Adams, I'm in your Intro to Sociology."
"That's a freshman course; you look older."
"I'm a senior, but I needed an elective to graduate."
She shook her head. "I'm a bit embarrassed. If I knew you were a student, I would have never...well, I mean I wouldn't have..."
"Checked out my crotch."
She covered her mouth with her hand as her cheeks reddened. "Sorry," she said in a soft voice.
"No problem," he said. "What's the matter with your car?"
She turned back toward her Jeep and said, "It just stopped. I managed to glide to the shoulder. I thought it might be loose battery cables, but they're ok. It's probably the alternator. If I could get a jump, I might be to make it to a service station."
"Can you call for road service?"
"I guess I'll have to. It's just that I'm running late for an appointment and now by the time a truck comes and gives me a jump or tows me somewhere, I'll be too late."
Kyle told her he'd like to help, but all he had was the bicycle. She thanked him for stopping and pulled her phone out to make the call. Saying goodbye, he pedaled home. In the shower, he recalled how good her butt looked when she was bent over. What he told the professor was true. He did need an elective, and his friends told him she was the hottest professor on campus. When he first saw her in class, he agreed with them. Tall, blond, and pretty, Professor Phair was every guy's dream of a cougar. Now, he had the image from this morning to add to his fantasy revolving around the sexy woman.
In Monday's class, Kyle sat in his usual spot at the back of the theatre-style classroom. With over seventy other students, it was not surprising that Professor Phair did not recognize him. After class, she gestured to him as he was leaving, so he walked over.
"Mr. Adams, I want to again apologize for my behavior on Saturday. I'm not accustomed to being so forward."
"Yet, you were."
"Yes, I was. I would appreciate it if you would not, uh..."
"Mention it to anyone?" he said. She smiled and nodded. He told her he had no intention of telling anyone. With the tension broken, she visibly relaxed. "Where were you coming from that day?"
"I was finishing a ride out to the Weston Rail Trail."
"Where's that?"
"It's out toward the old quarry on an abandoned rail line. Do you ride?"
Professor Phair sat on the corner of her desk. "I like to, but I don't care for all the hills around here." She wore tailored navy-blue slacks and a cream-colored blouse tucked in the front of her slacks to accent her flat tummy.
"This trail is mostly level. It's not paved and there are some side runs that can make it interesting. I'm going out next weekend, wanna' come?"
With a shrug, she smiled. "We'll see."
"When a woman says 'we'll see' that means no."
"It's just that you're a student. It may not look proper to be out with you."
"Do you have a friend who can come? Then it wouldn't be just the two of us."
She thought about it. "My roommate might be interested, but I don't know if that will work."
"I have a friend--a girl," Kyle said. "She likes to ride. I could ask her then if even your roommate can't make it, there would still be a third person. So, ask him or her and let me know."
Professor Phair smiled. "You're not very subtle, Kyle. It's she, as in Delphine. Give me your number and I'll let you know. I'd really like to get out since the weather should be perfect."
He gave her his number and headed to his next class. Later he ran into Gina and asked if she'd be interested. She was, and they made a plan. On Wednesday after class, he stopped by Professor Phair's desk. "It's not looking good," she said. "Delphine can't make it."
"My friend, Gina, is available to make three of us. So?"
"If we can be discreet, then I'd love to do it."
"Great. I have a truck and can put the bikes in the back. Do you want me to pick you up?"
"Why don't I come to your place? I can leave my car there."
Kyle figured she didn't want him to know where she lived. They finalized plans with a time to meet. Hearing the details later, Gina said, "Is this Delphine her roommate as in sharing an apartment or as in sharing a bed?"
"I haven't a clue," he said. His mind raced with imagining if the attractive professor was involved in a same-sex relationship. Like any guy, those thoughts produced a predictable result. Gina noticed the new tent in his pants. They had a semi-regular sexual thing and didn't have any of the usual boy-girl awkwardness. She'd seen his erections both in and out of pants.
"Ugh. Guys are all alike. What is it that turns men on about two women being together?"
He readjusted his erection and smiled. "There's two naked hot women going at it; what's not to like?"
"Pig!" she said as punched his stomach. "I guess I shouldn't tell you about Monique. It might be too much for you."
"Monique, as in your friend from Paris?"
"Oui."
"Wow. She's really pretty. When did the two of you get together?"
"We've been having fun for a while."
"You mean all this time as you and I were doing stuff, you and she were involved?"
"If you mean by doing stuff, you mean fucking, yeah, we were."
"I had no idea. You should have told me."
"Did you tell me about every other girl you were screwing?"
His silence answered her question. "Anyway, we like to have fun. We're not exclusive but enjoy some adventures."
"Adventures?" he said.
"Definitely. We even talked about inviting a third person in."
Just the thought of that made his stiff member jump in his pants. Gina glanced down and smiled. "You're so predictable. I shouldn't even mention that Monica thinks you're cute. She even mentioned you as a possibility. Why don't you think about that for a while?" She patted his erection through his pants. He had nothing to think about. If they were serious, he was in.
The next few days dragged by as he anticipated spending the day with the attractive Professor Phair. Saturday appeared in the guise of sunny skies and hot weather, especially for early May. Gina arrived and he stowed her gear and bike in his truck. They were chatting while standing in front of his apartment complex when Professor Phair's Jeep rolled up, with the top and sides removed. When she stepped out, Kyle knew he would be fighting an erection all day. Professor Phair wore a pair of pink yoga pants showcasing her tight bottom. On top, she had a gray sports bra that allowed her toned tummy to shine. He could even detect where her nipples pushed against the material of her bra. Her blond hair, done up in a ponytail, stuck out of the back of a baseball cap. Even Gina let him know how the professor looked. "Holy fuck, she's hot," said Gina under her breath.
He waved and walked to the back of the Jeep to retrieve her bike, adding it to the two already in the truck's bed. Professor Phair carried her backpack to the truck. "Beautiful day for a ride," she said. He put her pack in the second row, along with those for him and Gina. "Yeah, great day. Professor Phair, this is Gina Alberti." The two women shook hands. "Do you have a preference about riding in front or back?" he asked.
She looked from him to Gina. "I get a bit carsick in the back, so I'd prefer the front." They climbed in. It was about a forty-minute ride to the start of the trail. Along the way, she asked Gina about her studies and the two women settled into a comfortable conversation. Kyle would occasionally glance over at Professor Phair enjoying how her legs looked in the skin-tight pants.
"Kyle says your roommate's name is Delphine. Is she French?"
Professor Phair said. "Yes, she is."
"I have a friend, Monique, from France. I wonder if they know each other?"
Professor Phair's eyes widened. "Monique Delon?" Gina said that was her.
"She and Delphine are friends," she said with a smile breaking the corners of her mouth. Gina picked up on something in her voice.
"Close friends?" Gina asked.
"You should ask her," said Professor Phair with some humor in her response.
"Oh, I will," said Gina.
Upon arrival at the parking area, Kyle unloaded the bikes. With their packs on, they peddled toward the start of the trail and stopped. "I thought we'd go about ten miles and then take a little trip up to Table Rock. There's a great view from there. We can rest and have lunch before coming back. Sound good?" The two women agreed, and after putting on helmets, off they went. The trail was wide enough for them to ride abreast. Whenever other walkers or bikers approached from the opposite direction, they fell into a single line. Kyle always seemed to fall in behind Professor Phair. He could make out a pair of small purple underwear underneath the pink pants. He learned you could bike with an erection.
They covered the length of the trail before it branched off in the seacoast's direction. On the return ride, Kyle left the trail and led them up a slight incline. The trail switched back and forth, allowing them to climb to the top without too much effort. Reaching the summit, they all removed their helmets and took in the spectacular scenery. Standing on a flat rock, they could look east and see the ocean. Below them was a thick forest with a mix of evergreens, maples, oaks, and birch. The three silently enjoyed the serenity and beauty of the spot.
"This is marvelous," said Professor Phair. "I never even knew it was here."
"It's a special place. There aren't too many people who come here until the fall. Then leaf-peepers fill the entire area. If you are up for a short hike, there is a delightful spot for lunch just a little way from here." Securing their bikes to trees, they set off. In fifteen minutes of hiking on a narrow trail, they entered a wide clearing at the edge of a pool of dark blue water.
"This is the remains of a granite quarry," Kyle said. "They'd mine the granite and send it back down to the rail via a gravity system. After loading the granite onto a flat car on the rails, they'd let gravity take it to the bottom. After unloading, the crew would haul the car back up."
Gina had pulled out the food for lunch. She spread a blanket on the grass next to the water. The temperature was in the mid-eighties, unusual for this time of year. After they finished sandwiches and a bottle of wine, Kyle stood.
"The day is too good to waste. I'm going for a swim."
"If I had known," said Professor Phair, "I'd have worn my suit."
Grinning, Kyle said. "Not required." He pulled off his top, revealing his well-toned chest and abs. Kicking off his shoes, he next rid himself of his socks. Professor Phair stared while not believing he would go any further.
"Hurry up," said Gina. Professor Phair shifted to see Gina standing naked with the water up to her ankles. Turning back to Kyle, she saw his bare bottom as he raced toward the pool. He and Gina dove in. She surfaced in a moment with a scream. "It's freezing," she cried.
"You'll get used to it," Kyle said.
"I doubt it," replied Gina as she made her way toward shore.
Kyle started swimming to a small spit of land about fifteen yards offshore. Gina walked toward the blanket where the professor sat. "Good thing the air is warm," she said as she sat down. "I can air dry." The professor admired the tight body of the young woman. Her small breasts with hard nipples stood firmly on her chest. She looked to be in good shape with no visible fat to go along with the complete absence of hair between her legs.
"You're quite comfortable being naked with Kyle."
"We're sorta' fuck-buddies, so we've seen it all." The professor looked out over the water to see Kyle sitting waist-deep near the small island. Gina followed the professor's gaze. "Yeah, he has a nice bod." The professor nodded. Just then Kyle stood up. He faced the women, letting the sun illuminate his naked body.
"Oh my," said Professor Phair.
Gina laughed. "That's an awesome cock. And the good part--he's a grower besides being a shower."
The professor's hand went to her mouth as she looked at the naked man. "And the two of you..."



"Fuck? Oh yeah, and it's the best I've ever had. Some guys with a big dick think they just have to shove it in and that you should be grateful for that. Not Kyle; he works with me. I swear he can read my mind and knows when to go hard and fast or easy and slow. When he's hard, it's not only longer but also thicker. God, I'm getting wet just thinking about it." Professor Phair dared not declare she was also feeling dampness between her legs. She knew that she should not be ogling a naked student, but she could not wrest her eyes from his body.
"Good lovers are not easy to come by," she said, surprising herself that she was encouraging this erotically charged conversation.
"No shit," said Gina. "And he is also the best at oral. He can keep me happy with just his head between my legs. He once referenced learning how to please me with his tongue from an older woman. I didn't care as long as he kept doing what he was. I almost didn't have to fuck him after that." Gina paused and laughed. "Notice I said 'almost'". The women shared a smile.
Kyle was stretching while standing on the small isle. "You know he thinks you're super sexy," said Gina. "You might want to give him a chance. He's mentioned your butt about a thousand times."
With wildly erotic images flashing through her mind, Professor Phair shook her head. "He's a student and completely off limits. Plus, he's way too young."
"The semester ends in two weeks, and he'll have graduated. Think about it, Professor, you wouldn't regret it. I wouldn't let age bother you. You're just fucking, not getting married. Of course, you may be getting something even better right now."
Professor Phair turned to Gina. "You and Kyle seemed to share a curiosity in my private life. He made an equally awkward inquiry about my roommate." Gina arched an eyebrow. The professor laughed. "Here's the deal, I'm forty-two, divorced and happily so for over five years. Delphine and I are close friends and I have not enjoyed a cock like that or any in a long time. I can't believe I just said 'cock' in front of a student."
"Remember, I'm not in your class, so you can say cock. You could also enjoy one and I'd never tell." Professor Phair slowly shook her head.
"Your married name is Phair?" The professor nodded.
"What's your first name?"
"Beatrice, but most people call me Bea."
"Be Phair," said Gina. "You've got to be kiddin' me."
"No, sadly I'm not. My friends say I should go back to my maiden name, but I've published several papers under my married name, and I don't want to restart building recognition if I go back to my original name."
"Was your first husband 'F-A-I-R'?"
"Gina, I told you he's now my ex-husband and that speaks volumes about his abilities that rarely even reached 'fair'. And he had nowhere near the potential to go beyond 'fair' that Kyle is displaying." The two women admired the naked man standing across the water. As they watched, Kyle entered the pool and swam to shore. He emerged and walked toward them. Despite her self-admonishment to control herself, Bea could not pull her eyes from the swaying appendage as he approached.
"That was refreshing," Kyle said as he knelt next to Professor Phair. "You should've joined us."
"I think just being here while the two of you are naked is pushing the boundary of acceptable behavior between faculty and students. I ask you again to not tell anyone." She glanced down for her first closeup look at his sex.
Gina nudged her arm. "I told you it was good. Kyle doesn't mind if you look; do you, Kyle?"
"I'm naked because I want to be. It makes no difference if people want to look or not." With that, he settled on his back and let the sun dry him. His penis rested on his thigh. Gina reached around Bea to lift it. "I love your cock. If Professor Phair weren't here, I'd suck the shit out of this."
"Please don't," said Bea in a voice barely above a whisper. Gina sighed, gave Kyle's cock one last tug, and lay back down. Bea's gaze shifted between the two young naked bodies that flanked her. Reclining, she closed her eyes and imagined what sex would be like with either of these beautiful people. Feeling someone tapping her shoulder, she realized she had dozed off. As she focused her gaze, she was looking directly into Kyle's cock dangling inches from her face.
"We should go," he said. "Gina has to get to work at five." Kyle stood, offering his hand to Bea. She took it as he helped her up. Their bodies were so close that she felt the tip of his penis touch her thigh. He smiled and walked over to his clothes to dress. Soon they retrieved their bikes and made their way back down the hill to the main trail. Within a half-hour they were heading back to town. At his apartment, Kyle loaded Bea's bike into her Jeep.
"Thanks for a lovely, and might I add, interesting day. This will be our little secret, right? I mean I'd appreciate if..."
"If I didn't tell anyone," replied Kyle. Bea nodded, shook his hand, and left.
"Wanna' fuck?" Gina asked. "I've got about an hour before I have to leave for work."
"Is there any doubt?" he replied. They carried their bikes into the hallway of the apartment building before racing up the steps.
Within a minute of entering his apartment, they were naked. "Eat me," commanded Gina. Kyle pushed her onto the couch, lifted her legs over his shoulders and began using his tongue in a way that made her squeal. She was rapidly climbing the peak when a cell rang. Gina saw it was ringing in Kyle's shorts bundled on the floor. She picked it up to see it was from Professor Phair.
"Hi, Professor, or can I call you Bea." Gina hit speaker so Kyle could hear.
"Outside of the university, you can call me Bea. Is Kyle there?"
"He's sorta' busy, what's up?"
"I think I left my hat in his backpack, could you check?"
"Sure. I'll call you right back at this number, ok?"
They hung up. Gina reluctantly got up and found the cap. She used Facetime to return the call. Bea answered. "Hi. Nice to see you again."
"Is this the one?" Gina held up the cap in front of the lens. She heard Bea say it was and Gina pulled the cap away, letting the camera focus on a naked Kyle, fully erect.
"Oh my god," Bea said. Kyle looked at Gina and quickly covered himself as best he could. The head of his erection still extended beyond his hands.
"I can't believe you did that, Gina," he said.
Gina refocused on her face. "See, Bea, Kyle was giving me the best head when you called." She tilted the camera down to show her naked pussy. "I told you he was awesome, and he was inspired right now. I think you got him excited. He kept talking about how good your ass looked in those pink yoga pants."
"Gina, cut the shit," Kyle yelled. "Give me the phone." As she handed him the phone, she let his erection come back into view. He grabbed it and positioned the phone so only his face showed.
"I'm sorry Professor, Gina can be a real tease."
"So, I see. Well, thanks again for today and I'll get my hat some other time."
"You mean you're outside?"
After a pause, Bea said, "Yes."
"I can bring it out or you could come in."
Bea chuckled. "Might be best if we make other arrangements. You seem to be rather occupied right now."
Gina shouted in the background, "He's going to fuck the shit out of me."
"Gina, knock it off," said Kyle. "Give me a second to pull on something and I'll be right out." He disconnected, pulled on his shorts and shirt, and hurried out the door.
"Invite her in for a three-way," Gina called after him. He gave her the finger over his shoulder.
Bea was standing beside her Jeep. Kyle gave her the hat. "Sorry about all that. You gotta' know I had no clue Gina would turn the camera around like that."
"I figured as much. No harm done. It's merely another thing that no one can know about." Bea looked at the large tent in his shorts. Inwardly, she sighed at the thoughts of the forbidden pleasure before her.
"Understood," Kyle agreed. Bea gave him a wave, climbed in, and drove off.
Back inside, he found Gina in bed using two fingers in her pussy. "You owe me a fuck," she said.
"I should let you suffer for being such a tease."
"I think you want it as badly as I do. You can even imagine you're doing the professor while doing me."
Kyle said nothing as he striped then rolled a condom over his erection. As he pushed his engorged tip past her pussy lips, he wondered what it would feel like being inside Professor Phair. Gina's fingernails digging into his ass brought him back to reality and he started hitting her hard. If she wanted to tease, he'd give her way more than she bargained for.
When they finished, sweat coated their naked bodies. "That was the best fuck we've had in ages," Gina said. "I think our hot professor inspired you. I wonder if she'd be up for a little group play. Would you like that? Would you like the two of us doing naughty things to you?" As she spoke, life returned, and his erection reappeared.
Gina straddled him. "My turn to fuck you," she said as she put a fresh condom on the hard organ sticking up between her thighs. She raised up and slowly lowered herself down, taking every inch. "Oh, this is going to be so good. I bet I can get two or three orgasms before you have one." She began riding him to make her prediction come true.
The following Monday he stopped by the Professor's desk after class. "That was fun last weekend," he said. "We'll probably be taking another ride this weekend. Up for it?"
Bea smiled. "Kyle, I had fun and I think you were the one still 'up for it'."
"What?"
Bea pulled out her phone. She pulled up a picture and turned the screen toward Kyle. There he was with an erection.
"Shit, I'm gonna' kill Gina. I had no idea she sent that."
"I believe you. I should just erase it."
"But?"
Bea took a deep breath. "It's erotic and I enjoy looking at it. Does that bother you?"
Kyle shook his head.
"There's someone else who likes it," Bea said.
"Who?"
"My roommate. She happened to see it."
Kyle laughed. "Just happened to see it?"
Bea grinned. "Anyway, she's an artist. She does both oils and photography. She'd like you to pose for her."
"I guess you mean dressed like in the photo."
Bea nodded. "I told her I'd ask, but also made it clear that I would make sure you knew you were under no obligation or pressure to do so. There would be a modeling fee if that helps you decide."
"Do you want me to do it?"
Bea remained silent for a while. "I have no say in this."
"Where would it happen?" Asked Kyle.
"At our house," said Bea. "She's set up a studio on the third floor."
"Let me get this straight," Kyle said. "You want me--a student--to come to your house, get naked and let someone take pictures of me?"
Bea blushed. "Fuck. Oops, sorry. The way you said that makes it sound horrible. Forget about it."
Kyle laughed. "Professor, I'm just kidding. Tell your roommate I'd be happy to pose. I could use the money. When is this going to happen?"
"If you don't mind, I'll give her your number and the two of you can coordinate. And, Kyle, I'd appreciate it if..."
"If I didn't mention it to anyone."
Bea nodded.
"How about Gina? Can I tell her?" he asked.
Bea swiped her phone to show a selfie of a naked Gina. "Delphine is also interested in Gina as a model. When you tell her what you're doing, could you ask her if she's interested?"
"Hell, she's takes her clothes off for no reason. To model and get paid, she'd do it in a second. I'll ask her." Kyle said he'd arrange for Delphine to call Gina directly.
The next day Kyle received a call from a woman with the sexiest French accent he could imagine. She thanked him for agreeing to pose. She told him what the fee would be, and he agreed to it.
"Can you come this weekend?" Delphine asked.
"Sure. What time?"
They agreed on one o'clock. "Anything I need to know?" he asked.
"Oui, please wear loose-fitting clothes and no underwear. I don't want the marks."
Gina later told him she also received a call from Delphine and agreed to pose. "Are you going this weekend?" he asked.
"No. She said she'd let me know when to come. Are you nervous about posing for her?"
"I wouldn't say nervous. I'm not ashamed of my body and I could always use a few bucks."
Gina grinned. "Plus, you'll be naked in the same house as your fantasy cougar. Maybe she'll stop by while you're posing." He told Gina she was being ridiculous, but he later found out how right she was.
Kyle arrived at Bea's and Delphine's house fifteen minutes early, and Bea greeted him. He entered the Victorian house's spacious entry admiring how the Professor looked. Today she wore a soft yellow cotton dress that clung to her shape. By the points in the top, he knew she was braless. The dress reached mid-thigh, allowing her long legs to reveal themselves. She greeted him with a handshake and asked if he wanted anything to drink. He declined.
"Let me show you to Delphine's studio." She turned toward the stairs and Kyle fell in behind. As they ascended, he fixed his eyes on the rump undulating under the thin fabric. She gave him a quick history of the house.
"It's from the late 1800s. A local mill owner built it and at one time it was the largest home in town. His descendants kept it until the last one passed away. By that time the house had fallen into disrepair. The attorney overseeing the estate offered it to my ex-husband at a decent price. We spent five years restoring it. I love it and can't imagine living anywhere else."
They were now climbing the final staircase to the third floor. "At one time," Bea continued, "this was a ballroom. We don't throw many balls, so Delphine claimed it as her studio. It's ideal. There is a row of north-facing windows that afford perfect natural light, plus we added four skylights. We rehabbed the one half-bath into a full bath. Delphine spends most of her time here."
The stairs opened onto a large, open room with high ceilings. To Kyle's right was a stage, which now seemed to be a holding place for stacks of canvases and other supplies. Along the opposite wall stood oil paintings. From this distance he couldn't quite make out the subjects, but the abundance of flesh tones told him they were probably nudes. In the center of the room was a large platform with a one-foot rise. Along the side were assorted chairs, a couch, high pedestals, and piles of fabrics. In the middle stood a young woman. She was wearing paint-splattered overalls and work boots. She wore her red hair in a bun with a red bandana around her forehead. From this angle, it did not appear she wore anything under her overalls. Bea called out and the woman turned to see them. Her face brightened as she crossed the room.
"You've brought me a present!" Kyle found her French accent enticing. Standing in front of him, her pretty face seemed fixed in a permanent smile. She had a slightly up-turned nose that gave her a pixie appearance that complimented her tiny frame. Her head barely reached the middle of his chest, and he estimated her to be no more than five feet.
"Bienvenu! I'm Delphine and am so happy you will work with me. I have so many ideas we can do together. After Bea showed me your picture, I knew you would be the star of my new series. We must get to work at once. You can leave your clothes over there on that bench."
Kyle knew he would pose nude, but he didn't expect to move into it so quickly. He walked to the bench to undress. Since he only wore a tee shirt and jeans, the process did not take long. He turned back to Delphine to see the Professor still talking with her. As one, they turned as he began walking toward him.
"Mon Dieu, Bea, you were so right. He is beautiful. Such a magnificent cock, don't you agree?"
Bea said nothing. Her eyes followed every bounce and sway as he neared. "I have to be going," the Professor said. "Buzz me if you want anything. I can bring lunch up around three." Delphine and Bea kissed cheeks. "Good luck, Kyle," Bea said as she turned to leave.
"Ah, let me really look at you. I may touch you, too, no?"
Kyle nodded. "Bien." Delphine looked up and down, walked slowly around him and returned to be in front. "You have worked out much, I see."
"I try to stay in shape. Plus, I play rugby and lift weights." Delphine ran her hands over his chest and then his biceps. She lightly touched his abs. "Can you make them tight?" Kyle contracted his abs. "Oui, this is very nice." Her fingers flittered along his six-pack.
Her hand traveled down to his cock. Circling her fingers around the thick shaft, she hefted it. With her other hand, she cupped his sac. "Very nice, Kyle. You are so manly. Now, let me tell you what I have in mind." She dropped his cock and moved behind him as she spoke.
"I am working on a series that adds something special to well-known classical art." As she spoke, her hands grabbed his butt. He flexed as she gave each cheek a pat. "You know many classic statues portray nudes. Today we see them as they were sculpted, but at one point the Church insisted that fig leaves cover the genitals. Stupid, non? Today, no one would think of doing such a thing. But I wonder how they would react if not only the genitals are on display, but if the men also had erections. I think that may shake up the art world. So, that is my scheme. I will photograph and paint the classics in a sexually explicit fashion. You like my idea?"
Kyle didn't know what to say. He understood that in addition to posing nude, he would have to do so fully erect. All week he had been worrying about becoming excited while a woman took pictures. Now, he realized that was a requirement. Delphine had returned to stand in front. He looked down and confirmed she had no shirt on under her overalls. As she would turn, he could see side boobs. He was a bit surprised that they appeared out of proportion to her petite size. Although he could not see her nipple, he could admire the fullness of her breast.
"Let's get started." She asked him to stand on a round turntable on top of the posing platform. "Just stand there while I set the lights." She positioned various lights, adjusting them to meld with the natural light pouring in and checking the view on her camera and the connected laptop until it satisfied her. Approaching Kyle with a paper in hand, she asked him to look at the photo. It was a picture of Michelangelo's David.
"We will start with this one. It is universally known. Can you strike a pose like this?" Kyle tried to replicate the classic sculpture. Delphine adjusted his legs and hand. She left him to grab a cloth sling. He draped it over his shoulder as it was in the original. Delphine regarded him from different angles, then took a few pictures. She adjusted the lights again before taking more shots. Looking over her camera, she smiled and told him he could get ready.
"Ready?" Kyle asked.
"Yes, you may now get an erection," she replied. Kyle never had a woman ask him to get hard. The pressure was on, and he feared he would not be "up" to the task. Delphine waited for a result, but none was evident.
"I feared this might happen," she said. "Alors, I have a solution." She unhooked the top of her overalls, letting the bib fall to her waist. Her large breasts came into view. The result she was waiting for occurred immediately. "Ah, now we have another beautiful work of art. I begin." Delphine took a series of shots. Next, she came onto the platform and rotated the turntable a quarter turn. Retreating to her camera, she ran off another series. By this time, the initial excitement of Delphine's naked breasts was losing its impact. When she went to turn him some more, she stared at the sagging member. Reaching out, she tugged his cock. After a few pulls, Kyle was again at full mast. Delphine worked behind the camera until it was time to complete turning him so she could capture the last angle.



"I turn this so I can look at all perspectives of you. I'm going to do close-ups of all parts now. Just stand still, but you don't have to hold the pose." Holding the camera, Delphine stepped onto the platform while carrying a short step stool. She climbed on the stool to take close shots of Kyle's face and head. Methodically, she worked from top to bottom. When she reached his cock, she stroked him until it was hard and erect.
"Should I come back later," came a voice from across the room. Kyle and Delphine turned to look at Professor Phair standing in the doorway holding a tray of food. Delphine's hand was still on his cock and her breasts were still exposed.
"No, I am getting nice shots of this magnificent cock and needed it to be fully hard," said Delphine as she continued to stroke Kyle.
"Looks like what you're doing is definitely working," said the professor.
Delphine giggled and took pictures of the erection inches from her face. When she finished, she walked back to set her camera back on the tripod.
"I suppose your boobs are part of the process," said Professor Phair. Delphine refastened the bib on the overalls. "He needed inspiration to overcome the initial shyness." After a brief pause and with a wide grin, she added, "It seemed to work." Professor Phair shook her head in amusement.
"Time for a break," she said as she placed the tray with sandwiches and beers on a table. "Come, Kyle." Placing her hands over her mouth in mock shock, she said, "I meant 'come' and eat." The two women laughed at the pun. Kyle looked around for a robe or something to cover his nudity. Seeing none, he walked to stand with the women.
"How do you feel about modeling?" asked Professor Phair.
"Exposed," answered Kyle.
"Other than that?" she said.
"Not much to it," said Kyle. "I stand how Delphine says, look at her pretty boobs and let her stroke my erection. All in all, not a bad way to earn a few bucks." Everyone laughed.
After they ate, Professor Phair asked when they would finish. "I can bring up some snacks and drinks later, if you'll be working late."
"We're almost finished," said Delphine. "I have a few more closeups and we can end." She directed Kyle to resume his position on the platform. "After we're done, you might like a shower, oui?"
Kyle said he would. Delphine asked Bea is she would bring up fresh towels. Before leaving, Bea cleaned up the remains of the lunch. Delphine used her hand to bring Kyle back to full hardness. She shot a dozen more pictures. "Alors, we are done. You did great, Merci. Now, go take a shower. I know it can be stressful standing there all this time." She looked directly at his erection as she spoke the last words. Kyle headed to the bathroom. Inside was a walk-in shower with a glass-enclosure, along with a sink and toilet. He bent over while pushing his erection down and peed before setting the temperature in the shower. The hot water cascading over his shoulders made him realize how tense he was. The bouncing erection was another reminder of tension. He estimated he had been hard on and off for over three hours. He needed release now. Soapy hands ran the length of his erection. Flashes of Delphine's breasts, sensations of her hand on his cock and memories of standing naked with Delphine and Professor Phair flooded his consciousness as his hand flew up and down his erection. A sound made him open his eyes. He saw Professor Phair standing two feet away, holding a towel. Their eyes locked.
He stopped stroking. "God, I'm, uh, ... I mean, I didn't see you. God..." His voice trailed off.
"Don't stop," replied Professor Phair softly. "You must need it after being hard so long. I'll leave you."
"Don't," Kyle said. "I mean, you don't have to leave."
"I shouldn't..."
"It's ok." He could see the indecision in her eyes. As they looked at each other, his hand moved up his erection. Slowly, he began stroking. Professor Phair held the towel to her heaving chest. She backed against the door, closing it. Kyle turned to stand in profile. The water beat on his back, while his soapy hand quickened the pace. Bea's hand held the towel under her breasts, but her thumbs moved over her nipples. She closed her eyes at the intensity of the sensation. Opening them, she saw Kyle watching her touch her breasts as he stroked faster. Forgoing modesty, Bea dropped the towel and cupped both breasts. As she squeezed, Kyle began moving his hips in syncopation with his hands.
"I'm going to cum," he said.
"Yes," said Professor Phair. "Do it." Kyle stroked twice more before he reached the point of no return. His orgasm made his body jerk and his knees buckle. He exploded into the shower with two long strings. He held the tip of his cock with one hand as the other coaxed out more liquid. It ran over his knuckles. His heart rate decreased. He stepped back to allow the shower to rinse his limp cock. Professor Phair released her breasts and stooped to pick up the towel. Kyle turned off the shower and stepped into the bathroom to stand on a mat. Professor Phair wiped his face with the towel.
"Turn around," she said. Kyle pivoted and felt her move the towel over his shoulders. Moving softly, she wiped the moisture from his body. Her fingers transmitted the strength of his muscles, fueling her still rising libido. She always loved the feel of men's hard bodies. Working her way down his back, she squatted to dry his calves and thighs. His naked butt was smooth, with a dimple on each cheek. She dried every inch. Using her finger behind the terrycloth, she probed between the tight buns. Kyle reacted as her finger crossed his rear opening. His mouth fell open as she pressed against the rosebud. When he felt the towel move from his body, he turned. The professor was on her knees, her face even with his semi-erect cock. Their eyes met. Smile greeting smile. Using the towel as a barrier, she held his cock. Bea never knew a cock like this. With one hand barely encircling the newly hard organ, her other lifted his nut sack. Kyle reached down to pull the towel away. He thrust his hips forward, causing the tip of his erection to touch Professor Phair's cheek. She pulled back and stood.
"I can't," she said. Kyle pulled her to him. Her chest pressed against his damp torso while his erection rested between them. Her fingers lightly ran up and down his shaft. He bent to kiss her, but she pulled away.
"Sorry," she said before leaving the bathroom and closing the door behind her.
"Fuck," uttered Kyle as his new erection throbbed.
He finished drying and walked back into the studio for his clothes. Delphine was reviewing the pictures on her laptop. Professor Phair was not to be seen. Delphine glanced his way, seeing his erection, she raised an eyebrow, but quickly returned to her computer. "These are excellent, Kyle. I will use them to begin my painting. Can you return next week? I think I will be far enough along to have you pose for the final."
They agreed on a time as Kyle dressed. "Can you find your way out or shall I take you?" Delphine asked.
He assured her he could make it on his own. Reaching the first floor, Professor Phair joined him. "You're finished?"
Kyle told her he'd be returning next week. Sensing her discomfort, he said, "What happened will go no further."
Professor Phair nodded. "Not even to Gina?"
Kyle admitted he was powerless to deny answering her questions. "She'd never tell anyone, I promise."
The professor nodded. "Kyle, I never planned on anything."
He touched her shoulder. "It's not a problem. I'll see you in class."
"Just two more of those," she said. She avoided his gaze.
"Yes, then I'll be ready to graduate. No longer a student."
She lifted her eyes to see the glint. Shaking her head and smiling, she tapped his back as he left. She closed the door and fell against it. "What the fuck am I doing?" she asked herself. The remembrance of how his cock felt in her hands and the warmth between her legs did not help to form a coherent answer.
"She touched your cock?" Gina sat wide-eyed across from him in the dining hall.
"And, my balls. She mostly used the towel, but I hugged her, and she touched it," he replied. "She was also squeezing her breasts while I was jerking off."
"Watching you jerk off must have been hot, especially as she was grabbing her boobs. They look like great tits. So, what happens next?"
"I'm clueless about that. Tomorrow is the second to last class and I'm afraid it could be awkward."
"Just play it straight. If she mentions something, then you'll know what to do. I wouldn't bring it up, though." Kyle nodded.
"Do you think she'll watch you again?"
Kyle said he didn't know.
"I think I'll stop by next time you pose. Delphine asked me to come soon. I'll call her and say I can ride over with you. You don't mind if I watch?"
"It's not like you haven't seen it before. Why do you want to come?"
"Because the professor and I can both watch you jerk off." Kyle doubted that would happen, but the thought of it made him smile.
The following Saturday Kyle picked up Gina on his way to the professor's house. As they pulled into the driveway, Gina remarked on how beautiful it was. Professor Phair greeted them and led them upstairs. Delphine was dressed as before and stood by the easel with the partially completed nude painting. The most obvious missing part was in the crotch. After introductions, Delphine said she looked forward to working with Gina. "You know the 'Pieta'? "she asked.
Gina said she did. "I want to do a version with you as Mary and Kyle as Jesus. Of course, both of you will be naked and you will be holding his erection. That will be scandalous. Don't you love it?"
No one responded and Delphine moved on. She told him to strip. He went to the corner and removed his clothes. Professor Phair and Gina stood off to one side as he took his place on the dais. Delphine undid her top and waited for the erection. He remained limp.
"I must be losing my touch," said Delphine.
"He's just nervous," said Gina. "Let me help."
Crossing the room, she knelt before him. Before he could say a word, she had his dick in her mouth. He looked at Delphine and Professor Phair. Delphine was broadly grinning, and Professor Phair had her hand to her mouth looking bewildered. It wasn't long before he was hard. Gina moved away and Delphine began filling in the missing area. Her brush moved quickly over the canvas revealing his erection a stroke at a time. She paused a few times to fondle him although he didn't feel the need for the stimulation. Having Gina and Professor Phair staring at him was stimulation enough. She soon finished.
Delphine suggested another shower and Kyle moved to the bathroom. He was enjoying the hot stream when the door opened. Gina walked in. She reached back outside the door and pulled the professor in by her hand. The professor looked at him with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. Gina opened the glass shower door. The two stood looking at the naked man.
Kyle soaped his hands and began stroking his cock. In seconds it was hard. He slowly moved his fingers up and down, purposely not looking at the women.
"I love watching a man jerk off," said Gina. "Do you?"
It took several seconds before the professor said, "Before Kyle did it last week, I'd never seen a man do it. My ex would never do it, and the other men I've known didn't offer."
"Did you ask your ex to do it?" prodded Gina.
"I was too embarrassed to do so."
"You like watching Kyle, right?"
"It's certainly erotic," the professor responded.
Kyle glanced over at them. His eyes locked on the professor's while increasing the tempo. She held his gaze then her eyes drifted down. Her hand covered her mouth as he cupped his balls and stroked.
"I have to touch myself," said Gina. She slipped her hands under the waistband of her shorts. She appeared to be rubbing herself vigorously. Professor Phair's eyes shifted from looking at Kyle to watching Gina's hand inside her shorts.
"I...I should leave," the professor said in a whisper.
"Stay," said Gina. "It's twice as hot with you here watching Kyle and me."
Professor Phair leaned back against the wall. Her face flushed with excitement and her hands crept up to cup her breasts. She tweaked her nipples as her mouth fell open. Kyle turned to face her and stroked faster than ever. The Professor slipped her hands underneath her blouse and fondled her own breasts. Her eyes were just slits as her pleasure increased. As he was nearing his climax, his gaze shifted to Gina, who was making loud sounds.
"Fuck," she cried and doubled over with the intensity of her orgasm. That was the final push he needed and started to explode. The first shot was strong enough to pass out of the shower and land at Professor Phair's feet. Her fingers were pinching her nipples. As the ejaculation continued, he saw her sucking on her bottom lip as her breasts heaved with each breath. He released his softening cock as the last few drops hit the tiles. The only sound in the room was the water still cascading down his back while he ended the shower. The three of them stood in silence.
"Well, that was fucking awesome," said Gina.
"One could say so," replied Professor Phair as her hands emerged from underneath her blouse and dropped to her sides.
"How about a towel?" Kyle asked. Gina picked it up from the sink and handed it to the professor. "Bea, you do the honors."
"I shouldn't," she said.
"Yet, you want to," said Gina. "It's only the three of us here and it will stay with the three of us."
Hesitantly, the professor moved toward Kyle. She dried his face and hair, then moved the towel to his chest. He grabbed his cock and held it up as if to offer it to the professor.
Professor Phair closed her eyes and took a deep breath. She handed the towel to Gina and took hold of his cock. Her fingers tightened around his shaft. Her eyes met his and a smile crossed her face. They locked eyes as her fingers moved up and down. He began to harden when her other hand cupped his balls. He pressed his lips to hers. Her reaction was to stop stroking and pull her head back. For a second their eyes met before she closed her eyes and kissed him. Her fingers gripped the now hard cock. He put his arms around her and slid his hands to her butt. Their kiss intensified, their lips parted, and his tongue found hers. She stroked him fast and hard; he squeezed her butt. He began to slide his hand up to her breast when there was a knock.
"Are you staying in there all day?" called Delphine.
Their eyes shot open, and Professor Phair jumped back. Her face was red, and beads of perspiration ran across her hairline. She turned, hurried past Gina and out the door. He could hear her say something to Delphine. The door opened and Delphine stuck her head in. "Bea says she must run out. Let's talk before you leave."
Kyle toweled dry, wrapped the towel around his waist, and returned to the studio. Gina and Delphine were standing with glasses of wine and looking at the computer, while Bea was not to be seen. Gina nodded toward a table with a wine bottle and another glass. He poured a glass before joining them at the computer. They were looking at pictures of Kyle with an erection and comparing it to the painting. To his eye Delphine might have given him a bit more credit in the size department, but the women liked it.
"Kyle," said Delphine, "Gina and I have been discussing the Pieta idea. She thinks she is too young to represent Mary and be your mother. I know the real Mary was probably quite young when she had the baby Jesus, but being a few months apart as are you and Gina will not work. I need an older model. I think Mary was probably in her forties when Jesus died. She could have been fifty, but I think it was more likely mid-forties. My brilliant idea is to have Bea pose with you. She is only 42, but for this work it will be close enough. Are you comfortable with the idea?"
He hoped they didn't notice his dick jump under the towel. The thought of posing nude with a naked Professor Phair sent blood rushing from his brain to the other head that often does the thinking.
Gina smiled at him understanding how he must be feeling. "Go ahead, Kyle. I think the two of you would be magical."
He probably used words, but all the others saw was a bobbing head.
The following week was the last one for classes. They had their final exam on Friday completing all his degree requirements. On that Monday, Professor Phair motioned for him to stay after class. When all the others left, she asked if he was ready for the exam. He told her yes and then asked what she really wanted to talk about.
"Uh, I understand Delphine asked you about the Pieta project."
He nodded.
"You must understand that she did so without even talking to me. I was taken aback at her suggestion and even more upset that she already broached the subject with you."
"You don't want to do it?" he asked.
She blushed. "Well, I was surprised. I mean I understand what she wants to do, but I, um, didn't want to give the wrong impression."
"You mean posing naked while you masturbate me might give me the wrong impression?"
Her blush deepened. Taking a deep breath she said, "You will have finished all your courses by then, so you won't be my student. I want you to know that I did not suggest this idea."
"You don't want to masturbate me?" he knew he was making her uncomfortable, but the look on her face pushed him to tease her.
"I didn't say that."
"Oh, you do want to masturbate me." he replied.
"God, Kyle, why are you making this so awkward? I want to help Delphine."
He touched her shoulder. She shivered. "Professor Phair, I'm just kidding. You look so pretty when you blush that I couldn't help myself. I think we'd do great together." He let the double entendre hang in the air.
She took a deep breath and said, "I guess if we are going to be doing this, you ought to call me Bea."
"I'd love to, Bea."
They both grinned. Heading to the door, he pulled it open to let her by. As she passed, he whispered, "I am so looking forward to seeing you naked. I bet it will be far better than I've been imagining." She jerked her head to stare at him. Her icy glare slowly melted as she noticed his smile. "I promise you it will be far beyond anything you could imagine." The back of her hand brushed against his fly, finding the hard pole hidden there.
Time moved quickly as his college career ended. Gina also finished her classes. She moved in with Kyle for the week to begin a non-stop fuck-fest. Every time he begged for mercy; Gina would remind him that he would be posing naked with his fantasy woman. That thought renewed him enough to finally have Gina begging for mercy and complaining of a sore pussy.
On the morning of the session for the Pieta, Kyle was up early. He didn't want Gina demanding a wake-up fuck. He took a long shower and trimmed everything. His cock stood straight as he imagined the session he would soon have with Bea. They hadn't met since his last class. He received an "A", but felt he worked for it. He was slowly stroking his cock when Gina entered the bathroom.
"Want me to take care of that?" she asked.
"I think I'll let go down on its own," he replied. "I'm sorta warming things up." She stepped naked into the shower. Grabbing his erection, she said it will soon be hot enough. She dropped to her knees and took his erection into her mouth.
After sucking him for a bit, she asked, "Think you'll fuck her?"
"I hadn't really thought about it," he said.
"Bullshit," she said. "I bet you're thinking of it right now with my mouth on your cock. So, do you think you'll do it?" She licked the length of his hard cock.
The thought had been in his mind; it was a recurring fantasy. He wasn't sure Bea would want to and he didn't want to come off as an idiot by assuming she would. He eased his cock fromGin's mouth. "If I did, how would you feel?"



"Seriously? You'd care about me if you had the chance to fuck the woman of your dreams?"
"I wouldn't want to hurt you."
"Kyle, we're friends. Make that great friends. We also like to fuck each other. Both of us know this is not a permanent thing. We have fucked other people. There will be no hurt involved if you and Bea hook up. And, to answer your question about how I'd feel. I'd be super jealous. Maybe she'd be interested in adding a little something to your adventures." Gina gave his cock one last suck, then stood.
Kyle laughed. "A little something like a little Gina?"
She grinned. "Anyway, don't worry about that now. I'm thinking I'll take a run at Delphine. She's so hot."
"What about Monique?"
Gina shrugged. "I asked her about Delphine. It seems they've been hooking up all along. Maybe the three of us will get together. Hey, we could then make it a five-some with you and Bea. That's a cool idea."
Gina was making Kyle's head spin, so he exited the shower and dried off. As with all his modeling sessions, he pulled on loose jeans and a tee shirt, no underwear. Gina came into the bedroom and dressed. She would accompany him to the modeling session. After a light breakfast, they drove to Bea's.
Monique answered the door and led them up to the studio. Entering, Kyle did not see Bea. He realized how on edge he was knowing they would be naked together. Monique saw him looking around.
"Bea will be up in a few minutes. Why don't you get undressed."
He went to the corner and stripped, leaving his clothes on a chair. Bea asked him to help her lift an ottoman onto the platform. She then put some pillows on the floor and spread a maroon quilt over them.
"In the Pieta, Mary is holding Jesus on her lap. I fear you would be too heavy for Bea to hold you like that. She will hold you in her lap, but your butt will rest on the ottoman and take much of the weight off her."
"You think I'm that weak?" They turned to see Bea walk in dressed in a white terry robe.
"No, Cherie," said Monique, "but you will be posing for a long time. I think this way will make it easier for both of you."
Bea nodded. "Are we ready?"
Monique looked at a naked Kyle and said, "Almost."
Bea walked to the corner where Kyle had left his clothes. With her back to the room, she slid her robe off. Kyle stared at the naked bottom that was the object of his fantasies. Her skin was light, although her bottom was whiter than the rest, making it stand out more. She had a dimple in one cheek, although both halves looked tight. Kyle was fixed on her butt when she turned around. Her light blond bush came into view. His cock grew rapidly. As his eyes moved upward, his cock hardened into steel. Bea's breasts swayed as she crossed the room. They were medium sized with dark pink areolae and darker nipples. Each nipple appeared hard and stood out proudly. She glanced at his erection and smiled.
Monique noted that they both seemed quite ready. She directed Bea to sit on the chair with her legs spread around the ottoman. Kyle could see her sex lips as her thighs parted. It only reinforced the tension in his erection. Bea had Kyle sit on the ottoman, drape his legs over Bea's left thigh, and lay back until Bea could cradle him in her arms.
Monique stepped away to inspect the pose. She ran off several shots and reviewed them on her laptop. She rearranged Kyle's legs, made him shift more toward Bea's chest, and let his head rest in the crook of her arm. His lips were now two inches from her nipple.
After reviewing the pose, Monique told them to begin. Bea let out a long breath and took Kyle's hard cock in her hand. She heard him moan. Monique had moved to a large sketch pad on an easel to begin quick impressions of the pose. After a minute or two, she returned to the camera and started the video function.
"I'm going to record this to help me later," she said. "Bea, could stroke him slowly?"
Bea and Kyle met each other's gaze. She grinned and said, "I can do that."
Her hand made its way up and down the hard flesh. Kyle at first held his breath, but then began to take short breaths. His mouth opened as his tongue licked his bottom lip. Monique was sketching furiously as she made close up impressions of various parts of the pose. Gina felt a slight arousal as Monique did a remarkably erotic drawing of Bea's hand on Kyle's cock.
It was twenty minutes before Monique called for a break. Bea removed her hand to allow Kyle to stand. He said nothing as he headed to the bathroom. Bea slipped on her robe and announced she was going downstairs to her bathroom.
"What do you think?" asked Monique.
"This is some fucking hot shit," replied Gina. "I'm surprised Kyle lasted this long. There is one thing, though."
"Oui?"
"If you really want to push the envelope, you should have Kyle more engaged," said Gina.
"How?"
"He could be sucking Bea's nipple while she strokes him," said Gina.
"Oui, that would make it more decadent. I love it."
When Bea and Kyle were back in the studio, Monique had them resume their pose. "I have a new twist. This time as Bea strokes the cock, I want Kyle to take her nipple in his lips."
Both Kyle and Bea let out a gasp. "We hadn't discussed that," said Bea.
"I know, but it will be so much better. Let's try it and see."
Monique restarted the video recording, went to her sketch pad to flop over to a clean sheet, and told them to begin.
Kyle stared at Bea. His eyes pled for a sign from her. She smiled and whispered, "It's good. I want you to do it."
Bea's fingers tightened around his erection while his lips moved to her nipple. As he closed on the tight, rough skin, he felt her stiffen. Her grip on his cock threatened to cut off blood flow. When he flicked the nipple with his tongue, she exhaled and softly said "Oh my."
Kyle kept teasing the nipple as Bea increased her stroking. When she felt him nearing the point of no return, he pulled off her breast and told Monique they needed a break. She looked up from her sketch pad, checked her watch, and told them they were done for the day.
Kyle stood and helped Bea to stand. Their eyes fixed on each other and left no doubt what each wanted.
"We're going to my room," said Bea. "Maybe we can have dinner later." Taking Kyle's hand, she led him out of the room, both still naked.
When the door closed, Gina asked if Monique thought they were really all that interested in food. Monique laughed and said they were most certainly hungry for something.
Gina said the session turned her on more than she ever imagined. Delphine agreed it was erotic. "Usually, I try not to get emotionally attached to the pose, but not this time. When Kyle took Bea's nipple, I almost came."
Gina grinned, "Me, too. Bea is seriously sexy. I tried to put myself in Kyle's place. Sucking that nipple would be hot. It must be difficult seeing her all the time and not being able to do anything."
"Bea is truly sexy, yes. But I have my diversions." Delphine smiled at Gina.
"Monique is an excellent 'diversion'," Gina said.
"She is," replied Delphine. "She says you are quite special, too."
Nodding, Gina said, "Looks like we have a lot in common. Maybe we should all get together and explore our commonality."
"All, in terms of who?"
"Well, I'd like to think you, me, Bea and Kyle, but I don't think Bea would be up for that."
Delphine nodded.
"You, me and Monique could be something worth pursuing," offered Gina.
"That is a pursuit I find intriguing," said Delphine as she moved her lips to Gina. The two kissed for a long time. "Are you really as good as Monique claims with your head between her legs."
Gina slipped her hand onto Delphine's crotch. "I guess you'll have to be the judge of that."
"Perhaps, we should call Monique now."
"Great idea," said Gina. Holding hands they left the studio.
Bea opened the door to her room and led Kyle inside. She kicked it closed and pulled him in to kiss. As their lips met, his erection pressed against her, and his hands pulled her butt. He played with the flesh of his dreams as their tongues explored each other.
Bea broke away to pull the covers off her bed. Suddenly she straightened and looked at Kyle. "You do want this, right?"
Kyle lifted her and dropped her on the bed. He crawled on top of her and began to kiss his way down her body. He caressed both breasts, teased her navel in her tight tummy, and positioned himself with his face amidst her blond curls. The scent overwhelmed him. He licked her from top to bottom and back. As he spread her lips to expose her aroused clit, he ran his tongue from top to bottom and then back up. Her juices ran down his chin. Using his fingers to separate her lips, he plunged his tongue deep inside. Bea groaned, lifting her hips from the bed. After several more moments of Kyle lapping at hir, Bea stopped him.
"As much as I know I would enjoy this, I want your cock, and I want it now."
Kyle knew he sometimes misread women's subtle hints, but he was pretty sure he was right this time as he moved back up and positioned his tip at her flushed lips.
"Protection?" he asked.
"Fuck me, Kyle."
He pushed forward straining against the natural resistance. When his tip slipped past the lips, Bea sighed. Slowly he entered her warm, moist canal. Her eyes closed, her nostrils flared, and her mouth dropped open. When he was fully inside, she asked him to give her a second.
"It's been a while since..."
"Since?" he prompted.
"Since I had a cock."
"Am I hurting you?" he said.
She laughed aloud. "God, no, I want to savor this feeling. You fill every inch of me. I've been dreaming of this."
"Dreaming of my cock or any cock?"
She slapped his ass. "From the moment I saw you at the lake, I've imagined what your cock would feel like. When I saw you erect in the shower and you masturbated, I knew I had to be with you. Then I got to know you better and learned how funny and thoughtful you are. I wanted this, Kyle. I want to enjoy every second of it. Am I making any sense?"
"I guess," he said with a smile. "Does this mean I can fuck you now?'
They both laughed. "Oh yeah," she said.
Kyle pulled back until his tip was about to slip out. He rammed back in with such force that Bea's head banged the headboard. Holding her hips, Kyle increased his tempo and fierceness making her breasts bounce. She cupped his ass and helped him push deep into her. Their moans echoed off the walls as sweat drenched their bodies. Now, Bea was thrusting her hips up to capture every inch of him.
When he thought he could not last, he told her she was close. Nodding, she slipped her hand between them to stimulate her clit. In seconds she was ready.
"Anytime," she breathed.
After three more thrusts, he paused, felt his body tense, and let loose. Stream after stream flooded her insides. Bea's toes curled and her body exploded with heat coursing through every inch of her. She might have screamed but couldn't be sure. Kyle was still pumping, though with less force. Finally spent, he eased down on top of her, their wet bodies joining in a blissful embrace. He slid off and lay beside her. Her hand sought his, clasping his finge