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1

“You should be Erin’s boyfriend this weekend!” I blurted out to my husband in the car. 
I don’t know where the crazy idea came from and I don’t know why I suddenly had to shout it. Me, my best friend Erin, and my husband Cliff were driving down through fog and rain to the coastal town and the quaint historic hotel that we were booked into for the wedding Erin had to attend.
It was her sister’s wedding but she didn’t want to go. Me and Cliff talked her into it by telling her that we could go with her and make a little holiday of the weekend for ourselves at the same time. But then she brought up the next problem: her invite included a “plus 1” and she implied to her family that she had a boyfriend to bring.
She didn’t have a boyfriend. That was the main reason she didn’t want to go in the first place. Her whole family had always pressured her to find one, and fast, like there was some clock ticking for her.
She was dreading having to tell them she lied about having a boyfriend. She was dreading even more making up elaborate lies about how she did have one but they broke up or he couldn’t make it because of work or something. Either way, she was distraught.
“I’m a terrible liar, they’ll know right away,” she said into her hands cupped over her face in the back seat of Cliff’s car. “Just turn around. I’ll pretend I got sick,” she said.
That’s when I hit on my sudden inspiration. “Nobody will know he’s not your boyfriend,” I said. I tapped my husband’s thigh as he stared straight ahead down the road and out to the coast emerging through the grey mist. “Especially if he learns to play the role well,” I grinned at the side of his face.
He swallowed and glanced over at me. “I don’t know, Carly,” he said. “It’s maybe not a good idea.”
I dismissed his reticence as cowardice. “You’re just as cautious and nervous as she is!” I said. “Like you’re made for each other.” I twisted around and stuck my tongue out and bit it at Erin. “Your own instant boyfriend in a box!” I said and I gestured with both hands as though presenting Cliff to her. “Ta-da!” I said and I laughed.
“We can’t do that,” Erin groaned back at me.
I meant it as a joke, I said it as a laugh. But the way my husband stiffened at the idea and the way my friend Erin — my shy, nervous, and quiet friend and roomy from college 10 years ago — shook her head in fear, made me unable to stop pressing forward. I mean, what could possibly go wrong, right?
“No one will know any different,” I said.
We stopped to gas up and everybody got out to stretch our legs. I made Erin get in the front seat beside my husband for the final leg of the journey and I climbed in the back.
“You look like a really cute couple,” I said.
My husband looked over his shoulder at me and shook his head. But he did have a tiny grin up one corner of his mouth. I mean, why wouldn’t he? My friend Erin was the hottest girl I ever knew. It wasn’t for lack of interest she didn’t have a boyfriend.
The wedding party was to be held in the hotel lounge that they rented out the following afternoon and evening. We went down the night before to practice. There was a live local band playing top-40s. We found a horseshoe-shaped booth near the back to ourselves. I made Erin and my husband get up and dance, though they both moaned and complained like teens about it.
“Just one dance,” I said, pushing my husband’s shoulder so hard, he bent over to lay his face against the surface of the seat. Stroppy wouldn’t begin to describe him.
Erin stood with her thighs pressed to the edge of our table and her back to the dance floor, her nails between her teeth, and her eyes like light-sabres beading down on me with murder on her mind.
“You need to prove authenticity,” I nodded at them both. My husband hauled himself up and stood a foot apart from Erin, the both of them facing me with their necks hung and their shoulders curled like two criminals sentenced to execution.
“Take her hand, Cliff!” I said through clenched teeth.
He rolled his eyes and faced away from her. But he nudged the back of his hand against the back of her hand which hung limply at her side, and after they both got done huffing and rolling their eyes and shaking their heads, they finally turned to each other, gave up, and trudged out to the edge of the dance floor, extremely lightly hand in hand.
I swear to god they danced like it was a funeral, not a wedding.
When they came back — after one single song — I made them sit closer together.
“You’re supposed to be girlfriend-boyfriend!” I said, scolding both of them with narrowed eyes. “Kiss her at least!” I said to my husband.
He rolled his eyes and snorted.
Erin looked at me like she could have killed me. “He’s your husband!” she said, seething at me.
“And I’m telling you to kiss him!” I said, seething right back.
“It’s cheating!” she groaned at me and flared her eyes.
“Not if I’m telling you to!” I groaned back at her. “Oh my god!”
“She’s not going to give in,” my husband said to her. “I know this woman.”
We all chuckled. Erin and Cliff looked each other and they both shrugged. “Come on, then,” he said with a shrug.
I had to reach around both of their heads and push them together. Finally their mouths met. It was the briefest kiss in the history of romance. I flopped into the back of the bench ready to give up.
“This is a dumb idea,” Erin said. “No one’s going to believe he’s my boyfriend.”
“Well not if you treat him like a poisonous snake tomorrow!” I said.
“I’m not comfortable with this,” my husband said.
“Kiss her again, then,” I said.
“It’s too hard to pretend.”
“So don’t pretend. Do you think Erin is hot?” I said.
He looked at her and then sharply away. “She’s good looking, yeah,” he said.
“I’m not going to be angry. You can tell me if she’s attractive to you. Anyway, I already know she is,” I said.
“Okay,” he said. “She’s attractive.”
“Erin? You’re turn,” I said.
“You know what I think about you’re husband,” she said, flaring her eyes at me. She emphasized “you’re.”
“So kiss each other like you want to,” I said. “I’m going to the bathroom. When I get back, I want to believe — I want to be convinced — that you two are lovers.”
I pushed up and out of the seat and turned around to lean over the table with my hands spread out and with my shoulders high. I hung my head low between my shoulders. “I’m going to give you a few minutes, and when I get back” I said, “if you’re still unable to cross the big rubicon to the enchanted land of make-believe, I’ll call the whole thing off.” I strode to the other side of the room and didn’t turn around.
I took my time. Erin was always nervous and shy, especially back in college. But she was stunning and worked out to sculpt a perfect body. Guys used to hit on me just to get near to her. My husband wasn’t much better — he was suspicious of everyone and glanced around furtively through the corners of his eyes so much he bordered on the creepy.
I didn’t think through the plan at all. I forgot who I was talking to. They could never pretend — they could never relax around each other. Erin would have to go either alone or not at all.
I yanked the bathroom door open and strode back to our table with my mind made up. There was no need to torture both of them any longer.
As I reached the table, I had trouble making them out. It looked at first as though Erin had left. Then I realized she was behind him — or under him, more like. I saw the arms and hands next — all over each other like some four-armed creature rubbing itself up. Then I saw their faces, or at least the sides of their faces. They were making out like teens in the basement.
I glanced around to other people in the place, they were that far gone with each other, and I slipped unnoticed into the bench seat. I had to clear my throat to let them know I had returned.
My husband only reluctantly lifted his face from my friend’s face, and she, only with greater reluctance, let her hand slide from his cheek down over his jaw and down his neck, letting him finally turn to me.
“Got carried away,” he said.
“Sorry,” she said.
“What happened?” I said. I was genuinely stunned at the turn of events.
Erin shrugged and bit her lip. My husband snorted and stared down at the table.
Erin was dressed in a green cotton wrap dress. I reached under the table and took my husband’s wrist in my hand and I slid his hand over Erin’s knee, and then up her thigh, pushing her dress up with it.
I had to see if they were for real and ready to go with it, or it that was all just show to please me.
Erin glanced around the room with alarm and reached under the table to tug the edge of her skirt back down. “Cut it out, Carly!” she said with a grimace.
I stiffened my grip on my husband’s wrist and resisted Erin’s attempts to push his hand down and off her lap. She eventually cupped her hands together, propped her elbows on the table, leaned against the edge to hide what was below, and rested her chin on the back of her hands. She turned her face toward me showing me her look of disdain. To emphasize it, she flared her eyes widely and pursed her lips.
My husband also looked at me, but less with disdain and more alarm.
I stared right back into his eyes and pushed his hand further up my friend’s bare lap under her skirt.
“What do you think you’re proving?” Erin said. But she also parted her legs — not a lot, but enough that I noticed. Her eyes half-blinked with a flinch, too. Her lips remained slightly parted. Her eyes dilated a little.
I pushed my husband’s hand further up under her skirt. “Just getting you two into the spirit of things,” I said to her and I lifted my face to shake it back and forth at her with half-lidded eyes. I smirked, too. It was fun putting them both on edge. They were both the last people you’d ever imagine doing anything like it, especially in public.
“You should stop,” Cliff said.
“No, she’s fine,” Erin said, nailing my eyes with her eyes. She was challenging me. “Let her keep doing it,” she said. “If this is what she wants.” She grinned so slightly someone who had not lived with her would never have notched it. But I did.
“I don’t know . . . . “ Cliff said.
But both Erin and I at the same time said, “Shut-up!” and we both laughed. I took the distraction to push his hand further up her leg. Her thighs parted further. I could feel with my pinky the fabric of her panties and I knew, I had moved my husband’s hand over the front of them under my own hand.
“Feel anything yet?” I said to Erin. I was surprised she was letting me do it to her with my husband’s hand. Maybe it had to do with being back near her family, maybe it had something to do with being out of town in a cute, quaint hotel. I couldn’t tell, but she was different.
She partly narrowed her eyes and a tiny curl of her mouth broke the straight, thin line from corner to corner. “You’re such a turd,” she said, but she also tittered.
Cliff tried to pull his hand free of my grip but I pushed him down harder. “She doesn’t want to,” he said to me.
“Erin, do you want my husband to remove his hand from between your legs?” I said to her in a casual voice with my big innocent eyes blinking at her. I knew that explicit talk like that made her squirm.
“He doesn’t have to,” she said back to me as casually as she ever managed. “He’s my boyfriend, isn’t he?” she said.
I nearly burst out laughing. But the way she said it — it was like she was trying the concept on and doing not a half-bad job of it. I was impressed.
I could tell her breath was becoming deeper and quicker. Her face was more flush. I turned to Cliff. “Think you can manage on your own from here on?” I said, and I slowly dragged my hand away from the back of his hand.
“You’re fine?” he said to Erin.
She turned to him, let him get a good long look of her eyes staring back at his eyes,  and then his mouth, and she didn’t push his hand away from her groin. She instead draped her arms over his shoulder, tilted her face to his, and gave him the biggest, most sensual kiss I’d ever seen her give a guy. Maybe the most sensual kiss I’d ever seen any girl give any guy.
“Very fine,” she said in a whisper to him and her eyes closed before she sank a second, deeper and longer kiss on his mouth.
I was shocked. Something had definitely changed.
My husband began to pull his hand away but Erin seized his forearm in both her hands and pushed his hand back up into her groin. “Don’t stop,” she whispered hoarsely and she shut her eyes and dropped her head back. Her back arched and she mouth dropped wider open.
I scanned around the room. No one noticed, it was dark enough and we were tucked in the back. But she wasn’t hiding things at all well.
I looked back at my husband. He wasn’t looking at me for reassurance anymore. He was staring at Erin, and for good reason. Her face was contorting and her mouth was dropping open wider. Her breath was short and sharp and she emitted tiny chirps that  she was unable to squelch.
My husband swallowed hard and I carefully leaned back to get an angle of sight down below the edge of the table. His fingers had slipped underneath my friend’s panties. Her hips were rocking and her pelvis was jutting against the pressure of his hand. She hadn’t let go of his forearm with either hand. She had instead gripped him tighter and dug her nails into his skin.
It was my turn to swallow hard. I looked around again. We were still safe, but just. I looked back at Erin. She made a few louder inhaled and high-pitched moans. Her back had curled in so far her face was turned up to the ceiling. If anyone looked, it would be obvious she was masturbating with an arm-sized wand. If they blinked and adjusted their eyes in the dark, it would be obvious the object she was getting herself off with was the man’s hand. My husband.
I leaned over the table and looked sharply away. I couldn’t exactly tell the amorous couple to get a room — I was the one who put my husband’s hand under my friends dress. But I was embarrassed now. Erin was breathing hard and making chirping moans, and my husband was looking like a boy being presented his first Christmas bicycle. I shook my head and rolled my eyes and tried to lean further forward to block the view if anyone walked by or turned around.
Erin suddenly groaned too loud and covered her mouth with her cupped hand. Her eyes clenched tightly and she grimaced widely across her face. Her shoulders came up and her neck muscles bulged. She inhaled deeply with her mouth in a circle like someone sucking a cool mint, and then she shook all over like someone having a seizure.
And I guess she was. I hid my eyes under my shielding hand and looked sharply away. Erin tittered and shrank in the back of the seat and covered her face with both her hands. She squirmed on her hips and crossed her legs and pushed my husband’s hand away from between her legs. She tugged her skirt down and blushed deep red.
“I think I have to go to the bathroom,” she said, and without asking, she snatched my wrist and yanked me up to drag me behind her with her head down, charging full-steam across the room.
“Oh my god!” she whispered hoarsely through her cupped hands the moment the bathroom door closed behind me.
“Was that what I think it was?” I said, half grinning at her.
“I couldn’t stop!” she said.
I couldn’t stop, either. Laughing, that is. We both erupted and bent over at our waists holding each other up with her arms around the other’s shoulders, we laughed so hard.
We decided it was time to get out of there — the practice session was over.
We had booked a room with two beds. “There was a leak,” the concierge explained, stopping us as we crossed the lobby. “We have to move you — but all we have left is a room with one king size. But not to worry,” he nodded with assurance, “I’m getting a second bed sent up.”
“No need,” I said. It was the second time I’d said something that weekend without reason or thinking. Both my husband and my friend spun to stare at me, both with wide eyes, and both with tiny curls of grins in the corners of their mouths that they tried to hide.
I went to bed wearing my halter top and white shorts, and Erin went to bed in her crop-cut wife beater and red shorts. We were taking pictures of each other and looking at them on my phone because we thought we were pretty cute, when my husband came out of the bathroom and snapped a shot of us two on the bed. That’s the picture I put on the cover of this book. He was in a black t-shirt and boxer briefs.
I made Cliff get in the middle. We maintained the fiction that we were just getting in bed to watch shows and get to sleep. It was going to be a big day tomorrow. We put the lights down and found some show and we all leaned back against the pillows piled into the headboard.
But I was feeling frolicsome — sitting that close to my husband rubbing my girlfriend into a climax down in the lounge was too much. I snickered and reached under the sheets to drop my hand over my husband’s groin. I was shocked to find my friend’s hand already there.
I threw the sheet down from our bodies and sat up to stare at what I couldn’t believe.
Erin snatched her hand back, but she looked at me with a grin and bit her lip. My husband just crossed his arms behind his head and shrugged sheepishly at me.
Even while staring in my eyes, Erin reached down again, and though I gaped and inhaled sharply and widened my eyes, she wrapped her hand around my husband’s cock. He was erect.
“Erin!” I cried out in a loud but hushed voice.
“I couldn’t help it,” she said. She kept stroking him, even rubbing her thumb back and forth over the head of his cock.
“Cliff!” I cried out in the same voice I cried out Erin’s name in, and we all chuckled.
“I couldn’t stop her,” he said. They both wore the same crooked grins.
“Like you tried!” I said to him, and I slapped him — not hard — on his chest. I knew it was my fault.
“You said we had to practice,” he shrugged.
I smirked at him. “Well at least get this off,” I said, and I tugged helplessly at his t-shirt until he sat up and tugged it up and over his head. He tossed it over the chair at the table beside the bed.
“And these,” I said, as though mad at him. I curled my fingers inside the waist of his shorts. He lifted his hips and pushed them down his hips before lifting his knees and drawing them off his legs. He tossed them over the chair as well and leaned back into the pillows for all the world like a king lying in his castle.
I shook my head at him and pushed Erin’s hand from his cock she continued to stroke, and I stroked it instead. “It’s mine!” I said to my friend with mock-jealously on my face. She tittered and pulled her hand away. I leaned over and sank my mouth around the head of his cock. I was still, like I said, buzzing from what happened down in the lounge.
“Well come on,” I said, when I pulled up and off him. I continued to pump his shaft in my hand but I gestured with my head for Erin to come down to join me in his lap.
She giggled and slid down in the bed and rolled onto her side. I held my husband’s cock straight up and we met eyes over the top of the head of it. I didn’t think I’d ever be excited to see it, but when she pulled her hair aside and closed her eyes to lean over my husband’s cock, when she parted her sweet soft lips, when she laid her tongue out over her bottom lip, I gasped with the suspense of it.
She sank her mouth around the head of my husband’s cock and didn’t stop there. We met eyes one more time — just a little check in — before she sank her mouth down so far I had to let go of his cock and get my hand out of her way. I gasped to watch — she took his cock to the back of her throat.
“What?” she said with a titter, and she rolled the rest of the way over, nudged her knees between his thighs until he lifted his knees and parted his legs, and she crouched between his thighs, pulled her hair aside, and began to suck my husband off with near professional vigour and grace.
If watching my husband tentatively finger my friend under the table in a dark corner of a little hotel lounge got me hot, watching her sink her mouth around my husband’s bared erection in the bed beside me, made me crazy.
I brushed strands of her hair from her face and slid further down in the bed to rest the side of my face on my husband’s hip.
Erin smiled at me when we met eyes, even with my husband’s cock deep in her mouth. I couldn’t stop gaping at her, even as I touched her lips with my fingertips and slid my hand around the back of her neck. She amazed me. I knew she had had sex, of course, but I knew it wasn’t often, it wasn’t with great fanfare, and she never told me details. I didn’t know she could do that — I didn’t know she was so good in bed.
I stretched my neck and lashed my tongue at the side of my husband’s cock when I had a chance, when she had come up and off him to catch her breath. She looked down at me and we both smiled until I wrapped my lips around the side of my man’s cock and dragged my mouth up and down on him.
Erin arched deeply in her back and crossed her arms over her torso. She looked through narrowed, bedroom eyes down at my husband under her and she picked at and lifted her tight shirt up her ribs and over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She cupped her hands over her small, perfectly-shaped boobs, and she dropped back down to his lap, keeping her eyes on his all the way, until she pushed my face out of the way with her face, and sank her mouth back down over his cock. I was amazed again at how far down she took him in her mouth, and how enthusiastically she swirled her tongue around his shaft deep inside her mouth.
I crawled up my husbands body, kissing a trail over his stomach and chest and neck until I got to his mouth. I nuzzled my face against his.
“You’re just loving this, aren’t you,” I said with a grin.
He just snorted. I looked and noticed his eyes were clenched shut. I looked down from his view to see my best friend with her shoulders up and her head down, pumping her mouth up and down over my husband’s stiff erection.
I looked back at my husband. He wasn’t breathing so well anymore. He wasn’t hearing me or talking, either. In fact, his fists were curled and his toes were stretching out.
“Oh my god!” I groaned into his ear. I knew the signs well enough. It made me crazy and I covered his mouth with my mouth to kiss him deeply, just as his body shuddered, his legs and arms stiffened, and his head shot back. I could tell what was happening down below by the muffled sound of Erin’s surprised and high-pitched moans. If I had any doubts, one glance showed me: my husband’s cum was gushing from the corners of her mouth, though she was swallowing  and doing her best to finish him off.
She shot up and laughed and cupped her hand over her mouth. She coughed and gurgled and my husband’s cum gushed from her mouth and she leaned her head back and darted off the bed.
I ran with her to the bathroom, both of us giggling and running on our toes. We shut the door just as she leaned over the sink and couldn’t stop laughing. My husband’s cum ran from her mouth in stringy gobs.
We lived together in college and we stayed best friends for 8 years after. We’d never shared sexual partners, though, and nor did we ever engage in anything together, despite what men-friends around us teased us for. But when I wrapped my hand around her back and she stood up to lean against the counter, we started kissing.
She was topless already. I stepped back and snorted and lifted my top off, too, and we hugged together, even though that mashed our naked breasts together. We didn’t seem to mind, either of us. She was not the girl who climbed into our car earlier that day.
I stepped back and bent in my knees and waist and hooked my thumbs into the waist of my shorts and pushed them down my legs. I took my panties with them.
Erin didn’t miss a beat. She followed me exactly, and we both laid our shorts and panties on the counter and embraced again. The kiss, this time, was much more romantic, and longer, too. Neither of us knew what was going on, but neither of us seemed in a hurry to stop.
We came out of the bathroom together both completely naked, our arms around the other’s back, our hands clutching at each other’s opposite hip. With our shoulders and hips and thighs together, we walked in time to the foot of the king size bed on which my husband slumbered in his post-ejaculation reverie.
We knelt on the end of the bed and when he managed to open his eyes, we turned to each other. I brushed her hair back from her face and she took my jaw in her hand. We began to neck again, moaning out loud this time. It wasn’t all show for my husband.
Erin reached down between our bodies and touched my stomach, then my abdomen, and then further down, too. Her finger touched the lips of my pussy so slightly, it was as though it was a warm puff of breath. She made me tremble in my hips and I parted my knees. She entered me and curled her finger up inside me. I draped my arms over her shoulders and she fingered me as we kissed and moaned and breathed hard and shook together.
I pushed her up the bed and we both tittered. I made her straddle my husband’s lap and I walked on my knees awkwardly so that I straddled his shoulders backward, facing her. My husband would know what to do.
We pressed our chests together with our backs tightly arched. She held my waist in both her hands and I reached my hands around the back of her neck and clasped my fingers together. She dangled her pussy over the head of my husband’s cock — he took no time to become hard again. I dangled my pussy over his mouth.
It was only supposed to be pretending. I didn’t even think about what I was saying when I said my husband could be her boyfriend for the weekend. I made them dance and I made them neck at the table downstairs. And when the concierge said he’d bring up a second bed, I was the one who said it wasn’t necessary.
And now I was necking with my old friend, pushing my pussy down on my husband’s mouth, and pushing her shoulders down, too, encouraging her to do it.
She resisted. “No!” she whispered and she tittered.
We kissed some more.
“Do it,” I whispered back to her.
She laughed. I reached down to find my husband’s cock under her hips and I stroked it. He was more than ready. I didn’t mind that he wanted to penetrate my friend. Somehow, I loved it. I wanted him to. I needed him to. The sensations were as new and strange as they were overwhelmingly arousing.
“It’s wrong,” she said, but this time, unlike in the car or at the lounge, she said it with a grin.
“Just a little,” I said, and we kissed again, both of us grinning because we knew, it wasn’t going to stop at just a little.
Her body relented enough for her lips to spread around the tip of the head of my husband’s cock.
“No,” she exhaled, but her body slipped down a little more.
I pushed her shoulders and we kissed sloppily and noisily. My husband reached with his neck and took my waist in his hands. My hips shook involuntarily and I stopped breathing a moment. The warmth and wetness of his mouth seemed to consume my whole body, even when all he did was lay his tongue out over the lips of my pussy.
I clutched Erin to me and we hugged together tightly, both of us arching and kneeling over my husband’s body. He began to make hard little circles around my clit — he knew how to do it. My body shook like tremors were coursing through me. Erin’s hips curled and uncurled and her pussy lips swept forward and back over the head of my husband’s cock.
I leaned my head around her head and I kissed her jaw and neck and finally her ear. Under her hair, I licked her ear all around and I whispered, “Fuck my husband.”
She twisted and writhed in a kind of body orgasm, and she tittered and bit my ear back. She whispered, “It’s wrong.”
I seized her waist in my hands and grunted I pushed her down hard. She squealed and laughed and I pushed her harder.
“Fuck him, Erin!” I said out loud.
“He’s your husband!” she said. The head of his cock was already pushed inside the cleft of her pussy lips.
I laughed and grunted. We struggled and wrestled. My husband wouldn’t stop tickling my clit with his tongue and Erin and I kissed and contorted over his body, me pushing her down over his cock, her curling her body and squirming to escape.
My husband would not relent and I could feel things tensing up inside me. I gasped and sank my face against my friend’s neck. “You better fuck him you little bitch,” I said, and we both tittered at the language.
“It’s cheating,” she groaned back, barely able to speak.
I reached down and felt around for my husband’s cock. The head was inside her already. “You fucking liar,” I exhaled more than I spoke, “you’re already fucking him!”
She released herself and sank the rest of the way down his cock. He disappeared inside her. My own hips began to buck forward and back, dragging my pussy over my husband’s face. My friend dragged her pussy over his groin. When my husband pushed his tongue inside my pussy, I arched deeply and hung on to Erin’s waist for dear life. She began to hump my husband madly, and hung on to my waist just as tightly. When my husband began to bump her hard from below, I felt the twinges in my feet. He was doing a masterful job on my pussy, but when I could tell he was about to cum again, this time into my friend, I lost it.
I groaned out loud and buried my mouth over my friend’s mouth. Her whole body shook like she was hooked up to something electrical. When Erin climaxed, she really hit the alarm bells. My husband groaned loud enough to alert hotel security. My whole body released with a wave of warmth of light and I laughed the way I do, uncontrollably, when I cum particularly hard, especially when it catches me by surprise.
Erin came at the same time as me with her body tense like a plank. It was an amazing thing to watch, much as I was able to, having nearly lost consciousness myself. I looked down to see my husband’s cum in great gobs gushing from my friend’s pussy.
We hardly slept at all. Every couple of hours, someone woke someone else up with their mouths or fingers on some part of someone else’s body. I had no idea whose leg or neck or feet was whose, mine or Erin’s or Cliff’s. We fucked and sucked and kissed and moaned in a state of netherworld sleepiness until the sun was up and Erin’s alarm was going off — for how long, I couldn’t tell.
We had time for breakfast together. “You amazed me, girlfriend,” I said to Erin, biting my toast.
“Stop it,” she grinned, pushing her hair back from her face. She was sitting beside my husband, her hand on his lap, kissing his cheek.
“You seem to have got over your nervousness,” I said to my husband with a grin.
“Your fault,” he grinned up from his plate.
I spent the day by myself on the beach walking, reading, and in cafes with coffees and shawls feeling like some romantic heroine from an English novel. I knew the two lovebirds were carrying out the play at the wedding with perfect aplomb. How could they not? They weren’t needing to act anymore.
When they finally came up at night, I was more than eager to pick up where we left off the previous night. I wasn’t alone in that feeling. When my husband finally came, he was kneeling behind my friend’s bum where she was on her elbows and knees, offering it up to him, with her face between my knees and her tongue where my husband’s tongue had been the night before.
The following weekend, I asked Cliff if he was alright with Erin coming over. “Just to hang out,” I said.
His grin was all he needed to reply with. I made him sit on the couch between Erin and me when we settled in with nibbles and put the show on. We didn’t make it to the end of the first episode before everybody’s clothes were on the floor. I have no idea what happened in the second episode. We weren’t watching anymore. Erin and I were taking turns, giggling and teasing each other, riding my husband where he sat slumped in the couch.
We began to fight and wrestle and tease and bite, struggling over who got to fuck him next. I never laughed so hard, and I never felt so aroused before, either. When my husband tagged out and needed to take a break, me and Erin made out nude on the couch gently and softly.
There had been none of that when we lived together. And I never did ask her, nor did she ask me, if it was there all along. Maybe that would be a discussion for another breakfast table. When my husband came back, his two girls got up, he threw his arms around both our shoulders, and we tittered and teased all the way down the hallway to the big bed in our bedroom. 
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Cade hung in the kitchen with Morgan, my husband, which made things awkward. I was ready to come out of the bedroom, but I was nervous. Yes, it was called a “date,” even by Morgan. But no, I was not ready for my husband to see me like that.
“Practice makes perfect, right?” my husband said when the weekend finally came around.
I pulled a skeptical side-mouth smirk. He could clearly hear what had happened at our first date the previous weekend, upstairs in the suite we built up there. Staying mum was not my way of dealing with things, but I wanted to give Morgan time to process. It sounded like I was not exactly resisting what was happening up there, like I was, to be honest, quite enthusiastic in my enjoyment of it. It was, to put it bluntly, “the full date experience” that Cade got that night.
Thing is, my husband had a similar confession, at least for the “quite enthusiastic” part of what was happening. And I’m still not sure who had the harder time of explaining themselves, him or me.
And so we deferred to silence for the time being during which the next weekend inevitably came. And now Cade was in the kitchen with Morgan waiting to take me out, and I was in the bedroom pulling another skeptical side-mouth smirk at myself in the mirror.
It wasn’t just what I was visibly wearing, which was bad enough — a crop-cut grey sweater with peek-a-boo shoulders, a widely-flaring and all-too-short pleated black-and-white skirt, and super-high over-the-knee black leather boots, with deliciously spiky heels. Plus oversize silver loop earrings and a red beret.
I mean, if a girl is pretending to go on a date, she has to look the part to feel it, right? But it’s what was invisible that made me seriously nervous. Even Morgan had not seen these yet since I only had them delivered the day before. Very special white-and-black art nouveau sort-of Parisian bra and matching panties. Extremely fun, right? But yeah, even if my husband was forcing me on his friend “to build up his dating skills again,” as he liked to call it, there was something inescapably wrong in how I was dressed inside and out. I guess you could say I was into it. I embraced my special mission. It was hard to hide my over-the-top eagerness about it. So I didn’t.
“Hey!” I said when I strolled out the hallway and into the kitchen, my tiny purse hanging long on its silver chain from my fidgety fingers. I popped my heel up to my ass and leaned into Cade with my arms up and my hands falling around his shoulders to give him the most innocent little peck on his cheek. “All ready,” I said.
I turned to my husband leaning against the edge of the counter cradling a bottle of beer nestled in his elbow, his eyes narrowed, his head nodding a little, a crooked frown of conflicted approval on his mouth, his eyebrows up, his eyes down, and up and down again, and all over me, the way I looked.
I stepped up to him and spread my feet around his feet and pushed my hips into his hips. I needed to make sure he understood that, no matter what, he was always and forever number one with me. So I laid it on maybe a little thicker than usual.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and pushed my chest into his arms and chest, squeezing that cold bottle between us. “One text from you saying so, and we come straight home, okay?” I said to him privately and I sank my mouth down over his mouth and invaded him with my tongue.
“Isn’t it at home where things got crazy?” he said back to me, also privately, and he smirked. It was almost the first thing said about it. What timing!
Cade smirked and snorted too and left the kitchen on the pretense of inspecting the bindings of our books on our shelves in the adjoining living room, and out of ear shot enough to not hear the Mr. And Mrs. negotiating their terms.
“I’m only doing this for you, you know that, right?” I said.
“I could have stopped it,” he said.
I kissed him again and jutted my jaw sideways. “You can stop it now, too, just say the word.”
He shut his eyes and turned his face half away. I gave him the time he needed. Finally he put his beer down behind him on the counter and wrapped his hands around my waist and pulled my hips in tighter against his hips.
“Shit, Violet,” he said. “You look fucking incredible.”
“I wanted to look good for you,” I said. And then I said something that came back to us later, with interest: “So you can feel proud to loan me out,” and I pinched my tongue in my teeth and grinned at him.
I meant it as a joke. I regretted saying it right away. I pursed my lips inwardly and chewed my cheek hoping it didn’t sound as bad as it did.
He inhaled sharply and popped his eyes wide open. He drew his hands up my back and pulled my body harder against his body and he buried his face in the waves of my freshly-done hair and put his mouth against my ear. “That’s what turns me on so fucking much about it,” he said.
I snickered but squelched it. Morgan doesn’t talk about feelings, full stop. So it caught me off guard when he said that, and my laughter was one of nervous excitement more than laughing at him or his feelings.
“Go ahead and laugh,” he said.
I instantly cradled his head in my arms and kissed him a thousand times all over his face. “No, no, no, no!” I said. “It’s laughing with joy, not at you! I want to know everything that you feel, I always do, you know I love that,” I said.
“You make it sound like I can be honest,” he said, and he snorted and shrugged.
“Of course you can,” I said.
We held each other with our foreheads rocking on each other’s, his hands tight around my waist, his fingers squeezing me there, my arms around his neck, my fingers in his hair, stroking him there.
“It makes me feel extremely proud to let you out like this, to let you go on dates like this, to even carry on after, like you guys did,” he said. “And then come back to me and let me know that you’re mine. Mine to loan out, as you said,” he said.
I continued to stroke his hair and nuzzle our bodies together, thinking. I glanced over my shoulder. Cade was perfectly at ease looking at books. I turned back to Morgan.
“Dates like this?” I said to him. “With Cade, you mean?”
He only shrugged. I left it at that. It was a much bigger topic, suddenly, than I was prepared for. What began as offering to let his hapless friend Cade practice dating again with “normal” girls, instead of the psychos he always seemed to end up with, sounded like it was transmogrifying into some sort of lend-lease scheme starting with Cade but not necessarily limited to said friend.
He smirked and nodded. “Yeah, of course, with Cade,” he said.
But that didn’t answer my question. I stepped back from him and we formed a bridge with our arms stretched out until only our fingers remained hooked around each other’s, and then we let our hands drop, too, and faced each other apart in the kitchen.
“Home by 12?” I said and I snickered.
“Sooner the better,” he said, and he turned away and shook his head and smirked to himself. He drank back a good wallop of beer. “No need to tell me, I’ll hear you come in. Don’t look for me, just pretend the house is empty, okay?”
“Is that how you like it?” I said.
“I love it sounding like a date,” he said.
“Phone again?” I said.
“No need,” he said. He swallowed hard and looked down. “I like having to strain to hear through the vents.”
“Just so you know,” I said, and I peered over my shoulder again to make sure Cade wouldn’t hear. I leaned in closer to my husband and murmured to him. “I don’t think he needs any practice in the after-date department, to be honest,” I said and I snorted.
“You better go now before I grab you and carry you to our bedroom myself,” he said.
It made me smirk and laugh. What an absurd situation it was. I turned to peer over at Cade. And what an enticing situation it was, too. One man to hold me and love me, another to date me and rile me all up.
“You’re going to be okay then?” I said.
He slapped my ass. “Get out of here, you kids,” he said.
I stepped out into the hallway and looked over my shoulder at Cade who turned to me from the books. “Come on,” I said, and I fluttered my fingers on the end of my arm straight back at him to come and take me in his hand.
I am not going to deny that a date with Cade sent my heart aflutter every bit as much as dates back in my single days ever did. Maybe even more, with my husband not only knowing, but pushing it. What was that, anyway?
I mouthed to Morgan “bye!” and blew him a kiss and Cade caught up to me and took my hand in his. We had a lot to discuss, my surprising husband and I.
Cade matched me well, I thought, and I told him too. It might have been just jeans and French-tucked long-tail shirt, but as usual, the shoes define the man’s look And his were perfect.
“You’re looking hot, baby,” I said when we got safely out to his car. I still wasn’t sure how much to show my husband — who I knew was watching us go — and how much would be rubbing his nose in it.
Cade tapped my ass when he held the passenger door open for me and I stepped past him and inside. I was no better though. I made sure to brush my body against his as I passed. The flirting was driving me wild.
The drive to downtown was like that all the way — conversation normal, physical gestures, anything but. We talked and laughed like we normally would. It wasn’t like the guy was a stranger to me, he’d been over with Morgan enough times. It wasn’t like a date in that way, unless it’s one of those dates where you’re going out with a guy who’s been around the group a while. Mostly, we talked about Morgan, to be honest, his funny theories, and his seriously in-depth passions, which we both agreed were impressive and admirable.
I had an ulterior motive in keeping our conversation in the car back on Morgan as long as possible. I wanted Cade to know that nothing that had happened, was happening, or could happen in the very near future was in any way secret to Morgan, hidden from him, or done without his blessing. Morgan, I was letting Cade know, was an integral part of whatever it was that he and I were becoming.
Does a wife have a “boyfriend” when it’s her husband that’s setting her up? What even is the word for that?
Cade worked in galleries and represented artists and managed careers in the fine arts, and the date was something of a working night for him. We were attending a gallery opening for one of his artists that he wanted to be there for, to see who came to look from other galleries.
“Knowing who’s hot is a tricky science,” he said, his left hand curling around the top of the steering wheel, his sharp jawline hanging over his shoulder, his eyes doing that thing trying to not get caught looking my body up and down.
I held his right hand in both of my hands on the flimsy claim that I controlled him — and through me, my husband controlled him, so my mental gymnastics theory went — but it kind of, sort of, was hard not to press his knuckles down between my legs.
He played along like a man who needed no pointers on dating. He did nothing with his hand. He just grinned at me and I grinned at him, and we talked in a way that gave nothing away — no, I wasn’t pushing his knuckles against myself there, no, I wasn’t making myself all hot and bothered by his infuriating tendency to make me do everything, no my legs didn’t come uncrossed, no I didn’t glance around the windows flying down the freeway assessing who might be able to see in and down through the window if my skirt came up a bit further.
It was fun talking-not-talking about what was going on between us physically in the shadows below the windows of his car. “Do you think you can tell who’s hot?” I said.
He held my eyes with his too long and it made my heart skip. “I make educated guesses, you could say,” he said.
“Gather your data,” I said and I poked the tip of my tongue into the corner of my mouth.
“There’s ways of testing theories,” he said.
“Like?” I said. My jaw dropped down.
He shrugged and looked back out the front window. The back of his hand pressed into the front of my delicate and pretty panties. I guess my skirt came up too far, huh?
“Taste test,” he said, not looking at me.
Now it was my turn to press my hips up into his hand, but in my defense, it was strictly involuntary.
“Uh-huh, and what exactly does that entail?” I said. My eyes accidentally closed. My head accidentally rolled back. My knees accidentally parted further. My hips accidentally pushed up and rotated.
“Hard to put into words,” he said.
“Oh,” I said with a sigh. I rolled my head sideways and partly opened my eyes to watch the overhead lights of the highway streak by up there. “You’re doing a pretty good job with your words so far,” I said. I looked down at my body and to the two bands of bare thigh I showed between the top of my boots and the bottom of my skirt. As the lights flashed through the windows and stroked over my body in the seat, my exposed panties glinted.
“You’re going to make me taste test you to see if you’re hot, if you don’t stop that,” I said.
I rolled my head over the back of my seat and set my elbow on his shoulder and draped my hand into his hair. I wrapped it up in the hair on the back of his head and yanked.
“Hey,” he said, glaring at me, shocked.
I checked over my shoulders and looked all around. We were still far enough away from the city and its sidewalks and lights. I laughed. It was something I had heard girls doing, read about, too, but never imagined myself being someone who would. I mean, it’s kind of like being out in public, isn’t it? But with my husband breaking all the rules already — and to be clear, all of this was Morgan breaking the rules, not me — the whole idea of what was okay and what was wrong was becoming a fluid and permeable concept for me.
I slipped my shoulder out from under my seat belt and chuckled and I pulled my knees up onto my seat and twisted to face him. “If you’re going to get me all riled up before you show me off to your competition,” I said, “I get to return the favor.”
I laughed to myself and crouched down over the console between us. I pushed my lips into the front of his pants. I laid over the seat and rolled my head over his lap and looked at him from below. “I guess we should make sure not to get lipstick on your pants before we get there,” I said.
“No doubt,” he said, and he caressed my head with his hand and drove his fingers through my hair.
It was just the right balance of gentleness and firmness to tell me that he respected me, but he wanted me, too.
“Just to keep your pants clean, okay?” I said, and I opened his pants and drew down his fly. “And your underpants, too,” I said, and I snorted and jiggled with laughter in his lap as I tugged them down.
He grinned and I rolled my head sideways to face his abdomen where it fit under the steering wheel, and I closed my eyes. It was as though I didn’t want to admit that I was face-to-face with a real live cock all hard and engrossed while flying down the highway in a car with the man driving. I wasn’t ready yet to take on the persona of such a bad girl.
But his cock — it was hard and hot and sinewy and thick. It thumped in my hand, I could feel his heartbeat in it so strongly. The veins stood out. The head poked up big and proud, and full. I honestly didn’t mean to do it. I really meant what I said about the lipstick, and all I wanted to do was kiss him a little there and abouts. But I pushed his cock down and pushed my mouth over the head, and when I felt it in my mouth, I stretched my neck back and pushed my chest up, and took him as deep down in my mouth as I could fit him. There was a lot that felt involuntary that night.
I wrapped my left arm around his back, pushing it between his shirt and the seat, holding onto him, clawing at him with my nails. I moaned on him, his cock deep in my mouth. I felt his hand run down over my head, down my shoulders and back, and around my hips. I rolled myself onto my knees and crouched over the console. He slipped his fingers under my panties. I pushed at the waist and drove them down to my thighs where they stretched between my legs. He entered my pussy with his middle finger and I slithered my mad tongue around his cock buried in my groaning and moaning mouth.
Here’s the thing. I would never do anything remotely like that with Morgan. It wouldn’t come up. Also, I firmly believe he wouldn’t want me to, he’d find it absurd, we’d end up laughing if I tried. He’d lecture me on highway safety, probably.
But I loved him about that. He was safe about everything, and he could do almost everything too, from fixing wiring issues, to hanging new doors, to building a shed from scratch for me. He could do it all, and without anyone getting hurt and nothing getting blown over when the winds came, you know? He was an indispensable man and I had no second thoughts about ending up with him. I was lucky.
Now Cade, well he was bohemian. He made a career of it, and good for him, because to hear Morgan tell it, Cade was having trouble handling the academics of an art degree, even! He figured things out well enough, obviously, but he did have a taste for wild women — no doubt a vestige of his college days as an up-and-comer in the local art scene himself. Morgan told me stories.
And while that’s a fun approach to the freedoms of one’s early 20s, it gets a bit stale as the next decade looms. Cade wasn’t anything like Morgan, and that’s not what I’m saying. He was maybe getting halfway there compared to where he was coming from.
I guess that was how the argument was forming in my mind for when (there was no question of if anymore) I confessed to Morgan that I blew his friend’s cock in his car flying down the highway to the art opening. I had to meet his friend halfway, didn’t I, if together we had a project to bring his friend into his 30s successfully.
I could just see Morgan’s shocked face — his eyebrows shooting up, his jaw dropping down.
“I had to meet him where he is, you know that,” I said. “It’s more than just dating, he needs to come in from the cold, he needs practice with relationships, not just dates, with normal girls too. Like, what happens after the first couple of dates?” I imagined myself saying to Morgan.
Meanwhile, I was moaning and writhing like a snake in a pit, slobbering all over the man’s cock, his finger sliding in and out of my even wetter pussy, my ass stuck up for all to see out my side window. A very tricky argument to make. Maybe I’d leave out how he was fingering me to near orgasm at the same time as I was going down on him in his front seat.
“He’s a sensitive man,” I said to my husband in my mind. “He needs to be eased into responsible adulthood gently.”
“Ok, sure, I can see that,” he’d say in that tone he used. “Good idea sucking him off while he drove down the highway, then,” I made my imaginary husband say, nodding thoughtfully. It helped that, in my mind, I was dressed in my sea green cami with no shorts, riding my husband, grinding my pelvis down into his pelvis, letting him play with my tits. I snorted into Cade’s abdomen and he tapped the back of my head as though to smarten me up, and I got down to sucking him with more attention to detail.
But that’s not what he was tapping me about. I felt his lower back strain hard under my hand wrapped around his waist, and I felt his hips push up under my face. I opened my eyes into his groin, and like an idiot, I wondered what was wrong with him. He sounded and moved like he was in pain, though it was hard to tell because I had turned the music up as we drove and as I sucked him. I wanted him to have a good time, right? I know my husband would have liked that — and he did want to show me off to his friend and show him what I could do.
But then Cade spurted right into my mouth and I coughed and realized he was ejaculating into me. Well, I guess one night in bed upstairs wasn’t exactly enough to learn all there is to learn about a man!
He shot my mouth so full, I tried to hold it in my mouth, but it shot out my nose! I began to laugh, and his cum, still shooting in wave after wave, burbled out my mouth and down over his legs. I pulled up and off him to say “sorry” and he shot another pressured arc over my face and down my neck, and I fell down to his cock and took him in my mouth again to finish him, he was cumming so much.
We parked at the gallery and he helped me dab what remained of his cum from my face and neck and dress in the car. I did my best to clean the spots on his pants. We hurried hand-in-hand scooting through some dark alley I didn’t know where, me trying not to laugh at the absurdity of it.
I’m sure there are things Morgan and I would do that Cade would find ridiculous too. I loved shopping at antique shops, for example. I could not in a million years imagine Cade wondering through one looking for things to show me like Morgan enjoyed doing. Different men. Also, their cum tasted differently. Just something a girl notices — when she’s having sex with two men, for example. Whatever that’s called.
I expected a quaint art gallery, a few people milling around murmuring and nodding, a couple bottles of wine at a church-table bar manned by some broke and sad looking student, some stale cubes of Costco cheese skewered on toothpicks. That kind of thing. I didn’t go to a lot of art galleries.
But Cade wrapped his hands around my waist from behind, pushed my up to unmarked gymnasium-style flat metal doors, shoved them open in front of me, and immersed me instantly into some light and dark pulsating space full of ethno-tech tunes resonating throughout, and a sea of cool people laughing and nodding and hanging onto each other and swaying everywhere.
Cade grabbed my hand and dragged me through that alternate world of wild, inhibited youth and crazy imagery flashing on cement walls and beats so heavy and hard my own heartbeat was being reprogrammed by it.
Servers in outfits worse than strippers mid-way through their middle song carried trays at their shoulders holding tiny glasses filled with luminescent green liquid on fire. My grey sweater sported a large oversized zipper that went half way down, presently zipped up to my neck. Cade turned to me when he had brought me into the very center of that madness, he put his hands on my hips and smiled.
“What is this?” I said, but my words were only mouthed to him, it was so loud in there. My senses were completely overwhelmed.
He stared at me so hard, he embarrassed me and I blushed and looked away, which, blushing in there, is the most absurd thing of all. He tugged at the tag of my zipper and I looked down feeling like I was high, as he pulled it down, inch by slow inch as though asking, as though checking, all the way to the bottom of my ribs. My body didn’t feel like it was my own anymore.
“Dance with me,” he shouted, and he wasn’t asking. He pulled me by my hips another couple of feet and we were instantly inside a mob of humans flowing up and down and all around each other in some sort of shared primal heat. My bra was clearly visible. But I looked around. I was still by far the most modestly dressed.
I looked back at Cade. The man was unsure of himself at our place. He often murmured to himself looking at our books. Watching shows, he seemed unable to follow the social cues of the characters, and had the most ridiculous questions about what was “really going on.” I agreed to pretend to date him in the first place, on the request of my husband, out of sympathy for Cade. He seemed so out of synch with the world. I wanted to help him for my husband.
But what I saw over the dance floor at the warehouse art party on the wrong side of downtown was a man deeply in his true element. He was, not to put too fine a point on things, as engaged with that world as Morgan would be at a tool fair. He was not out of synch one bit, not here, not Cade. I understood in an instant why it couldn’t be a sustainable full-time lifestyle as Morgan’s world was, but seeing Cade’s shoulders drop down, seeing his hips start to move, watching him come up to me, to take me in his hands by the hips, to pull me into his world down there: he was a stunning man once he was back in his own milieu. He was a man who required no sympathy, that’s for sure.
He made me dance with him, but the truth was, he didn’t have to push me for long. I might have been as unfamiliar with this whole other world as Morgan was, but I hesitate to admit that I fell into it rather more easily than I would have imagined I could. Cade pulled me close to him. The lights were flashing wildly. There was no sense of where the ceiling or walls were. The music was more wall than the structure. There were images cast over all the bodies. People writhed and contorted all around us. They bumped and grinded in sexual poses without awareness or shame or any modesty at all. Cade pulled my hips and jutted his own, and we grinded on each other in full view of everyone too, not that anyone watched or cared.
He turned me around and I arched deeply in my back and reached up over my head and behind me to clasp my fingers into the hair on the back of his head and I pulled him until I could twist my head sideways and kiss him. He reached around the front of my lower hips, really the tops of my thighs, and he pulled me back against his lap and I felt his lump push into my ass. I pushed right back. I grinded hard on him. My skirt rode up to my waist between us and I pushed my panties into him even harder.
He made me want to do the most lascivious things to him. And there seemed no guardrails in the place. He hiked my skirt up around my waist in front and I only danced against him more widely and threw my hair around my head and laughed and hollered out loud like everyone else. Nothing mattered. Girls all around me were climbing up on boys. Hands were everywhere on bodies and you could clearly see under clothes and inside underwear too. Cade touched the front of my panties and I gasped deeply and plunged both of my hands down the front of his pants and under his shorts, too, and I found his bare cock, hot, hard, and enticing me with feelings I could not reign in.
I twisted around in his arms. The music was getting to me too deeply. I was leaking. I draped my arms over his shoulders and pulled his neck until his ear was at my mouth. “Baby,” I said to him full of breath. “Need to fuck you right now,” I groaned. Never had words remotely like them been spoken by this mouth. And yet, I squeezed his bare cock in my hand inside his pants and shivered with desire.
“Later,” he said, and he smiled down at me.
I stomped my foot. I glared at him. I tugged and squeezed his cock harder in his pants.
But he only shook his head “No” at me and kept dancing, teasing me and milking my patience. My husband said he wanted me to give his friend Cade a normalized dating experience. Instead, his friend Cade was giving  me a far from normal date experience. And I was taking to it like a kitten to cream.
I tried my best to just dance with him. When we took a break, he found us a small and private high-booth table along a wall. I climbed all over him. I tried to ride his lap. I struggled to push his hands away and open his pants. Even when he ordered us drinks, I glared at the server willing her to disappear quickly so I could suck my man under the table. But he frustrated me all night.
He took me, in that state, wet, panting, and wild with unconstrained desire, ferocious with sexuality, along the side of the space skirting the undulating mass of barely dressed bodies and through a passage and into the gallery part of whatever it was we were inside of, and finally, there were the paintings he had come to see, or at least, the paintings he’d come to see who came to see.
I don’t know how to describe what I was feeling. Everyone he talked to, I wanted him to hurry up and finish, tugging on his hand with both of mine, pushing my groin into his wrist, jutting my jaw at him and whining about my pussy into his ear. But at the same time, everyone he talked to made me swoon and shiver, the way he was so cool with them, so confident, so in control. I wanted him on top of me doing that thing with his mouth, what he did listening to people obviously bullshitting them.
I’d never seen a man so transformed by setting. Well, I had: Morgan would be exactly the same way going from this party to some tech hardware conference. It was exactly the same.
Only, it wasn’t, was it. I was hardly to be seen climbing the walls and dying for Morgan to fuck me hard in the bathrooms at a tech hardware conference, which is not what I could say about Cade at an art show downtown.
And yet, looking back at those first few weekends with Cade, it’s not like I wanted or needed sex like that all the time. Who could? You’d have to be one of Cade’s psycho girls to want it that much, that often. It was definitely a once-in-a-while thing.
“Fuck me?” I said to Cade in my best sad puppy voice when he finally finished talking to another cool groovy boomer collector dude.
“Not here,” he said.
“Bathrooms?” I said, hopefully.
“No, not here,” he said again.
I stomped my boots and tried to put the whole idea out of my mind. I’d never been riled up like that before. He was turning me into something I wasn’t the least bit familiar with and I didn’t know what I was going to do.
The car ride home was no better. When we were finally leaving, thankfully, me tugging on his arm, squirming in my waist, another couple begged a ride from him, some young college couple, and he let them come with us, climbing into the back seat of his car, and we flew back down the highway, the two milking Cade’s thoughts like he was the guru they only ever heard about, me beside him holding his hand and trying to wait. I think he offered them a ride knowing it would frustrate me.
You think you cool down from such episodes, being a little older, a little wiser . . . being married to another man, all that. But oh no. Watching them hang on his every pause, listening to him flow with an expertise that sounded nearly like a foreign language to me, I was increasingly enflamed and stared out the window with my jaw falling open, my eyes wide, I was so hard in heat.
We dropped the couple off, went around the block, and parked in front of Morgan’s and my house. I nearly dragged the poor man in the front door behind me like a sack of potatoes. The lights weren’t off which meant that Morgan was still up and probably in his office or in the den watching a show. I couldn’t have cared less. I pulled Cade by the wrist up the stairs and I pushed him through the door to the suite up there and locked it behind me.
“You,” I said to him, “there,” and I pointed at the couch. I unzipped my boots and peeled them off and I pulled my sweater up and over my head and settled my hair back down. My body, it was not so easily settled.
I unzipped my skirt at the side and unwrapped it from my hips. I stepped up to him and knelt on the cushions of the couch, my knees spread around his hips, and I unbuttoned his shirt, pulled it away from his body, and opened his pants and stood up again to pull them off his legs from the ankles. His shorts came down with them and I snickered. 
I knelt back down on the couch and reached down between out bodies to press his cock by the underside of it against my abdomen and I rocked my body up and down, stroking his cock it with my body.
“I thought you were very cruel to me tonight,” I said. “Not a good date experience.”
“I didn’t expect you to get like that,” he said.
“I didn’t either,” I said, and I sank my mouth down over his mouth. “Nobody does. Do you even appreciate my underwear, by the way?” I said. “I bought them just to show you.” I rubbed the front of my panties up and down against his cock. I captured it inside the leg hole and rubbed him on me, bare, inside, and I squealed.
“Violet,” he said, but I shushed him.
“I’ve been a patient girl all night,” I said, and I pressed his shaft against my pussy lips. I was leaking badly. I’d been wet for him all night. “Fuck me hard?” I groaned in his ear and I bit him there. “Like you do?”
“Violet,” he said again and he pushed me back from him.
I slumped on his lap and tilted my head up to him. “What’s the matter?” I said.
“It’s just,” he said. “You’re so different, it seems.”
I continued to rub his hot, hard cock against my wet, sloppy lips inside my fine Parisian panties, but I had to agree with him. “You make me crazy,” I said. “You change me.”
“You were always the sensible one,” he said. “Very methodical. You save money. You shop for discounts. You plan, for god sakes,” he said. “I don’t know who that was, that girl I was out with tonight. Who you are right now.”
I slipped down from his lap, but only to hook my thumbs in the waist of my panties and push them down and off. “Just don’t want to ruin them,” I said softly, and I folded them over neatly and placed them on the arm of the couch.
“See?” he said. “I can assure you that no other woman at that opening tonight is concerned about ruining her panties.”
I snorted and rolled my eyes as I climbed back into his lap. I pressed his hard cock against my stomach. “They’re expensive, that’s all.” I said, and I kissed him deeply.
“You’d have treated them like that no matter,” he said.
I snickered because he was right. I raised myself on my knees and looked down as I pushed the head of his cock between the lips of my pussy, making him wet with me. “Maybe,” I said. I stroked myself with him.
“So who is that?” he said.
I dropped my jaw open and jutted my chest out. My head rolled back and I hung on with my hands around his neck. I caught the head of his cock in my pussy lips again, and let go, sinking down on him. We came together with a shocking absence of friction, fitting together more tightly and smoothly than the best leather glove. I took him deep into me and penetrated his mouth with my tongue.
“I don’t actually know,” I said.
He wrapped his hands around my bare ass and we fucked like that, far more gracefully than I would have guessed, the way I’d been climbing the walls all night.
“I know for certain you aren’t like this with Morgan,” he said.
This is how I knew it wasn’t your normal date with an affair. Does a cheating couple discuss the woman’s husband while they are in the process of fucking each other? No.
“No,” I said, and I collapsed over his shoulder and bit his neck. His cock was sliding up into me and down back out of me with a kind of rhythmic tantric motion that sent me too soon, too hard, over the edge already. But I was primed all night. It shouldn’t have been a surprise that I was so ready to go off.
“Normally I cum super hard with the first stroke of Morgan’s beautiful cock into my pussy,” I said, and I started jiggling on him, I was laughing so hard.
“Did you even fuck him this week? He is your husband, you know,” he said.
I leaned back from him and raised and lowered myself on his lap where we could both watch his glistening and beautiful cock appear and disappear in my even more glistening pussy.
“Baby, I fucked him every day this week, and you want to know what else?”
“What?” he said.
I could feel his heart beat through his chest and his breath on my chest and I knew he was coming close, too, and it made me grin.
“We talked about me fucking you and how it felt,” I said. “Even with his cock exactly where your’s is right now.”
“He knows?” he said. 
I sank on him and bit his neck. His cock was stroking my pussy so good, so slow, I just held things there, right on the precipice. “Baby, he was listening the whole time.”
“Oh yeah, that’s right,” Cade said.
“Oh yeah,” I said, lowering my voice in mock imitation of him. But I gasped sharply too.
He spun us around without coming out of me and laid me down under him along the length of the couch. There, he pummeled me through the cushions and ping-ponged my body between his hips and the couch, and he didn’t slow down even though my body stretched and strained and my breath stopped and my nails scratched at his skin and my eyes rolled back in my head.
The release of all that tension felt like a volcano inside me. I had just time enough to peek at him to smile that post-climax smile of grand relief to find him clenching in eye and teeth, just as I felt my pussy flood with his hot cum.
We cleaned up a little and I kissed him quickly good night and he slipped down the stairs and out the front door without making contact with the occupant down there, on my advice.
I went down to the shower, cleaned myself inside and out, scented myself out of respect, wrapped myself up tightly in my fluffy robe, and chanced around the hallway and into the den.
Morgan was in the middle of the couch with a show on, and the volume muted. He looked stunned, his eyes wide and bleary.
“Date go okay?” he said.
I leaned against the doorway and crossed my arms over my chest. “Uh-huh, pretty good,” I said.
“Get over here, then,” he said, and he pulled the blanket away from his lap to show me his grey sweatpants were down around his ankles. I realized in an instant that my husband had been stroking himself.
He grinned at me, all cocky and sideways.
That was all I needed to know. I dropped my robe from my shoulders, I ran high on my toes, and I squealed with excitement. I leapt into his lap and straddled his legs. I slid down between his knees and went down on him. But I couldn’t wait. I climbed back up on him and took him inside my pussy.
“You looked so hot, I bet the guy is so jealous I get you every night,” he said.
“Uh-huh,” I said, burying my face in his neck.
“He borrows you but I own you, don’t I,” he said.
“Uh-huh,” was all I could say. I was right there again, now with my own man, but it wasn’t just that. It was the way he was talking. A new Morgan was coming out, just as a new Violet had come out that night, too.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and curled my spine in and out, milking his cock up to and past the point of no return, and for the second time that hour, a man’s cum gushed from my pussy.
He held me tight to his body all night long. In the morning, though, it was as though that person who I was the night before dissolved away like a slipping dream, like a barely remembered book, like a movie you can’t remember the name of. I worried myself looking up “split personality” online. Morgan came into the kitchen and I closed the lid of my laptop. 
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I didn’t tell Erin she couldn’t come over that Saturday. I just didn’t tell her not to.
Cliff was in the kitchen, shirtless in black jeans, rinsing out the blender from his shake. I was still in my gym clothes from the morning, stretched out on the couch with my legs up and a cold glass pressed between my thighs. I heard the car door outside and looked through the blinds. Erin stepped out in white shorts and a navy blue tank top, no bra. Her hair was curled like she’d done it before coming. She wore flat leather sandals with silver rings that caught the light. And my appreciative eye.
Cliff turned the water off and looked at me. "Is she staying long?"
I shrugged. "Said she was in the neighborhood."
He didn’t reply. Just grabbed a towel, dried his hands, and leaned on the island like he was pretending not to listen as the doorbell rang.
I opened it. Erin grinned and stepped in like it wasn’t the first time that week. Her skin smelled like sunscreen and something citrus. Her eyes flicked past me into the living room.
"Hey," she said. "I brought that bottle you liked."
She held it up. White wine. Already chilled.
"We going somewhere?" I asked, grinning
She smiled wider. "Nope. Just felt like seeing you."
She hugged me. Her body was warm. Her chest pressed to mine. I glanced toward the kitchen.
"Cliff’s here."
"Good," she said.
He was still leaning on the island, his eyes on her bare shoulders.
"Hey, Erin."
She stepped in, feel light on the floor, and set the bottle on the counter. She turned toward him and smiled. "Want some?"
He looked at me. "Sure." He was grinning worse than I was.
I went to the cabinet and got three glasses. Erin uncorked it. She leaned close to pour and her hips pressed lightly into Cliff’s. He didn’t move. Her arm brushed his when she handed him a glass. Her nails were short, painted pale pink. Her wrist had a thin gold chain bracelet that I hadn’t seen before.
We drank in the kitchen. No music, just the hum of the fridge and the occasional laugh from Erin, a little louder than usual.
She leaned her elbows on the counter, body turned toward Cliff. "So I keep thinking about that room."
He stared down into his wine.
I sipped. "What about it?"
Erin looked at me. "You know what."
Cliff cleared his throat and set his glass down. "That wasn’t supposed to happen ,though.”
Erin tilted her head and shrugged. "Did it feel wrong?"
He didn’t answer.
She turned to me. "Did it feel wrong to you?"
I set my glass down too. "I don’t know what it felt like.”
“Well I do," she said, and took a slow sip. Her eyes were on his again. "It felt truthful.”
Cliff stood straight. He rubbed his jaw and reached for the bottle to top off her glass. She didn’t move her hand. His fingers brushed her thumb.
She smiled at him.
I saw the way he looked at her chest. Her nipples were visible through the thin tank. She saw it too.
Cliff didn’t shift his eyes from her chest until she moved herself. She stepped back just half a pace and turned her body toward me. “You remember that thing you said in the hotel? About not needing two beds?”
I nodded. My throat was tight. She was so up front, so bold, but that was her all over.
“Was that a joke or . . . ” She trailed off, lifting her glass, sipping, watching me over the rim. Grinning like the Cheshire Cat.
Cliff didn’t say anything. He leaned both hands on the counter now, his chest angled toward her.
“It wasn’t a joke,” I said. “I just didn’t think you’d take me seriously.”
“Who did.” She turned slightly toward him. “Until I we all did.”
He cleared his throat again and shifted back, folding his arms. “I still don’t know what that night really was.”
Erin stepped closer. “It was good is what it was.”
He looked at her, then at me. “You didn’t seem like you regretted it.”
“I didn’t,” I said. “I don’t.”
Erin looked back at him. “Then why are we pretending we can’t talk about it?”
She took another sip and set her glass down. Her hand rested on the edge of the counter beside his, close enough her fingers touched his knuckles.
I watched his jaw tighten. He looked down, then lifted his eyes to me. “You sure?”
I stepped closer too. I nodded. “I’m watching aren’t I?”
Erin slid her hand over his. “I want to kiss him again,” she said, eyes still on mine. “But not if you don’t want me to.”
I didn’t answer. I just nodded again, slower this time.
Cliff looked at me one last time, then leaned in. Erin lifted her chin. Their lips touched, light at first, then again, longer. Her body pressed into him.
I set my glass down. Erin’s hand was on his chest now, her fingers spread out flat. His hand cupped her hip.
She kissed him again, slower this time, open-mouthed. He grunted softly, and her hand slid up to the back of his neck.
I stepped around the island and stood behind her. I reached out and touched her hair, letting my fingers run through it. She leaned back into me.
She turned her head and kissed my cheek. I let my hand drop to her waist and she reached behind to take it, holding it against her stomach.
Cliff looked at both of us, eyes a little wide. Erin turned toward me and kissed me on the mouth. Not just a brush. Full, warm, open.
I parted my lips for her.
Cliff exhaled. His hand slid up Erin’s back. She moaned into my mouth.
She broke the kiss and looked over her shoulder at him. “Still not sure what that night was?”
He said nothing. He just kissed her again, harder.
Erin’s back pressed to his chest as his hands came around her waist. She reached up and cupped the back of his neck, her head turning toward his mouth while her eyes stayed on me. I could see her pulse in her throat.
I stepped closer. The space between us was gone. I slid my hands over her hips, under the edge of her tank, feeling her stomach tense. Cliff’s fingers found the waistband of her shorts and paused.
She looked at me again. “Tell him,” she whispered.
“Do it,” I said.
He hooked his thumbs inside and pulled down slow. The fabric rubbed against her thighs before falling around her ankles. She stepped out of them, still facing me, her breath shallow.
Her panties were white, thin, nearly translucent in the kitchen light. Cliff’s hand flattened against her stomach. His lips touched her shoulder.
“Keep going,” I said.
Erin’s body leaned back into him as his hands moved lower. Her eyes flicked down to my chest. I felt the urge to move but stayed still, watching her face change.
He kissed her neck, then her jaw. She turned her head and found his mouth. It wasn’t hesitant anymore, wet, deep, slow. I watched her hips roll slightly as his hand slid between her thighs.
Her eyes found mine again while she kissed him. Her lips parted around a quiet gasp.
I stepped closer until my stomach brushed hers. My hands slid under her shirt, pushing it up her ribs. She raised her arms. I lifted it over her head and tossed it onto the counter.
Cliff’s hands stayed on her body. Mine joined them. Her skin was hot.
Erin’s breathing changed, short bursts, her head tilted back against his shoulder. His hand moved again, lower, pressing in gentle circles. She gripped my arms.
“God,” she whispered.
I leaned in and kissed her collarbone, then lower, tasting sweat and wine. Cliff’s hand didn’t stop moving. Erin bent slightly, pressing forward into my mouth.
I kissed her again, higher now, her lips finding mine mid-breath.
She pulled away and looked at me, her voice barely steady. “You’re shaking.”
“So are you.”
Cliff’s voice came from behind her, rougher now. “You both are.”
Erin smiled without looking back. “Well, keep going, then.”
Erin’s thighs were trembling now. Her hand shot out behind her to grab the back of Cliff’s neck, steadying herself. His other arm wrapped around her chest just under her breasts, holding her upright as his fingers worked between her legs.
I slid my hand down her stomach and joined him there. Her panties were soaked. I touched the thin fabric and she gasped, her head dropped forward against my shoulder.
“Take them off her,” I said.
Cliff stepped back just enough to slide them down. They caught between her thighs. She wriggled, breathless, until they slipped free and hit the floor.
She was completely bare now, pressed between us. Her skin flushed, her nipples hard, her mouth parted, eyes unfocused.
I turned her face to mine. “You want him to fuck you?”
She nodded without hesitation.
Cliff stood frozen behind her. I looked at him. “You want to fuck my best friend?”
His chest was rising fast. He nodded.
I stepped back. “Then show her how badly you want to.”
He grabbed her hips and turned her gently around. Her breasts swayed with the motion, her legs shaky. He reached for her face and kissed her again, long, full. She pressed against him, naked now, bare feet flat on the cold kitchen floor.
I watched as she fumbled at his belt, then dropped to her knees. She unzipped him slowly. He stepped out of his jeans.
She wrapped her hand around him, already hard. Looked up at me while she stroked him.
“You going to watch?” she asked.
“I’m right here aren’t you I?.”
She smiled and leaned forward. Her mouth opened over the tip of his cock. She didn’t stop.
Cliff moaned and put a hand on the back of her head.
She went deeper.
I stepped behind her. Her ass was high, her legs spread just enough. I dropped to my knees, reached forward, and spread her open with both hands.
She moaned harder, her mouth full of him.
I leaned in and kissed her there. She gasped around his cock, her body jolting.
Cliff looked down, eyes wide. “Jesus.”
I licked her again. She whimpered.
“I need . . .  ” she started, but didn’t finish.
Cliff pulled out of her mouth and lifted her up. She stumbled forward into my arms. I kissed her hard and backed up, pulling her with me toward the living room.
She turned and dropped to the rug on her hands and knees.
Cliff knelt behind her.
I laid on my side, face inches from hers.
“You ready?” I whispered.
Her eyes locked on mine. “Uh huh,” she barely managed to say.
He entered her in one motion.
She cried out.
Cliff grunted behind her, both hands locked tight on her hips. Erin’s body jerked with each thrust, her breath ragged against my lips. I pressed my forehead to hers and held her face in both hands.
She was flushed red across her chest. Her fingers gripped the rug. Her eyes were wide, barely able to focus.
“Talk to me,” I whispered.
She didn’t answer, just dropped her head, biting her lip. I kissed her temple and moved down, kissing her cheek, her neck, her shoulder.
Cliff shifted his angle and Erin let out a louder cry, mouth open, head back. I reached underneath her and cupped her breast. Her nipple pressed into my palm. She moaned louder.
“Fuck,” Cliff growled. “You feel . . .  Jesus.”
Erin arched her back more, pushing against him harder. I moved my hand lower, between her thighs, and rubbed her where he wasn’t. She nearly collapsed.
“Carly, ” she gasped. “Oh my god, ”
“Don’t stop,” I said.
Her body tensed all at once. Her breath caught and her legs started shaking.
Cliff slowed but didn’t stop.
She grabbed my wrist and held it in place while she came. It rolled through her in waves, her hips jerking, her voice cracking in short, desperate sounds.
I didn’t let up. Neither did Cliff.
She cried out again, louder this time, then collapsed forward onto her elbows, trembling.
Cliff slid out of her and looked down, panting.
I leaned in and kissed her lower back. “You okay?”
She nodded slowly. “I can’t feel my legs.”
I smiled. “That’s normal.”
She turned and reached for me. I helped her sit up. Her skin was damp, her hair stuck to her neck. She leaned into me, her cheek against my chest.
Cliff sat back on his heels, still hard. He looked at me, waiting.
I didn’t say anything. I guided Erin down onto her back and kissed her softly.
Then I turned to him and said, “Now me.”
Cliff moved toward me without speaking. His chest brushed mine as he leaned in, and I kissed him, slow, open, deep. Erin watched from the rug, her chest still rising and falling, one hand between her legs, the other curled near her face.
I laid back, legs bent, pulling him with me by the waist. His cock pressed against my thigh, stiff. He kissed my neck, then my shoulder, then lower, his breath hot on my skin.
I reached down and wrapped my hand around him, guiding him where I wanted. He looked into my eyes, waiting.
I nodded.
He pushed inside me slow. My breath caught. I curled my legs around his hips and grabbed tight onto his back.
“Fuck, Cliff.”
He stayed buried deep, not moving, just holding still, his forehead against mine.
I looked over at Erin. She was watching, her eyes locked on the place where our bodies met. She was still touching herself, fingers slow, lazy, her lips parted.
“Come here,” I said.
She crawled closer and kissed me again, softer this time, more careful. Her hand slid up my side, over my breast. She kissed down my jaw, then lower, and took my nipple between her lips while Cliff started moving.
I moaned.
He thrust deeper now, steadier. I arched against him. Erin’s mouth on my chest, her hand between my thighs, his cock inside me, I couldn’t keep quiet.
My breath grew louder. I clenched around him. My fingers dug into his arms.
“Fuck, keep going, don’t stop, ”
Erin looked up and kissed me again, her tongue sweet, her fingers slipping over my clit. Cliff groaned above me.
My whole body locked up. I curled around him and came hard, eyes shut, thighs tight, nails digging into his back.
He fucked me through it, then pulled out with a gasp, stroking himself fast.
“Where?” he panted.
I reached for his cock, wrapped my hand around it, and pointed. Erin leaned in and opened her mouth.
He came across her tongue, then her lips, then lower across her breasts. She moaned like it turned her on just as much.
I grabbed her hair and kissed her again, tasting him. She kissed me back, breathing hard, her body still trembling.
Cliff collapsed beside us, spent.
We all lay there for a minute, tangled and breathless.
Erin rested her head on my stomach.
I stared at the ceiling, heart pounding.
Erin was the first to move. She pushed up on her elbows, her skin streaked with sweat and cum, her hair a mess. She looked down at me, then at Cliff. Her hand found mine and held it.
“I don’t want to go home,” she said.
I turned my head toward Cliff. His eyes were open, watching her.
“Then don’t,” I said.
She leaned down and kissed me again, soft, almost tender. Her lips brushed mine a few times before she pulled back and sat up fully. Her thighs were sticky, her breasts rising with every breath. She didn’t bother covering up.
“I need a shower,” she said.
Cliff reached over and grabbed her wrist. “Stay a little longer.”
She smiled, cheeks flushed, and lay back between us.
I rolled onto my side and kissed her shoulder, then her neck. “You sure you’re okay?”
She nodded without opening her eyes. “I’ve never been more okay.”
Cliff stroked her stomach slowly. “We should talk about this.”
Erin’s eyes opened. “Are you worried?”
He didn’t answer right away. “Not worried. Just… surprised.”
She looked at me. “You?”
“I planned half of it,” I said. “I just didn’t know I’d want it this much.”
Erin smiled and turned toward me, propping herself on one elbow. “I wanted it before we even left for the wedding.”
I blinked. “You’re serious?”
She nodded. “When you first said he should pretend to be my boyfriend? That was it. That was the moment.”
Cliff shifted onto his side, watching us. “You were quiet about it.”
She looked at him. “I didn’t think you’d go along.”
“I didn’t think you’d want me to.”
“I didn’t know how bad I wanted both of you,” she said. “Until now.”
I leaned in and kissed her. “We need more wine.”
“I’ll get it,” Cliff said, pulling himself up from the floor and walking naked into the kitchen.
Erin looked at his ass. “That’s going to ruin other men for me.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Me too.”
She laughed and rolled into me, her leg sliding between mine. “I’m not done yet.”
Cliff came back with the bottle, half-full, and no glasses. He held it out. Erin took it and drank straight from the neck, then passed it to me without a word. Her body was flush against mine now, her leg draped over my hip, one arm slung across my ribs. I took a long pull and handed it back.
“I’m staying the night,” she said.
Cliff didn’t object. He dropped back onto the rug beside us and reached for her hip. She rolled onto her back between us, arms spread, breasts rising slowly with her breath.
“You like this?” I asked her.
She turned her head and looked at me. “I fucking love this.”
Cliff leaned in and kissed her stomach. She sucked in a breath and smiled. I brushed her hair back and kissed her cheek, then her jaw, then lower.
“Again?” I said.
She nodded.
I slid down her body. Cliff moved too, kneeling between her legs. She looked down at him, eyes dark, and then turned to me. I kissed her thigh. Cliff kissed the other.
Her body twitched.
We kissed higher, then higher. She bent her knees and opened for us, eyes wide, lips parted.
Cliff licked her slowly. She moaned.
I followed, my tongue meeting his, our mouths sharing her.
She cried out and reached for both of us, one hand on each head, pulling us in. Her hips rolled and her breath caught.
Cliff slipped two fingers inside her while I sucked her clit.
She shook.
“Fuck, fuck, don’t stop, ”
We didn’t.
She came hard, legs locked around our shoulders, fingers curled in our hair. Her back lifted off the rug and she screamed into the room.
When she dropped back down, she was gasping, laughing, reaching for anything to hold.
I kissed her again. Cliff kissed me.
“I want you inside me,” she said to him, breathless. “And I want her to watch.”
Cliff moved without hesitation. Erin stayed flat on her back, legs still loose and open, her skin glowing with sweat. I knelt beside her, brushing hair from her face while he crawled between her thighs and lined himself up. She reached down, took his cock in her hand, and guided him in slowly, her breath catching as he slid deep.
Her eyes didn’t leave mine.
“Keep watching,” she whispered.
Cliff pushed all the way in. Her mouth opened, no sound at first, just breath, then a deep, low moan. I leaned down and kissed her as he started moving, long strokes that made her shudder under me.
I pulled back so I could see everything. Her breasts bounced lightly with every thrust, her fingers digging into his arms. She kept glancing at me, like she needed to confirm I was still there, still part of it.
“You feel so fucking good,” Cliff muttered.
“I want her to see everything,” Erin said.
He lifted one of her legs and changed the angle. She gasped again, her eyes rolling back. I shifted down to where I could watch him slide in and out of her, his cock glistening. Erin reached for me, cupped my breast, pinched my nipple.
“Touch yourself,” she said, breath ragged. “I want to watch you too.”
I spread my knees and slid two fingers down between my legs. I was soaked. I kept my eyes on her pussy stretching around my husband’s cock, my breath shaking as I rubbed slow, tight circles.
Erin was panting now, her body starting to tremble again. She pulled me in for a kiss, open and messy, our mouths moving against each other while Cliff fucked her harder.
I came with my fingers in me, hips jerking, moaning into her mouth as she came too, loud, sharp, her whole body arching up into his.
Cliff wasn’t far behind. He grunted, slammed in deep, and froze. Erin cried out again as he came inside her, both of them shaking, eyes closed, mouths open.
I lay down beside her, legs tangled, chests heaving.
Cliff finally pulled out, slow, careful. Erin whimpered as he slipped free. His cum dripped out of her, warm and slow, pooling between her thighs. She didn't move to wipe it away. She lay still, breathing hard, her eyes closed, her chest rising and falling in steady rhythm.
I reached down and touched her inner thigh, just above the wetness. She opened her eyes and looked at me.
“You’re dripping,” I said.
She smiled, lazy, blissed out. “I know.”
I leaned in and kissed her. Her mouth was still open, soft and pliant. I slid my hand up between her legs and dipped my fingers into the mess inside her.
She gasped.
“You’re not done,” I said.
“No,” she whispered, “not even close.”
Cliff lay on his back beside us, spent but watching, his hand lazily stroking his softening cock.
I pushed Erin’s leg open wider and slipped two fingers back inside her. She grabbed my wrist.
“Fuck,” she moaned.
I kissed her neck, her collarbone, her breast. My fingers moved deeper, slower. She clenched around them.
Her body twisted and she rolled halfway onto her side, facing me, legs curled. I pulled my hand free and sucked her taste off my fingers while she watched. Her eyes darkened again.
“Carly,” she said.
“What?”
“I want you to ride his face.”
Cliff laughed once, quietly. His hand was already moving again. He was getting hard.
I didn’t answer. I straddled his chest and looked down at him.
“You want me there?”
He nodded.
Erin rolled to her knees and crawled beside him. “I want to watch this,” she said. “I want to see your face when she sits on your mouth.”
I moved up, one knee on each side of his head, and lowered myself.
His tongue met me instantly. I moaned. Erin sat beside us, stroking herself, biting her lip.
“Use him,” she whispered. “Show me how.”
Cliff’s hands slid up the backs of my thighs, firm and slow, holding me in place as his tongue worked. I rocked my hips forward, settling my weight onto his face, the pressure making my breath stutter. His mouth was greedy, he knew what I liked. I ground down harder and moaned.
Erin was beside us, her fingers moving faster now, eyes locked on my face.
“Fuck, you look good like that,” she whispered.
I opened my eyes and looked at her. Her mouth was parted, two fingers buried deep. Her other hand rolled over her clit in quick, tight circles. She was breathing just as hard as I was.
Cliff groaned beneath me. The vibration made me jerk. I grabbed the headboard and started riding him properly, my thighs tightening, hips rolling steady.
“Shit, keep going, don’t stop,” I gasped.
Erin knelt beside him and kissed my breast, her mouth soft, warm, tongue flicking my nipple. I grabbed the back of her head and held her there.
Cliff’s tongue was relentless. My whole body was tight now. My thighs trembled, my back arched.
“I’m gonna come.”
Erin kissed up my neck and whispered in my ear, “Do it on his face.”
That sent me over. My hips bucked forward, grinding against his mouth, and I cried out, loud, sharp, fingers clawing at the sheets.
He held me through it, licking, tasting everything, even after I shuddered and collapsed onto his chest, gasping.
I slid off and dropped beside him, barely able to breathe.
Erin was still stroking herself. She looked close. I reached for her, pulled her to me, and kissed her hard, fingers slipping between her legs.
“Come for me,” I said. “Right now.”
She buried her face in my neck and came fast, body jolting, thighs clenching around my hand. I felt the gush and kept going. She sobbed into my shoulder, then laughed through it, shaking.
We collapsed in a pile, all of us tangled, sticky, used.
Erin was the first to stir again. She slid out from between us, her body flushed and glistening, and padded toward the kitchen. Her bare ass swayed with every step. She didn’t say anything, just opened the fridge, pulled the wine bottle out by the neck, and drank straight from it.
Cliff watched her, still on his back, half-hard again. His hand rested on his stomach, rising with each slow breath. I was on my side, legs tangled in the sheets, still catching my breath.
Erin turned around, leaned against the counter, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “You two are fucking insane,” she said, grinning.
“You’re the one who said not to stop,” I said.
She shrugged. “I meant it.”
She walked back to the rug, dropped the bottle beside us, and knelt down, this time between my legs. She kissed my ankle. Then my knee. Then the inside of my thigh.
Cliff sat up, already stroking himself again. His cock rose quickly, thick and shiny from everything we’d done. Erin didn’t even glance at him. Her eyes were on me.
“Your turn to be fucked like a toy,” she said.
I spread my legs wider. She crawled forward and ran her tongue up the length of my inner thigh, teasing, slow, then blew softly on my clit before kissing it.
I gasped. My hands shot into her hair. She grinned and dove in deeper, her tongue stroking fast now, her hands pinning my hips down.
Cliff got up, walked around behind her, and dropped to his knees. He ran one hand down her spine and positioned himself behind her.
I looked up at him. “You going to fuck her while she eats me out?”
He nodded once.
“Then do it,” I said.
He grabbed her hips and lined up. She didn’t even pause, just moaned against my pussy as he slid into her from behind.
I could feel the rhythm of his thrusts in the way her mouth moved. I grabbed her hair and pulled her tighter to me.
“Fucking hell,” I groaned. “Don’t stop.”
Cliff’s thrusts grew harder, shaking Erin's mouth against me with every push. Her tongue never stopped moving, fast and focused, her moans vibrating straight through my clit. I was gripping her hair tight now, rocking my hips into her face, unable to hold still.
“Fuck, Erin, don’t stop, fuck, ”
She responded with a sharp moan, almost a growl, and shoved her tongue deeper. Cliff grunted behind her, both hands locked tight around her hips, slamming into her with loud, wet slaps that matched the pace of my breath.
I locked my legs around her head and came hard, fast, violent, full-body. My thighs trembled, my back arched, and I cried out louder than I meant to. Erin didn’t let up. She rode my orgasm with her mouth and Cliff kept fucking her until I nearly shoved her off.
“Jesus,” I gasped, trying to breathe.
Erin pulled away, her mouth wet, chin glistening. She was gasping, too, but from being used. Cliff grabbed her shoulder, yanked her upright, and pulled her back against him. He wrapped one hand around her throat and held her there while he fucked her harder.
“Touch yourself,” I said to her.
Her hand went straight between her thighs. Her eyes rolled back and her mouth dropped open.
Cliff grunted. His rhythm broke. “I’m gonna fucking come, ”
“Do it in her,” I said. “Fill her up. Let me see it drip out.”
He let out a sharp cry, slammed deep, and held it there. Erin moaned so loud her voice cracked.
He stayed inside her for a long moment. Then slowly pulled out.
His cum started to leak out right away.
Erin dropped forward onto her hands, panting. I crawled down the rug between her legs and watched it spill out of her pussy.
“Open wider,” I said.
She spread her knees.
I leaned in.
Erin gasped and looked back over her shoulder, eyes wide, lips parted, but she didn’t move away. My tongue slid up through her slit, slow and deliberate, collecting every bit of Cliff’s cum that hadn’t already run down her thighs. Her body shuddered.
Cliff knelt beside us, watching, his cock already twitching back to life.
“You like that?” I asked her, voice low, breath hot against her pussy.
She nodded, her voice catching. “God, yes.”
I licked her again, slower this time, savoring her taste mixed with him. Her whole body tensed under me.
Cliff reached out and spread her cheeks wider, exposing everything. I went deeper. Erin groaned, dropping to her elbows, her hips high, ass tilted up perfectly.
“I can feel you,” she moaned. “Don’t stop, please, don’t stop.”
Cliff moved behind her again. He was fully hard now, stroking himself slowly, watching me eat her while she writhed in front of him.
“Fuck her throat,” I said to him without looking up. “I want her used on both ends.”
Erin’s moan turned into a whimper. She looked up at me from under her lashes. “Yes,” she said. “Do it.”
Cliff stepped around and stood in front of her. Erin opened her mouth, tongue already out, eyes glazed.
He slid in deep. She gagged once, then settled, her lips stretched wide around his cock.
I pressed my tongue deeper inside her, tasting every drop. She rocked between us now, Cliff fucking her face, my mouth working her open, her moans muffled but constant.
Her whole body started to shake again. She was close.
Cliff grunted, holding her head still, fucking her throat harder now. Her arms buckled, but she stayed there, letting both of us use her.
She came suddenly, her thighs clenching around my head, her pussy pulsing against my tongue, her body convulsing. Cliff thrust one last time and groaned as he came down her throat.
She held him there, swallowing, drool spilling from the corners of her mouth.
When he pulled out, she collapsed.
I kissed the back of her thigh and whispered, “Good girl.”
She just nodded, shaking, cum dripping from her mouth, her body completely wasted.
I pulled Erin into my lap, her limbs heavy, her skin hot and trembling. She let herself be moved, her cheek resting against my shoulder, one hand weakly gripping my thigh. I held her there, one arm around her waist, the other sliding between her legs again. She moaned, raw and open, no resistance left.
Cliff was still on his knees, breathing hard, cock soft now, his eyes locked on us like he couldn’t look away.
I spread Erin open with both hands and slid two fingers inside her. She was soaked, warm, swollen.
She whimpered.
“You still want more?” I asked.
Her voice was barely audible. “Yes.”
Cliff moved forward on instinct. He reached for her face, kissed her hard. His cock twitched again, not quite ready, but trying.
“Lie down,” I said to him.
He obeyed, stretching out on his back on the rug. I guided Erin over him, straddling his chest backward, her legs shaking but moving. She leaned forward and lowered her mouth over his cock, still soft but stirring.
I climbed over them, facing her back, and pressed my pussy to his mouth.
Erin sucked him gently, nursing him back to hardness while I rocked over his face. His tongue flicked fast. I grabbed Erin’s hair and pulled it tight as I fucked his mouth.
She moaned against his cock.
“Get him hard again,” I growled. “I want him inside me while you watch.”
Her mouth slid lower. She cupped his balls and sucked deep. I could feel him swelling beneath me.
I leaned down, kissed her back, ran my tongue along her spine.
Cliff was hard again. I lifted off his mouth, straddled his hips, and sank down onto his cock.
Erin kept licking him where I didn’t cover him, moaning against my skin.
I rode him slow, deep, eyes locked on her.
“You ready to taste me now?” I said.
She nodded, eyes wild.
I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face between my legs, right where he disappeared inside me.
She didn’t hesitate.
Erin’s tongue slid up the length of my slit, right where Cliff’s cock stretched me open. The sensation was overwhelming, his thickness inside me, her mouth outside, both working in perfect rhythm. I braced one hand on Cliff’s chest and the other in Erin’s hair, holding her exactly where I needed her.
“Fuck, yes, just like that,” I gasped.
She moaned into me, her lips gliding over the base of his shaft as she licked us both. Cliff bucked his hips under me, driving deeper. I ground down against him, riding slow, controlled, every thrust pressing me harder against Erin’s mouth.
Her hands gripped my thighs, nails digging in. Her tongue circled my clit, flicked lower, then dragged back up over his cock, tasting both of us with messy, desperate hunger.
I was getting close, fast.
I grabbed the back of her head and held her there, grinding down onto her face while Cliff fucked up into me from below.
“Keep going,” I growled. “Fucking finish me.”
She moaned again and sucked my clit hard, just once, and I shattered. My body locked, hips jerking, back arched. I came with a scream, clenching around Cliff, flooding Erin’s mouth.
She didn’t stop.
Even as I trembled, she kept licking, her face buried between my thighs.
Cliff held my hips and fucked up into me faster now, chasing his own release.
“Get under me,” I said to Erin.
She moved instantly, crawling around as I lifted myself off him. She lay on her back between his legs, her mouth open, waiting.
I grabbed his cock and stroked it fast. Erin opened wide.
“Come in her mouth,” I said.
Cliff groaned, his body tensing.
I aimed him down and stroked harder.
“Cover her,” I whispered.
He exploded, thick streams spilling over her tongue, her lips, her chin. Erin swallowed once, then twice, then opened wider to take more.
His last spurt hit her cheek. She didn’t flinch.
I dropped beside her, kissed her messy mouth, and tasted all of it.
She wrapped her arms around me, breathing hard.
“Fuck,” she whispered.
“I know,” I said.
We didn’t get dressed. Erin lay across my lap, warm and quiet, her hair damp with sweat and cum, her lips still parted like she hadn’t caught her breath. Cliff stood in the kitchen, pouring three glasses of cold water, moving like it was all normal.
He handed one to me, one to Erin.
“You two good?” he asked, voice casual, but his eyes were sharp, measuring.
Erin nodded without looking up. “Mm-hmm.”
I met his gaze. “Better than good.”
Cliff glanced over. “You hungry?”
I shook my head. “Not really.”
He looked at me a beat longer, then went back to the grill. Erin sat down on the outdoor sectional and pulled her legs up, folding herself small. I sat too, keeping space between us. She closed it with a glance.
“You haven’t been over much.”
“I’ve been busy.”
She tilted her head. “You miss it?”
“I don’t know,” I said.
Cliff came back with a plate and set it on the table, grilled halloumi, peppers, zucchini. Erin picked up a piece of cheese and fed it to me without asking. I took it. It was hot, salty, greasy.
Cliff sat across from us. He watched her fingers on my mouth, then reached forward and dragged his hand slowly over her bare thigh. She didn’t react.
“I missed this,” he said quietly.
Neither of us answered.
The air changed. Erin’s leg pressed against mine. My hand slid behind her back. Her sweatshirt was thin, warm from her body, and when I touched the skin just above her waistband, she exhaled and leaned into me.
Cliff didn’t say anything. He reached for a pepper, chewed slowly.
I looked at him. “Did you two talk about this?”
He held my eyes. “No.”
I turned to Erin. “Did you come onto him?”
She smiled, faintly. “No.”
“But you would’ve.”
She nodded.
I looked back at Cliff. “And you?”
His voice was steady. “Same.”
I swallowed.
The last time, I’d made it happen. This time, I was just... here.
I pulled Erin closer and kissed her, slow and deep. Her hand slid up my thigh. Cliff stood up, walked behind us, and opened the sliding door.
“Inside,” he said. “It’s better on the couch.”
We didn’t turn on the lights.
Erin knelt on the couch first, her hands on the back cushions, legs spread just wide enough for me to see the curve of her ass under those little shorts. Cliff sat beside her, not touching yet. I dropped my bag by the door and stepped out of my jeans without looking away from them.
I crossed the room and stood behind her. Ran one hand up her spine. She arched under it like she’d been waiting.
Cliff leaned in and slid her sweatshirt off her shoulders. She let him. I watched the fabric fall. No bra.
Her eyes were closed. I traced my fingers over her ribs, then higher, cupped her breast and squeezed. She moaned into the couch.
“You said you weren’t hungry,” Cliff murmured, voice low, amused.
“I lied.”
He met my eyes and smiled. “I know.”
I pulled Erin’s shorts down just far enough. Her hips moved back, offering. Cliff reached around her from the front and I saw her mouth fall open.
I knelt behind her and kissed the backs of her thighs, tasted her there, heard her gasp. Her hand found Cliff’s wrist and held it tight.
It wasn’t like last time.
There wasn’t a game. No pretending. No permission needed.
Cliff and I moved around her, taking turns, testing limits, not speaking much, but understanding every shift in breath. Her hands were on both of us now. Her sounds had no shame in them.
I sat back and let Cliff take her mouth while I held her hips and slid inside from behind. She groaned so hard she almost collapsed.
He pulled her hair. I held her tighter. She was suspended between us, and not resisting.
It built fast.
Faster than any of us expected.
She came first, shaking between us, mouth full. I followed a minute later, one hand on Cliff’s thigh, steadying myself. He came last, holding her head still and grunting something low I didn’t catch.
Afterward, no one moved.
We stayed like that, half-naked and tangled, the only sound our breathing.
Then Erin looked up at me. Her voice was hoarse.
“So,” she said. “I guess that’s not over.”
I sat back on the floor, heart still pounding.
Cliff stood first. He walked to the kitchen without a word and came back with three cold glasses of water, passing them out like it was routine now. Erin sat cross-legged on the couch, hair a mess, her chest flushed, sipping slowly. I stayed on the floor, back against the coffee table, trying to decide what had just happened. No one seemed in a rush to explain it.
“This time felt different,” I said.
Erin didn’t answer right away. She leaned her head back against the cushion and looked at the ceiling like she was thinking it through.
“It wasn’t planned,” she said finally. “We didn’t plan it.”
“You wanted it,” I said.
She turned her head toward me. “We all did.”
Cliff sat down again, this time on the armrest. His voice was calm.
“You still feel in control, Carly?”
That was the wrong question, and he knew it.
I stood and picked up my jeans, not to leave, just to move. I didn’t put them on.
“You think this is about control?” I asked.
“I think it was,” he said. “The first time.”
Erin pulled her knees up and wrapped her arms around them.
“And now?”
He glanced at her, then back at me.
“Now I don’t know.”
I crossed to the glass door and looked out. The grill was still on, skewers untouched. It felt like a metaphor, but I shoved the thought away. No metaphors. Just facts.
“I’m not angry,” I said, without turning around.
“You could’ve been,” Cliff said.
“I almost was. On the drive over.”
I turned back. They were both watching me now. Waiting for the verdict I hadn’t realized I was delivering.
Erin’s voice was quiet. “You said it wasn’t over.”
“It’s not,” I said. “But it’s not mine anymore. It’s ours.”
Neither of them spoke.
I walked to the hallway and opened the closet. Pulled out one of Cliff’s old T-shirts and slipped it over my head. Erin smiled a little.
“What?”
“You always take that one,” she said.
“It smells like you both,” I said.
Cliff stood. “Stay over.”
I nodded. “Yeah.”
We ended up in the kitchen, finally eating. No one said much at first, just plates scraping, forks tapping, the fridge door opening and closing. Erin leaned against the counter barefoot, wearing the tank top I’d left in her car last week. Cliff stood behind her, close enough to brush her hips with his jeans when he reached for the salt.
“You’re quiet,” she said to me, not looking up.
“I’m thinking.”
“About?”
“What happens when we stop pretending this is casual.”
Cliff took a bite, swallowed, and said, “You mean when it starts mattering too much?”
“I mean when one of us fucks it up,” I said.
Erin’s eyes flicked to mine. “Define fuck it up.”
“Someone wants more than the others.”
“You mean love,” she said, like the word tasted foreign.
I didn’t answer.
Cliff stepped back from her and set his plate in the sink. “We don’t need to name it yet.”
“That’s bullshit,” I said.
He turned to face me, arms crossed.
“So what do you want it to be, Carly? A relationship? A schedule?”
“I want to know it’s not a phase,” I said. “That you’re not going to stop calling the second it gets inconvenient.”
Erin walked over and put her hands on the table, palms flat.
“I don’t think it’s a phase,” she said.
I met her eyes. “Then say what it is.”
“I don’t know what it is,” she said, softer. “But I haven’t stopped thinking about either of you since it started.”
Cliff exhaled, hands on his hips. He looked at me. “You trust us?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “But I keep coming back.”
Erin’s hand reached out. I didn’t move away.
Cliff came closer. I felt his breath on my neck. “We’re not done tonight,” he said. “Right?”
I shook my head.
“Then let’s go back to the couch,” Erin said.
Cliff sat first, legs spread, elbows on his knees. Erin dropped beside him, thigh against his. I stood a few feet away, arms crossed, watching how they fell into place without thinking. Her hand rested on his thigh like she’d done it before. Maybe she had.
“I want to try something,” I said.
They both looked up.
“I don’t want to orchestrate it,” I said. “But I want to be part of it. From inside.”
Erin tilted her head. “You were always inside.”
“Not the way you two are,” I said.
Cliff leaned back, one arm along the back of the couch. “You want in without pulling strings.”
“Yeah,” I said. “No testing, no provoking. Just… real.”
Erin shifted, legs folding under her, her body angled toward me. “Then come here.”
I walked over, but didn’t sit.
“I’m not sure I can let go like that,” I said. “Not yet.”
“You don’t have to,” Erin said. “But you can watch different this time. From here.”
Cliff’s arm dropped to her waist. She didn’t flinch. She smiled at me instead.
“I don’t want to feel outside,” I said.
Cliff looked at me carefully. “Then don’t.”
I stood there another second, then sat on the edge of the couch, close enough to feel their heat. Erin leaned toward me, her lips near my ear.
“Then stay close,” she whispered. “And don’t look away.”
Cliff slid his hand up Erin’s side, slow and sure, eyes on me the whole time. Erin didn’t move away, she tilted toward him, her breath catching just a little. I sat back, legs crossed, trying to stay calm, trying not to measure how much of this was for me, how much was for them.
“You okay?” Erin asked.
“Yeah,” I said. “I want to see how far you two go when I don’t tell you to.”
She nodded, then turned toward Cliff and kissed him.
It was different now, no permission, no glancing to me. Her fingers threaded into his hair. His hands came to her hips, pulling her closer, the kiss deeper now, messier. I stayed silent.
Erin pulled back, her lips glossy, breath uneven. “Is this what you wanted?”
“No,” I said. “I wanted to know if you’d do it without me.”
“And now that we are?” Cliff asked.
I looked at Erin, flushed and eager in his lap. “Now I want to know what happens when I join without leading.”
Erin reached for my hand, pulled me closer. “Then stop sitting over there.”
Cliff didn’t move. His arm stayed around her, but he looked at me like he was waiting, for me to either pull back or step in.
I stepped in. Erin pulled me into her lap, kissing me before I even fully settled.
Cliff’s hands found my hips. Erin’s breath was hot on my neck.
Erin's mouth grazed my jaw, then my collarbone. Her hands moved slowly, like she wanted to feel everything at once. Cliff's fingers slid under my shirt, rougher than hers, but deliberate. I didn’t speak. I let them move me.
“I’ve thought about this,” Erin said. Her voice was close, just under my ear. “Not just the three of us. You.”
Cliff’s hands paused. Then he asked, “You knew this was coming?”
Erin nodded, eyes still on me. “She wasn’t ready before.”
“I’m still not sure I am,” I said. But I didn’t move away.
“That’s okay,” she whispered, brushing hair off my shoulder. “We’ll take what you give.”
Cliff leaned in. “You’re giving more than you think.”
I closed my eyes for a second and let their hands guide me.
Erin kissed my shoulder, then down my arm. “You always had control, Carly. Even when we pretended you didn’t.”
“I don’t want control tonight,” I said.
“Then don’t take it,” Cliff said. “But don’t pretend you’re not choosing this.”
I opened my eyes, looked at both of them.
“I’m choosing it,” I said.
Erin smiled, soft and open. “Good. Then let’s keep going.”
Erin shifted first, slipping from my lap and settling between us on the couch. Her knee pressed against mine, her fingers still brushing Cliff’s leg. I could feel the heat rising off both of them, steady, quiet, like a pulse that didn’t need to be spoken.
“Do you want to stop?” Cliff asked me.
I shook my head.
He nodded once, then leaned back. Erin turned toward me again, eyes sharp but soft. “Then let us take over. Just for tonight.”
“I don’t know if I’ll be able to sit still,” I said.
Erin smiled. “You won’t. That’s the point.”
Cliff reached for me again, one hand on the back of my neck. “Let it happen. Let us decide.”
I froze, not from fear, but from the weight of what I was about to give. Erin waited. Cliff didn’t push.
Erin stood, pulled me gently by the hand. “Come with me.”
She led me into the bedroom, Cliff following behind. The bed wasn’t made. My bra was still on the floor from this morning.
Cliff stood behind me, close enough that I could feel his breath on my neck. Erin faced me, her hands undoing the buttons of my shirt slowly.
“Not a game anymore,” she said.
“No,” I said.
Cliff tugged my shirt off the rest of the way and let it drop behind me. Erin’s eyes didn’t leave mine as she traced her fingertips along my bare stomach, slow, focused. I didn’t flinch. I let her see me, really see me, without deflecting or stepping out of the moment.
Behind me, Cliff pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “Still with us?”
“Yeah.”
Erin leaned in. “Not just physically.”
“I know what I’m doing,” I said. “I just don’t know where it ends.”
“We’re not asking that tonight,” Cliff said. “You don’t have to decide anything but this.”
Erin nodded. “This moment. Us.”
I reached for her hand and brought it higher, resting it against my chest. She held still. Then she looked at Cliff, and I could see something pass between them, understanding, maybe trust.
He moved around me, and for the first time, I didn’t try to track both of them. I stayed with Erin. Her mouth met mine again, slower now, not trying to prove anything.
When Cliff touched my waist again, it didn’t feel like a triangle anymore. It felt like one current.
Cliff’s hand skimmed over my lower back and stayed there, warm and firm. Erin guided me back onto the bed, not rough, not soft either, just certain. She knelt beside me, pulling her top over her head and tossing it aside like she’d already made peace with where this was going.
I sat upright, heart kicking harder now that I wasn’t moving. Cliff sat next to me, his thigh tight against mine. I could smell his skin. Erin watched my hands, then reached to undo the clasp on my bra herself.
“You good?” she asked.
I looked at her. “I don’t know what I am.”
“You’re here,” she said. “That’s what matters.”
Cliff leaned toward her. “She needs to know we’re not playing her.”
“We’re not,” Erin said.
He looked at me. “This isn’t a setup. We didn’t plan anything without you.”
“I didn’t think you did,” I said. “I just don’t know what I want to feel yet.”
“You don’t have to name it,” Erin said. “You just have to let it happen.”
She peeled the bra away and bent to kiss between my breasts, her mouth pressing heat into me. I kept my hands in my lap. Cliff touched my wrist, then ran his fingers slowly up my arm.
“I don’t want to pretend anymore,” he said. “Whatever this is, I want it real.”
Erin lifted her head. “Then we need to be honest.”
I swallowed. “Okay. Then I’ll go first.”
They waited.
“I’m not just curious. I’m not just letting it happen. I want both of you.”
Erin’s smile was small and raw. Cliff breathed out hard, like he’d been holding that in himself.
“Then let’s give it to you,” Erin said.
She kissed me again, deeper this time, her fingers moving behind my neck. Cliff slid his hand between my thighs, not impatient, just claiming space. My legs eased open without thinking. He kissed my shoulder, then my neck, and I felt Erin smile against my mouth.
We didn’t speak for a long time after. I lay between them, legs tangled, skin damp, my head on Erin’s shoulder and Cliff’s hand still resting low on my hip. The fan clicked in the corner. Outside, a car rolled past, slow and distant. None of us moved.
Cliff finally shifted, brushing his lips over my temple before sitting up. “I should go rinse off.”
Erin stretched beside me, then rolled to her back and stared at the ceiling. I waited until his footsteps faded toward the bathroom, then turned toward her.
“That was different,” I said.
She nodded. “Yeah.”
“Not like last time.”
“No.” Her voice stayed even, but her jaw was tense.
I reached across the sheets and ran a finger along her wrist. “Are you okay?”
She looked at me. “I don’t think I was pretending this time.”
I breathed in. “Me neither.”
Cliff came back, rubbing a towel over his hair. He looked at us like he expected something to be broken. When nothing was, he dropped the towel and climbed back into bed, pulling the sheet up over us.
“I’ve never done anything like this in my life,” he said.
“You mean the two of us,” Erin said.
Cliff shook his head. “I mean any of it. Not like this. Not with someone watching. Not with someone I, ”
He stopped.
I sat up slightly. “Say it.”
He rubbed his face with one hand. “I care about you. Both of you.”
Erin exhaled like she’d been holding that in too. “Then this is gonna get messy.”
“Maybe,” I said. “But I don’t think I want to stop.”
Erin looked at me, softer now. “Neither do I.”
Cliff didn’t speak, but he reached across and took both our hands.
We lay there like that, quiet, for a long time. The kind of quiet that didn’t ask for answers. Just presence.
Eventually, Erin got up to grab water. Cliff turned to me once she was gone.
“You sure you’re not going to wake up tomorrow and hate me?”
“I’m not sure of anything,” I said. “But I don’t regret tonight.”
He nodded. “Okay.”
Erin came back, handed us glasses, then sat cross-legged on the bed. “So what now?”
I looked between them. “Now we figure out how to live with this.”
Cliff raised his glass. “To living with it.”
Erin clinked hers against his, then mine. I drank.
There was no undoing it. No pushing it back into the box. But as I lay down again, between them, I felt something settle. Not closure. Not clarity. Just a deep, dangerous want I wasn’t willing to give up.
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