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Poly at the Poly Pt. 01


August 2019


“Holy shit!” Mike cried out, slapping my bare flank far harder than was necessary. “That’s Cassie Summers.”


Both of us were lazing by the pool at Disney’s Polynesian Resort Hotel. It was late afternoon in the middle of August and hot as hell. The nearby umbrella didn’t block out the sun, so much as it strained it. When I got off my lounger, I was going to have to check my back for grill marks.


Only a few hours before, we’d been boarding a plane in Philadelphia. Now we were in our swim trunks, laying back with literally nothing to do. The rounded, zero-entry pool in front of us sparkled serenely in the afternoon sunlight. A large, faux-volcano — a waterslide, apparently — sat on the far side of the water. In the distance to my right, past a fence, over a lake, and poking over the treetops, was the famed Cinderella Castle. There had been no time change, and the weather wasn’t all that different, but I still felt shaken by the sudden shift from stultifying suburbia to mass-produced magic.


“Cassie fucking Summers,” Mike said it again. Like that name was supposed to mean something to me.


He gestured towards a small Tiki bar next to the volcano. A strikingly attractive woman with golden blonde hair was leaning on the counter, ordering a drink. She was wearing a plum-colored bikini and it showed off her flawless, hourglass body.


It was the middle of the afternoon, most people were in the parks, and the pool area was nearly empty. So, Mike’s tan, blonde woman stood out even more than she usually might have.


“Amazing, right?” Mike said.


Despite the fact that the two of us were on vacation together, Mike and I weren’t all that close. Our wives — the ones who had conspired to create this adventure — were work buddies who got along more like long-lost sisters. However, they were both back in our hotel room, sleeping off the effects of the early morning wakeup. That left me alone at the pool with a man who wasn’t exactly a stranger but couldn’t exactly be described as a friend either.


Mike and I got along OK, but we were very different people. We even looked opposite of each other. Mike was a tall, thin guy (almost bony) with thinning light blonde hair and freckled skin. I was short and broad with the black hair and olive coloring that came standard with my Eastern European background. More than once, I heard the ‘take off your sweater’ joke when wearing a bathing suit at a pool.


Our personalities were similarly disparate. Mike was an outgoing, charismatic man who liked to be the center of attention.


I was not.


Despite all that, like I said, Mike and I got on most of the time. Our wives were close and that was good enough. But there were moments when I was reminded of the fact that Mike wasn’t the kind of person I’d ordinarily choose to spend time with.


Moments like this one, for instance.


“Cassie and I went to high school together,” Mike explained. “She was the girl, you know? Like, the girl. Cassie was the whole package, right out of the catalog: head cheerleader, prom queen, star of the senior play. Completely amazing and totally untouchable.”


Mike leaned forward in his chair. He did nothing to hide the fact that he was ogling this woman. She was oblivious to his attention, thankfully, as she accepted a swirling red and yellow drink from the bartender.


“Damn, though,” Mike said, shading his eyes like staring at a mirage, “Cassie looks good. Really good. Hard to believe it’s been fifteen years.”


Despite my every instinct telling me not to, I found myself watching the object of Mike’s obsession, as well. Though she was very much not my type, I could concede that Cassie was quite attractive. She looked to be about 5′9″ with a classically beautiful face and a great body that stood out in all the right ways. One of those people who was so classically beautiful she appeared almost alien. Were women who looked like Cassie arousing? I supposed. Mostly I found them imposing.


“Holy shit!” Mike slapped my side again. This time I really thought about punching him in return.


I held back, however, because I saw what had him so worked up: Mike’s blonde bombshell had left the bar and was now walking right towards us, drink in hand. Aimed straight at our seats like a sexy cruise missile.


“She must have caught me staring,” Mike said, burying his face in his palms. “I’m a dead man.”


I didn’t see the issue. I supposed that Cassie would remember Mike from high school and that would explain his interest. Old friends and all that.


“Cassie Summers is not going to remember me,” Mike said, his voice pitched with panic. “Come on, man. Like I told you, she was the popular girl. I was, like, the background extra in the movie of her life. I didn’t even make it in the frame, let alone have a speaking part.”


I found it hard to believe that Mike had ever been quiet anywhere, but I got his point.


“I’m going to get slapped,” Mike said. He cringed back in his seat, like he was looking for the secret doorway down to China.


Meanwhile, Cassie was still heading our way. She even had that hot woman walk, her hips popping up in rhythmic perfection as she sauntered around the pool. She didn’t look angry though. In fact, there was a smile playing on her pretty face.


“I’m going to blame you,” Mike told me. I was pretty sure he was serious.


“Michael Walsh?!” Cassie cried out as she got close.


Mike froze. “Cassie Summers?” he asked, trying to sound like he wasn’t sure. It was not at all convincing.


The beautiful blonde hurried over to our seats, moving her apex body in all sorts of exciting ways.


“I thought that was you!” Cassie said as she got close. “Wow, you look great!”


“Oh, um, so do you,” Mike said.


Cassie leaned forward like she wanted a hug and Mike obliged. While he was pressed against her body, Mike looked back at me, his eyes agog. In a place with actual princesses, he was meeting a queen. And he was clearly dumbfounded by it.


“I can’t believe you remember me,” he said, breaking from the hug.


“Oh, come on,” Cassie said, hands on her hips, “Mrs. Stack’s social studies class? You had me in stitches our whole senior year.”


“I wasn’t that funny,” Mike said.


“He was hilarious,” Cassie said, looking at me. He extended her dainty hand for a shake. Her nails were painted a perfect scarlet, “I’m Cassie, by the way.”


“Paul,” I said, “Nice to meet you.” I spoke carefully, keeping my accent nice and neutral. Even with so few words, it could slip out if I didn’t pay attention.


“I don’t remember you from high school, Paul” Cassie said.


“Paul’s a friend of… Well, he’s a family friend,” Mike said.


I did my best not to roll my eyes. If he wanted to get in trouble with his wife, that was Mike’s problem. I sank back into my lounge chair, happy to be forgotten.


Based on everything Mike had told me about his crush girl, that should have been the end of the conversation. In fact, it should have already been over. Instead, Cassie sat on the lounger on Mike’s far side, perching on the edge and leaning forward.


The beautiful blonde seemed legitimately excited to see her old high school classmate. Her eyes, an intense blue that outshone the sky, kept roaming up and down my companion’s skinny, pale body. As if Mike had been the guy in high school and Cassie was the former geek.


“So, how have you been?” Cassie asked. “What have you been up to?”


“I’m good,” Mike said, “I’m an account exec for an agency in Philly. What about you? What brings you to Disney?”


“What a coincidence, I’m in PR, if you can believe it,” Cassie said, brightly. I had the feeling that was how she did everything. “I’m here with my husband’s family.”


“Oh,” Mike said with the sharp sadness of a balloon being popped. Like Cassie’s relationship status was the only thing keeping him from hooking up with his dream girl. “That’s nice.”


“Yes, it’s neat,” Cassie said, “I haven’t been to Disney in a long time. It’s way different than I remembered. Of course, I was only six, so mostly I just remember crying cause I was afraid of Goofy.”


“Yes, nowadays I only cry when I get the bill,” Mike said.


“See? Still so funny,” Cassie said, giggling musically. She turned to me. “Isn’t he funny?”


“Very,” I said.


“It’s different for me,” Mike said, trying to pull the blonde woman’s attention back to himself. “We come to Disney about once a year. Sometimes more.”


“Wow, that’s a lot,” Cassie said, taking a sip from her technicolor drink. “You and Paul must really like it.”


Mike turned so red that he could have replaced the volcano by the side of the pool.


“My wife.” Mike practically shouted it. Suddenly, his marriage was a necessary piece of information he very much wanted Cassie to have. “My wife and I like it here a lot. She’s a big Disney person. We both are. Together. She’s back in our room right now. With Paul’s wife. We’re both married. In fact, I just got a text from her. See? We need to go back to the room to get ready for dinner.”


Cassie stifled a giggle. “Ok, I believe you,” she said. Then she looked at Mike like she was noticing him for the first time all over again. Casually, she put her hand on his bare shoulder. “It really is nice to see you.”


“Yes, you too,” Mike said, genuinely.


“We’re here for about a week,” Cassie said, “Maybe I’ll run into you again?” I was surprised by how hopeful she sounded.


“That’d be nice,” Mike said.


“OK,” Cassie said, standing up. “Well, I better let you get back. To your wife.”


“Definitely,” Mike said, chuckling nervously.


Cassie gave me a quick, polite nod, then headed back to the other side of the pool. Her pert butt cheeks bounced hypnotically in her skimpy bottoms as she walked away from us.


“Cassie fucking Summers. Holy shit,” Mike whispered to himself. He slapped me on the back.


I slugged him in the shoulder, hard.


“Ow! What the hell was that for!?”


*


Even though Mike and I hadn’t done anything wrong in talking to Cassie, walking back to our hotel room felt like loping home after a wilder-than-expected night out at the casino.


Disney’s Polynesian Resort Hotel (The Poly, as Mike called it), was more resort than hotel. We walked down long, winding paths that led past palm trees and tiki torches, all scattered across a faux-tropical beach landscape. Along the way were multiple multistory, longhouse-style structures. The sides were brown and topped with faux-grass-thatched, sloping roofs. I knew each building was filled with hotel rooms.


The four of us were staying on the far side of the resort, at the longhouse located furthest from the main, lobby building where the pool was. So, it took Mike and I a solid fifteen minutes to get back, giving me plenty of time to stow away any misplaced guilt.


My wife, Emily, met us at the door of our hotel room. Petite, with long brown hair up in a twist bun and dark-rimmed glasses, she was wearing a simple blue, sleeveless blouse and jeans with sandals. Even though I’m only about 5′10″, my tiny wife had to stretch up on her tippy toes to give me a kiss ‘hello’ on the cheek.


“Allison’s in the shower getting ready,” Emily told Mike.


“OK cool,” Mike said. He walked past her, then flopped onto the queen-sized bed. He immediately flipped on the TV and found SportsCenter.


I’d only stopped by the room for a second on the way to the pool earlier, so I took a moment to take another look at where we’d be sleeping for the next few days. For a theme park hotel, it was surprisingly nice. Everything felt high end, with thick carpeting and heavy wood furnishings. We were sharing this room with another couple, so the awkwardness also came standard. But overall, the place felt premium.


My pretty wife walked to the other side of the room, near a set of sliding glass doors that led out to a small balcony. There was a two-person couch next to the doors. Later, we’d fold it out to form our bed. But for now, we’d left it as a place to sit.


Emily and I had met in college, both of us quiet STEM types. I was a programmer, she was a scientist (can I make it any more obvious). We hit it off almost immediately. We got married a couple years after graduation and life had pretty much followed the storybook from there.


We both had good jobs, were making good money, and had a good-sized house in the burbs outside Philadelphia. If our lives were a Disney movie, we’d already gone past the happily ever after part and were now living the life beyond the credits; the one they don’t show you because there’s nothing interesting to see.


“How was the pool?” Emily asked me, quietly, as she sat down on the couch. She had bright green eyes, a cute, pert nose and thin lips. Like I said, she was tiny, especially next to my thick body. If she was an elf, I was definitely the ogre.


“It’s very hot out,” I said


I kept our encounter with Cassie to myself, mostly for Mike’s sake. I’d decided it was his decision if he wanted to mention we’d met her. Otherwise, I’d keep it under wraps. I’m good at keeping secrets. It’s hard to break a confidence when you don’t talk much in the first place.


“I had a nice nap,” Emily said, “Then I took a shower and got changed.”


“You look good,” I said, meaning it.


Emily gave me a quick peck on the lips. Then she darted back, like a tiny animal grabbing a piece of food before a predator could catch her.


“Hey! Get a room you two!” Mike called out to us. I hadn’t realized he’d been paying attention.


“This is our room,” Emily said, indignantly.


Mike stared over at her, eyes wide. Like me, my wife wasn’t outgoing. It was one of the reasons we made for a good pairing. But Emily was different in that she could actually hold her own once she got comfortable. She wasn’t truly shy — not really — just epically, terminally nice.


To this point, at our dinners and afternoons out as two couples, Mike had only met the timid version of Emily. Having her snap at him, give as good as she got, had to be quite the revelation. His half-hearted retort made it even clearer she’d put him on the wrong foot.


“We’re in Disney,” Mike said, “Keep it family friendly.”


Emily looked at Mike and her eyes flashed. She leaned over and gave me a full kiss on the lips. I felt myself rise to the occasion, the public nature of our affection only enhancing my arousal. I slid my hand up her side.


When we broke, Emily sat back and primly folded her hands in her lap. She colored a little bit, like even she couldn’t believe what she’d done. If Mike had been startled before, now he looked downright shocked.


Again, I wondered at the wisdom of our going on this trip in the first place. Mike and his wife had some sort of Disney timeshare setup called Disney Vacation Club, or DVC. Mike tried to explain it to us once, some complicated thing with points and use years, but we didn’t truly understand any of it — and my wife has a doctorate in chemistry. To simplify things, Mike and Allison had accidentally stored up an ‘extra’ vacation and offered to host us at the hotel for free. I like free — it fits my budget nicely — and so we agreed to go along.


But we’d been in Disney for all of five hours and already we’d had multiple uncomfortable episodes. I couldn’t see it getting any easier going forward.


Our silly standoff was interrupted by a low rumble as the shoji-style door of the bathroom slid open. Mike’s wife, Allison, walked into the room. She was wearing a bright pink tank top and a pair of mesh shorts. Her poker straight, strawberry-blonde hair was tied back in a tight ponytail.


Allison was a tall woman — at least six feet — lithe and trim, with pale skin. She had been an athlete in high school and college, and it showed. Her arms and legs were toned, yes, but it was more than that. There was a confidence to how she moved, like she was completely in control of her body; comfortable there.


I’d always thought Allison was pretty. She wasn’t the ideal of beauty, like Cassie Summers, but I think that’s what drew me to her. Allison was unique. She had an oval face with deep brown eyes and her nose was a bit too angular. Her chest was small, almost non-existent. But it all came together in a way that I found alluring.


It helped that she was so open and fun. Allison asked you to come along on her adventures and you found yourself saying yes. For example, this whole thing with Disney and the hotel room.


“Emily and Paul were making out,” Mike told his wife, with a splash of whine.


Allison put her hands on her hips and glared at us, mockingly. “Oh really?” she said, hamming it up. “I expect better of you, young lady, when you’re under our roof.”


Emily responded by rolling her eyes. Both women broke into giggles.


Emily and Allison might seem like a strange friendship — my shy, mousy wife and her leonine lady friend. They’d both met at their job, a sprawling pharmaceutical company outside the city. Emily was in the development side, engaged in the creation of new compounds. Allison was a sales rep, helping to sell the medications after Emily’s department was done with them.


The way Emily told it, Allison had basically adopted her one day. The tall blonde had walked right up to her in the cafeteria during lunch and declared that they were going to be best friends. Like Emily was a lost puppy up for adoption.


The funny thing was, Allison was right. The two of them got along like they were meant to be together. Part of each other’s karass, as Kurt Vonnegut might say.


“Also, Emily was mean to me,” Mike said.


“Well, I know that’s a lie,” Allison said, “Look, with all of us staying together, there’s bound to be a few uncomfortable encounters. But I’m so happy we can all share this. I’m sure we can make it work. We just have to sacrifice a little.”


Mike made a loud, demonstrative sigh. “I guess I’ll put the dildoes back in the suitcase.”


Allison shook her head at him. This time, I could tell her disdain wasn’t in jest.


“Go take a shower, you big doofus,” Allison said.


“I don’t want to take a shower,” Mike said.


“You sure, babe?” Allison asked.


“Pretty positive, babe,” Mike said. His focus didn’t leave the TV.


Allison gave us a look that said, ‘what are you going to do?’ She lay down on the bed next to her husband. I thought that was the end of it.


Before Mike could react, Allison grabbed the remote and changed the channel. SportsCenter flicked over to a Mickey cartoon.


“Hey!” Mike said, “I was watching that.”


He grabbed for the remote, but Allison ripped it away. She gave him a heated glare. Mike withstood the onslaught for a moment, then wilted.


“Fine, geez,” he said. He got off the bed and went to the bathroom.


Emily reached over and squeezed my hand. She smiled at me, coyly. Nothing like seeing how other peoples’ marriages work to help you better appreciate your own.


It was also a reminder, however, that I, too, needed a shower. Fortunately, one of the finer amenities of our hotel room was that we had two bathrooms, both with showers. So, I went into the unoccupied room and opened up the tap. I was about to strip down, when there was a knock on the door. I slid it open and was surprised to see Allison on the other side.


“I need to pee before you start,” she said.


I was confused. Why didn’t she use the bathroom her husband was in?


“There’s two showers, but only one toilet,” Allison said, “And you’ve got it.”


I thought that was odd but didn’t argue it. After the tall blonde was done, I went back in and washed up. After, I changed into a nicer outfit for dinner: a green polo and khakis, to be precise. When he was done with his own shower, Mike put on something similar, but in blue. Everyone was finally ready to go, so we all gathered our things and headed out the door for dinner.


We followed the meandering paths from our longhouse to the main building, back by the pool where we’d been earlier. The sun had settled a bit, so the tiki torches along the way were now lit. They gave everything around us a soft, orange glow. Jaunty Hawaiian music followed us as we went. It felt peaceful, relaxing. Also, extremely hot. We’d barely left the building and I already found myself pining for a fresh, dry outfit.




We went two-by-two to keep the path clear for oncoming guests. But for whatever reason, whether on purpose or not, I ended up walking beside Allison while Mike and Emily led the way in front of us. The tall blonde woman took long, aggressive strides, like a jungle cat, and I had to work to keep up.


“I’m so glad you and Emily were able to join us,” Allison said.


“Me too,” I said.


Allison gave me a playful grin. She knew I didn’t like to talk, so she’d created this little game for herself where she tried to make me say as much as possible. One time, she’d asked me something about her computer and — I swear this happened — pumped her fist in celebration when I gave her a whole paragraph. It turned out the computer was fine, she just wanted to see how long she could keep me going.


I didn’t mind — mostly it was cute. It made Allison happy to have a challenge. And I liked her attention. It was flirty, sure, but fine.


“I love Disney,” Allison said, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. “You haven’t been here since you were a kid, right?”


“I went to Disneyland when I was twelve,” I said.


“They sell Disney like it’s a family thing,” Allison said, “And it totally can be. But there’s this whole other side of the parks that you only experience as an adult. I know it sounds silly but being here really is magical for me.” She the another slow inhale, like soaking it all in. “It’s almost like this is home and our place back in PA is where we visit in between.”


“I guess,” I said.


Allison gave me a disappointed look. It was clear she’d been hoping to elicit more. “It must have been so strange going to Disneyland, after what you grew up with. I’m sure you had a very different perspective than most kids.”


I shrugged.


My parents had emigrated to America when I was 9. In some ways, everything after that felt disconnected from my previous existence. Like I’d lived two separate lives and could never be sure which one was ‘real.’ Both equally impossible in different ways. Regardless, it had left me with a slightly skewed view of life in the US, and with an accent that I did my best to keep hidden however possible.


I think Allison had this picture of a wide-eyed immigrant boy, shocked by a fantasy world become real. In truth, by the time I went to Disney with my family, I was in middle school, already jaded and pretty much over it.


“Well, being at Disney World as an adult is a whole different thing,” Allison said, “Trust me. You’re going to love it.”


We got to the main building, the Grand Ceremonial House, and walked inside. The air conditioning raced to caress me, like a lover applying salve to my aching, sweaty wounds. The lobby area was large and open, with dark wood and stone highlighted by bright accents of orange and blue. Several different styles of rattan furniture were grouped strategically through the space. Every sound seemed to echo.


We took a flight of stairs up to the second floor, which overlooked the first. Almost immediately, we ran into a long line of people waiting in front of a lectern, manned by a maitre d’.


“I’ll go check us in,” Allison said.


The remaining three of us found a sitting area off to the side by the windows. Emily and I sat on a couch while Mike flopped into a single chair facing our way. It was wooden and high-backed, and it made him look like a preppy king resting on his throne. A moment later, Allison joined us, taking the other open throne-chair.


“Ohana!” she said, throwing her arms in the air, giddily.


“I know, babe, I can’t wait,” Mike said, grinning like a little boy.


Emily and I gave them both a questioning look.


“You’ll see,” Allison said. I could already tell: this was going to be her mantra for the rest of the trip. It was a mix of exciting and infuriating.


They buzzed Allison’s phone a few minutes later and a server with slicked back hair and a thick mustache led us into the dining room. It was a larger space than I expected, and surprisingly dark. I could barely make out the tables, filled with raucous families.


We walked past a large, open cooking area with a roaring fire. Our server stopped at a nearby shelf to grab a plate of fresh bread.


Walking into that restaurant, I didn’t know what to expect. But what I saw was something I couldn’t believe.


*


Sitting at the table next to ours was, of all people, Cassie Summers.


The gorgeous blonde turned our way as soon as we walked up. She was wearing a peach sundress that bared her shoulders and accentuated her already amazing curves. As soon as she recognized us, her face spread in a smile so wide, it could have swallowed the entire resort.


“Michael!” Cassie cried out. She jumped out of her seat and gave him a hug like it had been ages since she’d seen him instead of a couple of hours. Eventually, she let him out of her grasp. But interestingly, she kept one arm around Mike’s back.


I realized that, if anything, I’d underestimated how pretty Cassie was. Even in the darkened restaurant, her eyes were an almost shocking shade of blue. She had a small, slightly upturned nose and plump, pink lips. Like I said, she wasn’t the kind of girl I usually went for, but that was mostly because she was, clearly, a different species than me.


“Everyone, this is my friend from high school, Cassie Summers,” Mike said, turning to the rest of our group. His expression made it seem like he was facing a firing squad, rather than his wife and friends. For our part, we all waved awkwardly at Cassie.


“Actually, it’s Cassie Wolffe now,” she said. Cassie gestured to the table behind her. Sitting there — staring up at all of us with a look of bemusement — was the man who was, apparently, Cassie’s husband. Though that’s not the relationship I would have guessed if Cassie hadn’t told us. “This is Jack.”


Jack looked to have about a twenty-year head start on the rest of us. He had a full head of perfectly parted silver hair and a similarly colored stubble-beard. He was wearing a button-down plaid shirt and blue jeans. His skin was practically bronze, like he’d spent decades in the sun. It was like meeting an old cowboy, ripped right off the silver screen and dropped into Disney.


Jack stood up and shook my hand. His grip was like steel and his skin, leather. He had an easygoing demeanor that, based on his laugh lines, seemed to be ever-present. But his ice blue eyes were, hard. Intense. Like just a look could peel me back, layer by layer.


“Hello,” he said to me. He repeated the same down the line, shaking hands. “Hello. Hello.”


But, when he got to my wife, Jack stopped. He reached his hand out and took Emily by the elbow, in an almost embrace. He leaned forward, meeting her eyes with a seductive combination of confidence and fascination.


“Hi,” he said. Almost like it was almost a totally different word. “It’s very nice to meet you.” He gave her a little wink and, I swear, I saw Emily’s face go pink. She fidgeted with her dark-framed glasses. Like trying to find a different setting.


There was an awkward pause, as if the scene of our play had ended and now no one remembered their lines. Finally, we all broke and took our seats at our respective tables.


Our four-top was right next to Cassie and Jacks’ two, to the point where the six of us were practically grouped together. My wife and Mike ended up closest to the other couple, with Allison and I at our spouse’s other sides, respectively. As soon as we sat down, the setup felt strange. Almost like Allison and I were the ones seated separately.


“You know Cassie from high school?” Allison asked.


Despite the fact that Allison had clearly asked her husband, it was Cassie who answered. “Yup!” she said, still bubbly. “We ran into each other at the pool before. I’m sure Michael told you.”


“Michael,” Allison said, like she was tasting the word for the first time. “I had no idea.”


“I guess I forgot to mention it in all the hubbub of getting ready,” Mike said. I was getting used to his sheepish face, but the more I saw it the less convincing it became.


“Well, I suppose it really is a small world,” Allison said. Even she rolled her eyes at her own joke. We gave her a courtesy laugh.


“You said you were here with your husband’s family?” Mike asked, turning towards Cassie.


“Jack’s kids are older,” Cassie said.


I didn’t doubt it. If I had to guess, I’d say Jack’s children were probably Cassie’s age, themselves. I tried to imagine my dad on a date with a much younger woman, but the only thing I could picture was him forcing some poor, pretty twenty-something to try the borscht.


“The kids are off doing their own thing tonight,” Jack said, “It’s better for all of us. They get to have fun without their old man, and I get time to spend with Cassie.”


“That’s so sweet,” Emily said. My wife was resting her head on her hand, staring Jack’s way like he was some new compound she couldn’t comprehend. I tried to think of a word to describe how she was eyeing him, but the only one I could come up with was ‘mooning.’


“Y’all have kids?” Jack asked.


Reflexively, I felt my discomfort rise. He couldn’t have seen the landmine he’d just stepped on, but I resented him for it all the same.


“Not yet,” Mike said, cheerfully. He shared a grin with Allison that made me hurt even worse.


“No,” Emily said, firmly. Her soft expression went hard. “No kids.”


“Well, I support that,” Jack said, “Seems to me too many people nowadays feel pressured into having a family. You need to take your time, figure things out. Enjoy being young while you can.”


“I couldn’t agree more,” Emily said. She turned and glared my way. For the first time since we’d sat down, I had my wife’s attention. But now I really didn’t want it.


Fortunately, that’s when our server came by and gave us something else to focus on. They brought us drinks and dropped a wok-like bowl filled with wings, noodles, and dumplings at our table. After that came a conga line of skewered meats — steak, chicken, and shrimp. It was a sumptuous feast, and now I could see why Allison and Mike had been so excited beforehand.


But we weren’t so engaged with the food that we didn’t continue our conversations. However, as before, the division was different than what I would have assumed at the beginning of our evening.


Mike spoke almost exclusively to Cassie. The two of them talked over old times — funny friendships and rueful reminders. A couple times, I noticed Cassie grabbing Mike’s hand or even his arm while she laughed at one of his stories


My own wife, on the other hand, was engrossed with Jack. She leaned forward, captivated by his every word. Mostly he asked her questions and let her stories spool out. She told him about where she grew up, her time at school, and her current career. He nodded along, his eyes crinkling at the corners, like she was endlessly intriguing.


That left me and Allison mostly to ourselves, which generally meant rolling our eyes in our spouses’ direction and sharing silly looks. Fortunately, it was something we were both pretty good at. Allison had a knack for making me laugh; just sticking her tongue out at me could elicit a legitimate guffaw. Despite the strange, inherent tension of our dinner, I enjoyed myself. Mostly.


By the time they cleared our plates, I was done. Finished. All that talking, the travel, the massive meal — I felt like I was the one who’d been slow-cooked over a roaring flame.


Then the waiter came back carrying two plates, each with a giant, golden brick of cake in the middle. The dessert was decadent, glistening and warm. Slathered in caramel sauce and festooned with chunks of fruit. Like the kind of sweet they might serve you in heaven. I was so stuffed, I could barely look at it without my stomach turning.


“The bread pudding,” Cassie said, like venerating a holy object. “God, I’ve been looking forward to this for years.”


“You have to try this, Paul,” Allison said, holding a forkful across the table. “You’ll see.”


“I can’t,” I said, my accent coming through far stronger than I wanted.


“Oh, you’re so missing out,” Mike said. He looked ready to plunge his face into the plate.


“I wish I could do it,” Emily said, waving her hand like she was trying to make the food disappear. “I really do.”


“This is your first time in Disney World, right?” Cassie asked. She was holding her own bite in midair, a precarious promise to herself. The whole table turned her way. Everything felt heavy and odd. Laden with a significance I couldn’t suss out.


Emily confirmed that this was our inaugural visit.


“So basically, neither of you have experience with this,” Cassie said. I raised an eyebrow. Something about how she said that made its meaning feel multiplicative. “Michael and Allie, how many times have you been to Disney in the last five years?”


Like a trained seal, Mike responded immediately. “Last five? Jeez, let’s see. There was the trip in 2014 and then two the next year…”


“Three,” Allison interjected.


“Oh, right. Christmas,” Mike said, “So at least seven. Maybe more.”


“So, a lot,” Cassie said, summarizing for him. She gestured to us with the full fork. The bread pudding magically stayed attached. “My point is, Michael and Allie know what they’re talking about. They’re the experts. So, you should trust them. Rely on their experience and you’ll have a good time. No matter how awkward it might seem at first.”


Jack acknowledged his wife, then turned to look right at Emily. “You’re clearly a clever girl,” he said, “Show me.”


Emily rolled her eyes at him. But she reached for a piece of bread pudding.


“Oh my God. This is. Wow,” Emily said. She took another bite and groaned, like she was bathing in bliss.


“So good, right?” Mike said.


“Paul?” Allison asked. She pointed that forkful of dessert right at me. Accusatory, yet also inviting.


I started to lean forward to take the bite, but I stopped myself. Letting my wife’s friend feed me felt a little too intimate. Instead, I took the utensil out of Allison’s hand.


Damned, but it was amazing.


*


After dinner, the six of us went down to the lobby together before going our separate ways. Cassie gave Mike another tight hug.


“I hope we keep meeting like this,” she said, “It’s been so much fun seeing you again.”


“It was nice to meet you,” Allison said brusquely, shaking Cassie’s hand.


“Your husband is so funny,” Cassie said.


“Oh yes, he’s a riot,” Allison said.


Jack put his hands on Emily’s shoulders. “This was nice,” he said, giving my wife a little squeeze. “I hope we see each other again.”


Emily blushed. “I’d like that.”


“Nice talking to you,” Cassie told me, as she gave me a little hug. She started laughing at her own joke.


I just shook my head.


Once the others were gone, Mike, Allison, Emily and I stumbled back to our room. The sun was slowly slipping down the horizon, making everything look dramatic. The heat was almost bearable now. I wasn’t comfortable, but I no longer felt like I wanted to escape my own skin.


I’d only had one drink at dinner; it was everything else that had me feeling drunk. We’d consumed like royalty, but now I was paying the price and it was too rich for my stomach.


“That was odd,” Allison said as we meandered back to our room.


“Running into Cassie?” Mike said, “She’s a nice girl, right?”


“She’s OK,” Allison said.


“It’s fun to catch up with people like that,” Mike said, “After so much time. Interesting to see where they’ve ended up. I’m happy for her, it seems like she’s got things going well.”


“Her husband is, like, her dad’s age,” Allison said.


“I think it’s sweet,” Emily said, “Finding true love so late in life.”


I eyed my wife. We hadn’t even gone to a park yet, but Disney was clearly already melting her usually analytical mind.


“I don’t know, don’t you think it’s kind of creepy?” Allison said.


“He’s so handsome,” Emily said, “I could see it.” I gave my wife a look and she shied away. “What?” she asked, “Don’t think I didn’t notice you giving Cassie the eye a couple of times, too.”


Had I been staring? I didn’t think so. But it wasn’t hard to imagine I had been looking a little, what with Cassie being Cassie and all.


“She’s always been gorgeous,” Mike said, “Imagine being Jack’s age with a woman like that.”


I waited for Allison to say something to her husband, but instead she turned to me.


“What do you think, Paul?” Allison asked.


“All of this is weird,” I said, “But who am I to judge if it works for them?”


Allison counted the words on her fingers, then cheered. Emily shook her head at her friend’s antics, but I could tell she was trying not to laugh.


“I’m going to get you, yet,” Allison told me, waggling her finger in my face. “Whole paragraphs. They’re coming, buddy!”


Whatever energy I had left was worn down by the walk back to our hotel room. I didn’t even have the strength to open up our bed. I flopped, face first, onto Mike and Allison’s.


“It’s still early,” Allison announced, “We should go to the pool.”


I groaned in response. I couldn’t imagine getting off the bed, let alone heading out for a swim.


“I want to go, too” Emily said.


“I want to die,” I said. My accent came through so strong, it was like Boris Badenov had entered the bedroom. I was too tired to care.


Mike, Allison, and Emily each took turns in the bathrooms, changing into their bathing suits. My consciousness flitted in and out as they went. I noticed Emily put on a black, conservative one-piece that covered everything and more. Allison had on something navy and utilitarian. Like something she might have competed in. Mike wore the standard male trunks; a blue, plaid pair.


“You’ll meet us there, Paul?” Allison asked as the group gathered their things to go.


“Sure,” I said. I was pretty certain I was done for the day. But at that point, I’d have made any promise that would let me pass out.


I felt Emily lean over and kiss the back of my head.


“See you in a bit,” she said, rubbing my back affectionately.


Then she was gone.


*


I woke up in near-darkness. The room was empty. Eerily quiet.


I looked out the doors to the balcony and saw a blackened parking lot staring back at me; the rows of streetlights mirroring the star-filled sky above. Though Emily and our friends were out and about, the sun had clearly called it a night. I’d slept for a little over an hour. I was so disoriented, I felt like I’d lost days.


When I looked at my phone, it showed me a text from my wife.


Emily, from about ten minutes before: Still at the pool. See you soon?


I groaned but got dressed. I found my bathing suit, a pair of green trunks, and pulled them on along with a t-shirt and some flip flops. At least I no longer needed to bother bringing sunscreen.


Outside, the resort was surprisingly lively. People had left the parks and were now filling the paths. Many of them seemed to be starting their evening, rather than calling it a night.


When I got to the pool, it was like stepping into the middle of a block party. People were everywhere; swimming, playing, or lying on the lounge chairs. Kids raced around while adults sat back and sipped large, obviously alcoholic drinks. Music blared, yet it was nearly drowned out by the roar of the crowd. It seemed like half the hotel was out and enjoying the atmosphere.


The only problem was, I couldn’t find Emily. I circled the pool twice, to no avail. I was certain people were staring at me — the weirdo wandering around the water. I was about to head back to the hotel room, assuming I’d just missed the group, when I heard a giggle.


It was strange. The laugh sounded like Emily and yet very much didn’t sound like Emily. Incongruous and familiar all at once.


I realized it was coming from a spot behind me. There was a set of stairs near the rock wall on one side that I hadn’t noticed till then. Or maybe I had seen it but dismissed it as an employee path or something like that.




I walked up that way and there it was: a big, bright, burbling hot tub, set deep into the fake lava rocks. It was perfectly private. Yet, standing there, I could also see the pool below, and beyond that, the glowing white of Cinderella Castle, itself.


In the spa, as I’d now expected, were Emily, Allison, and Mike. However, they had two other people with them. Though, at this point, I can’t say I was stunned to see them, either: Cassie and Jack.


The way the five of them were situated, however, was more unexpected. Mike and Cassie were so close to each other, they looked like a couple. On the other side of the spa, Jack was sitting next to my Emily. In fact, when I first saw him, it looked like he had his arm around her shoulder. But the next time I glanced it was gone.


Allison, seated closest to the stairs by herself, turned and gave me a wide, welcoming grin.


“There he is,” she called out as soon as she saw me. She had a drink in her hand, a colorful glass with pink liquid, and gestured it my way.


“We’ve been drinking!” Emily said, almost bubblier than the hot tub she was sitting in. Again, I wondered at where my reserved, geeky wife had escaped to. Maybe we’d left her at the airport. Like accidentally grabbing a suitcase that looked exactly like mine but turned out to belong to a stranger.


“We definitely have been drinking,” Cassie said. She showed me her own, mostly finished glass.


“Speaking of which, it’s time for the next round,” Jack said, popping up out of the water. “Let me get you something.”


He slapped my shoulder convivially (why did people keep hitting me on this trip?), then lumbered past. I stripped down to my suit and got in, sitting next to Emily. My petite wife had her brown hair up in the same bun as before and had kept her glasses on, as well. Along with the black straps of her bathing suit, she seemed oddly formal for the hot tub.


“I missed you,” Emily said. She leaned over and gave me a wet, sloppy kiss. Tongue and all. It made me feel very aware of everyone around us. “I’m so glad you finally showed up.”


My wife wasn’t a big drinker and I worried that alcohol plus hot tub had equaled trouble. I turned to Allison, sitting on my other side, who seemed to be the soberest of the group.


“She’s fine,” Allison said, “Don’t worry I’ve got you.”


“We’re playing a drinking game,” Cassie said from across the spa, as if that explained everything. She was wearing the same plum bikini from before. Again, I was taken aback by how close she and Mike were sitting. Practically cuddling. “But Allie realized we’ve all been drinking a lot, so we decided to play for other things.”


“I had to kiss Jack,” Emily said, a bit too excitedly. I startled.


“Just on the cheek,” Allison quickly cut in. “It was nothing.”


I nodded back at her in thanks. Emily’s announcement left me feeling oddly off-balance. I wasn’t too worried — Emily simply wasn’t the type to take things too far — but even if she was, I had Allison to keep an eye on things. And we were in Disney, not Vegas, how inappropriate could things get, really?


“Jack smells fantastic,” Emily said, dreamily, “Like wood smoke mixed with something amazing.”


Cassie laughed. “My husband’s cologne collection is unreal,” she said, “Honestly, it makes me feel a little inadequate sometimes.”


“You smell good, too,” Mike said, sniffing at the beautiful blonde. “Like peaches and cream.” Cassie rolled her eyes, but she was chuckling.


I looked over at Allison, aware of how left out she must feel with the other ‘couples.’ So I leaned over and took an oversized sniff of her hair.


“Coconutty,” I said, and the group gave a playful cheer.


At that moment, Jack stepped back into the spa. He distributed tall, icy glasses to each of us, then took his seat on the other side of Emily. She grinned at him, goofily.


“Back to the game!” Mike declared, once he had his new drink in hand.


“I think it was Allison’s turn,” Cassie said.


“Well, we’ve gotta give Paul here a chance to catch up, right?” Jack said. He smiled my way, patronizingly.


I dutifully took a sip of my drink. It tasted like a tropical-style Long Island Iced Tea, with way more alcohol than I would have expected from Mickey. I could see how my wife had gotten underwater so quickly. I had to stop myself before I sank beneath the bubbles, as well.


“We’re playing two truths and a lie,” Cassie said, “If we guess right, you have to drink. Well not anymore. Now you have to do a penalty of the guessers’ choosing.”


“That’s how I ended up kissing Jack,” Emily said, excitedly “Cassie said I had to. Oh, and Mike had to kiss Cassie. And Cassie kissed Allison.”


“I think Paul’s all caught up on who’s been kissing who,” Allison said, a bit of pink rising in her cheeks.


“This is so much fun,” Emily said, “I love Disney.”


Who was this woman?


“You haven’t even been to the parks yet,” Mike said, shaking his head in mock disdain. “OK, so I guess Paul should take a turn. You’ll know when he’s lying, cause he’ll be talking.”


I shot the blond man a glare. I didn’t mind when Allison ribbed me about my reticence, but Mike managed to make it seem cruel.


“Go for it, Paul,” Allison said, then repeated the rules. “Two truths and a lie.”


I did my best to keep my accent neutral. Talking like an American wasn’t hard, I just had to flatten everything out in my mouth. Remembering to do it all the time, especially with alcohol, was the challenge.


“I grew up in Russia,” I said, “I work as a computer programmer. I once won a world championship at chess.”


“No cheating here, Emily,” Jack said, touching my wife’s shoulder, fondly. “Let us all figure it out.”


“It’s gotta be the chess one, right?” Cassie asked, turning to Mike. He shrugged back.


When I scanned the spa, everyone seemed stumped. But then I saw Allison was smirking. She looked very pretty that way. Her blonde hair was dark from the water. Her navy, one-piece swimsuit clung to her athletic body. But it was the fire in her eyes, the thrill of competition, that truly took my breath away. She was downright striking with that gleam — even Cassie came off as plain in comparison.


“It’s number one,” Allison said, “You’re from Ukraine. I remember you telling me the first time we met.”


I had to admit, I was impressed. Even I didn’t remember saying that to Allison. She gave me a winning wink, clearly proud of her own attention to detail.


“Wait, you’re really a world championship chess player?” Cassie asked.


“He played in a regional tournament when he was eight,” Emily said.


“They called it the Local Youth Junior World Championship,” I said with a shrug.


“Still, that’s impressive, Paul,” Cassie said.


I didn’t think it was all that incredible, there were only five other kids in the tournament, but whatever. If the beautiful blonde woman wanted to be impressed, I was more than happy to let her.


“Now to your punishment,” Mike said, rubbing his palms together.


“Paul can kiss me,” Allison said, surprisingly quickly. Then she recovered. “On the cheek, of course. That’s the going rate these days.”


I wasn’t going to argue. Given the choice of kissing someone in the tub, if it couldn’t be my own wife, I’d have wanted it to be Allison anyway. So, as required, I leaned over and gave the tall woman a quick peck. It was beyond chaste, but the group all ooh-ed like it was scandalous, anyway.


“My turn,” Mike said, and immediately listed off three things about himself in high school. It was obvious that he was tossing Cassie a softball and, sure enough, she caught it with ease.


“You may kiss me,” Cassie said, mock imperiously, before breaking into giggles.


Mike took her chin and turned her face towards him. He leaned forward and planted a little kiss on Cassie’s lips. It was nothing, truly nothing, but it felt momentous. Again, I glanced over at Allison, unsure of what her reaction would be from watching her husband be so forward with another woman. The athletic blonde raised her shoulders at me like, ‘it is what it is.’


Allison, herself, went next and, as expected, she didn’t make it easy on anyone. Allison’s competitive nature wouldn’t let her lose, even if it might have been better for her to do so. Even her husband blanked on the three options. Allison smiled, wickedly satisfied, as she told us she’d lettered in volleyball and swimming but had only done tennis at the JV level.


“OK, who’s next?” Jack asked.


“Wait, don’t I get to pick a prize for winning?” Allison asked. We all agreed that she could. “I’ll take another kiss from Paul.”


I didn’t know how to react to Allison’s attention. On the one hand, yes please. But I didn’t want to upset my wife. Or Mike, for that matter.


But before I could get further reassurance from our respective spouses, Allison pressed her lips to mine. She held them there for a beat. It wasn’t seductive, but I felt the spark of it anyway. As if I wasn’t already aroused, I felt myself stiffen further in my shorts.


It wasn’t just that I was getting kissed by a woman I found attractive, though that was certainly more than enough. The fact that it was in front of a group, including my own wife, only amplified the impact. I felt dizzy with it. Drunk despite only a few sips of my drink.


Allison pulled away, looking satisfied. She settled back into her seat, crossing her arms under her small chest. Her eyes bored into me.


Nervously, I looked over at Emily. My wife grinned my way, wide. She lifted her eyebrows as if to say, ‘nice one, stud.’ Then announced that she would go next.


Immediately, I could see where this was going. Mike had kissed Cassie on the lips, and I had kissed Allison, so Emily wanted to be next. She gave us what she clearly thought was a hard question, but Cassie guessed it right away (my wife had failed art in the sixth grade).


Emily sank back into the tub, obviously disappointed. I didn’t think she wanted a smooch from Cassie. Fortunately, the beautiful blonde woman, herself, came to the rescue.


“I think you should have to kiss Jack for your punishment,” Cassie said.


Emily didn’t bother to hide her excitement. She practically leapt out of the water, tackling Jack into the bench. Even the self-assured, older man looked stunned by Emily’s sudden ardor. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pushed her body into his, and kissed him, hard, right on the mouth.


Rather than a quick peck like we’d all been sharing, my wife was truly, fully, smooching Cassie’s husband. She held his body tight to hers — wet smacks and low moans coming from the both of them.


Finally, they broke apart. The group, used to doing little cheers after a shared kiss, was too stunned to say anything. We all stared at what had happened, like the air had been sucked out of the spa. Emily gave us all a stupid grin while Jack leaned back into his seat. He had the look of a man who needed a cigarette.


“Oops,” Emily said, realizing what she’d done, “I guess I got a little too excited there.”


“I think maybe we should dial back on the kissing,” Cassie said, looking at me, meaningfully.


I gave her an appreciative nod. It seemed that everyone was looking out for my marriage, except for Emily herself. Despite her apology, she was still staring at Jack, licking her lips, like reliving the kiss in her mind.


Despite my wife’s indiscretion, I found myself more amused than angry. After all, I’d kissed Allison twice (and had gotten hard from it, besides). Was I really going to begrudge Emily? Especially since everyone was agreeing to keep things under control. No, this was PG high school party stuff. There was simply nothing to be upset about.


But when Cassie went next, she raised the stakes. I’m not sure it was on purpose. Not that it would matter if it was. The result was the same. She leaned forward, conspiratorially.


“My first time was in the backseat of my Dad’s Lexus,” she said, “My first kiss was with my cousin. I love anal sex.”


I swear I heard the whole tub gasp. Everything around us, once so loud, seemed to mute itself. My heartbeat thrummed in my ears. This wasn’t playful information about a pet or a high school crush. It was personal and more than a little dirty.


Worse, there was no easy answer. Instinctively, we all looked at Jack, but he just pointed us back to his young wife. Cassie leaned back and crossed her legs, the essence of sexy assurance, and waited for our answer.


“Anal is the lie?” Emily asked, her voice so quiet I could barely hear her.


Cassie put a scowl on her face. Then she burst out laughing. “You got me, Em!” she said, “My first time really was in my Dad’s car.”


“And your cousin?” Allison asked, clearly taken aback.


“We were both eight,” Cassie said, “I think it can be forgiven. Anal was the lie — I’ve actually never done that.”


We all looked around, nervously. Had we dodged the bullet or taken it right to the chest? I couldn’t tell.


We turned to Emily to hand out Cassie’s punishment. But my cute wife faltered.


“No drinking,” Emily said, ticking off the options, “No kissing, either…”


“Everything else is fair game,” Cassie said. Holy crap did that sound like an enticement.


“I’ve got it,” Mike said, again, all too eager.


But then he paused. It seemed like he was psyching himself up. Rapidly, he moved his arm in a short, sharp jab.


“Oh!” Cassie gasped, startled.


It was obvious what had happened: Mike had poked the beautiful blonde’s boob beneath the bubbles.


“All good,” Mike said, giving us all a satisfied smirk.


Cassie didn’t seem too upset about Mike’s hasty feel. She glanced away, as if nervous, but I could see she was sneaking a smile. I raised my eyebrow at Allison. But she sat back, placid.


And just like that — the question, the answer, the ‘punishment’ — everything we’d been doing was taken to a whole new level.


Allison went next, listing off places she’d supposedly had sex: her parents’ bed, the floor of a closed clothing store, and the college locker room showers. We all assumed the locker room was the lie (clothing store seemed too specific and the bedroom too mundane), but it turned out wrong.


“In my parents’ bed would be gross,” Allison said, like the other two options were oh so sanitary.


“I tried to convince her,” Mike said with a dramatic shrug, and we all laughed.


Allison was triumphant, and without waiting for anyone to tell her otherwise, the athletic blonde shot out and grabbed my dick.


I nearly jumped out of the pool, I was so shocked.


“Are you crazy, woman?” I shouted, not covering my accent even a little bit.


Allison cackled wickedly. “Very nice,” she said.


“I knew he had a ‘talk’ button somewhere,” Cassie said, laughing even harder.


I looked over to Emily, hoping she’d stand up for me, but she was chuckling as much as everyone else. Her cheeks were pink with mirth, alcohol, embarrassment, and (no doubt) other things.


“Your go, Em,” Cassie said.


“I don’t know,” Emily said. For the first time that evening, I saw the shy woman I was so used to. I guess we’d finally found her limit.


“Go for it,” Jack said, kindly, “We’re all friends here.”


To my astonishment, Emily sat up and straightened her shoulders. Steeled herself. “OK, ummmmm, my first kiss was after my prom, my first oral was with the starting quarterback freshman year of college, my first time for real was with Paul.”


Everyone turned my way, but I raised my hands in surrender. I knew I wasn’t supposed to say anything. The answer was so obvious, I just hoped it didn’t show on my face.


“There’s no way the QB one is real,” Allison said, thinking aloud, “Emily hates sports. She couldn’t care less about them.”


Everyone nodded in agreement, then turned to look at my wife. Emily shook her head, vigorously.


“The quarterback thing is true,” Emily said, “He was kinda the it guy in college. He actually made it to the pros and everything. He was a backup in the NFL for a while, I think. Anyway, I’d had a crush on him since forever and… I wanted to experiment.”


“You go girl!” Cassie cried out, clapping her hands with delight.


“Oh, it was nothing special, trust me,” Emily said.


“So what was the lie?” Mike asked.


I sat back and smiled. I hadn’t heard the quarterback story before, but I knew it had to be true because I spotted the lie from the start — my wife had told me she had a serious boyfriend before me, in college, and they’d been intimate.


“Seriously?” Emily said, “Who has their first kiss at prom? That’s so cliche.”


I froze. But that meant…


Emily turned away from us as her face went red, “Paul really was my first.”


Wait. What?


“I didn’t want you to think I was some geeky virgin,” Emily said to me, “You seemed so, I dunno, worldly. I thought you’d think less of me if you knew I hadn’t been with anyone. So, I made up the boyfriend thing.”


“I’m not like that,” I said. Anyone who thought of me as worldly needed to get themselves a globe.


“Oh, come on,” Cassie said, “The accent. The deep, dark eyes. Your whole ‘silent man of mystery’ thing. I can see it.”


I shook my head, like trying to get the bees out of my brain. Emily’s explanation made sense, I guess. But in the space of two sentences, she’d turned my understanding of her upside down. I found myself wondering, were there other things my wife had made up about herself? Or worse, other secrets she simply wasn’t telling me? Those little kisses from before suddenly felt far more ominous.


Emily had turned my way and was clearly reading it all on my face. Her lips made a wistful twist, then she mouthed the word, ‘later.’


“So, you’ve only ever been with one man?” Cassie asked Emily, like she couldn’t believe it.


Emily bobbed her head, emphatically.


“Wow.” It was as if Emily had told Cassie we lived in a yurt in the Sahara or subsisted only on pickled herring. The beautiful blonde couldn’t process the concept.


“Well, OK, Emily,” Mike said, “You win a reward for stumping us.”


“Oh,” Emily said, as if it had just occurred to her. “OK, ummm…”


Her hand shot down into the water. Jack didn’t falter, but I could tell from the grin that spread across his face that my wife had gotten a grab. A split-second later, Emily ripped her hand back out of the water like it’d been burned.


“All set,” she said, giggling.


Jack gave her a knowing wink and Emily flushed down to her chest.


“Well, that’s a revelation,” Cassie said, “OK, I guess I’ve got to raise the stakes. I do side work as a cam girl. I’ve done a nude photoshoot. Jack and I have an open marriage.” She didn’t even blink as she said it.


“Jeez,” Allison said.


“Wow,” Mike said.


“Really?” Emily said.


It was an immediately uncomfortable situation. Not so much guessing the lie, that was hard enough. But it also meant that two of the other things Cassie had told us were true. Any option we selected, seemed like something unreal. Beyond anything the rest of us could imagine.


Everyone held back, unwilling to guess. There was no winning either way, no matter what we said. Finally, Cassie realized that none of us was going to risk taking a guess.


“I just do PR,” she said, shaking her head. Like the other things weren’t equally shocking, “No camming for me.”


No one said anything. Cassie glanced away, clearly coming on to the fact that maybe she’d revealed too much.


“The photoshoot was for my college boyfriend,” Cassie said, “It was fun. Kind of. Though I ended up regretting it later. And Jack and I aren’t open open. We just like to play sometimes. It’s not a big deal. You mean you guys have never shared?”


All four of us shook our heads. I don’t know why Cassie was surprised. Emily had just confessed to being with one man, total. Multiple mid-marriage encounters were clearly out of the question.




“Oh my God, you’re totally missing out,” Cassie said, “It’s so much fun.”


“Cheating,” Allison said, “It’s fun.” She said it flatly, without a hint of emotion, yet I could feel her judgement wash over me like an ice-cold wave.


“It’s not cheating,” Cassie said, cheerfully, “Jack’s there. Or he’s given me permission, you know, to play. We both do it. Share, I mean.”


Emily looked at Jack like she’d just found out he’d done time for murder. Her face was the picture of betrayal mixed with a pinch of apprehension.


“Cassie’s a young woman with a young woman’s appetite,” Jack said, “I can’t always keep up.”


“Oh please,” Cassie said, “You should see the hotties that he picks up.”


For the first time all evening, Jack looked embarrassed by what someone had said. He turned away. Wait, was Jack actually blushing?


“It keeps the relationship fresh,” Cassie said, “Exciting.” She realized we were all still looking at her with disbelief. “It’s like this,” she said, “Right now. This isn’t cheating, right? We’re all having fun together. So, what’s wrong with that?”


There was a pause, the group all clearly considering what Cassie was saying. This is different, I felt like arguing. But was it? After all, I’d kissed a woman who was not my wife and she’d grabbed my dick. My wife had kissed another woman’s husband and groped him, as well.


I guess, in my head, there was a difference between flirty fun and what Cassie was talking about. But I’d be lying if I said I could tell you exactly where that line was or how we would agree on who had crossed it.


“I think we should get back to the game,” Mike said, breaking through.


“Whose turn is it?” Allison asked.


“Hang on,” Jack said, “Cassie never got to do her thing for winning.”


“Oh right,” Cassie said, “Well, in the spirit of what we’ve been talking about, I think we should take things up a notch.”


Wait, seriously? How many more notches did she think we should be going here? I was already wobbly from the heights we’d climbed.


“I think Allison should show us her boob,” Cassie said.


“Why me?” Allison asked, not sounding totally displeased.


“I mean, if Emily wants to join in, she can,” Cassie said.


Emily giggled nervously, turning red. She was already pretty crimson so, at that point, my wife was practically glowing. So yeah, clearly, Emily would not be taking her top off anytime soon. I can’t say I wasn’t relieved to see the return of my more prudish wife right then.


“Why not?” Cassie asked. “Trust me, the way the night’s going, you won’t be the only one.”


“I don’t know,” Allison said, remarkably calmly. As if this was a perfectly reasonable request requiring careful consideration. “This is Disney. I don’t want to get in trouble.”


Cassie made a show of looking around. The hot tub was surprisingly secluded. And it’s not like we’d been interrupted at all so far.


“Take it off!” Mike cried out, ever the supportive husband.


“Just like, flash us,” Cassie said, “Pop it quick. No big deal.”


Allison rolled her eyes. This was a challenge, Cassie had thrown down the gauntlet, and the athletic blonde woman knew it.


“Go for it, babe,” Mike said, “Like Cassie said. No big deal.”


For a moment, I thought that Allison was going to take a swing at her husband. Instead, she casually reached for the side of her bathing suit and pulled it aside, like opening a curtain. One pale, round breast - even smaller than I’d have supposed — peeked out. The nipple was pink and crinkled. A second later, it was gone. Safely returned to its proper place.


I was too taken aback by the appearance of Allison’s tit to be aroused by it. Too stunned to truly get a glimpse. Her breast was there — cute and tantalizing and kind of incredible — then gone again.


“See?” Cassie said, “Fun.”


“Very fun,” Mike said, his voice cracking.


The energy of the tub changed. I could feel it, like a warm wind rolling over me. From what we’d been doing, from what had just happened. From Cassie’s big reveal about her marriage, and Emily’s confession about our own. From the alcohol. From everything.


It felt dangerous. A live spark running too close to powder. I was certain things were only going to get more explosive as we went forward and it left me torn between excitement and concern. I very much wanted to grab Emily and get out of that hot tub. I very much wanted to stay and see what would happen.


Suddenly, the lights around us went dark. A deep male voice echoed across the pool area. “Ladies and gentlemen…”


“Fireworks,” Allison said with a gasp. “I forgot you can see them from here.”


We all turned around in the hot tub to face the lake. In the distance, Cinderella Castle shone even brighter than before. Music swelled loud around us. The sky lit up with color. We oohed and ahh-ed at the impressive display. The pops of bright pigment punctuated each powerful note.


Roughly ten minutes later, the show ended in a dramatic flourish. But the momentum of our own, private performance was lost. Our drinks were empty. Even the hot tub started to feel lukewarm. It says a lot about the evening we were having that a full-on fireworks display was the cut-off, rather than the climax.


“I think it’s time for us to go back to our room,” Allison announced, “We have an early wake-up in the morning.”


The three of us nodded in agreement. Though I noticed Emily’s gaze lingered on Jack. And Mike was looking longingly at Cassie.


We got out of the hot tub, grabbed towels from a nearby stand, and dried off, then got dressed. After all of our suave flirting, this felt particularly awkward and clumsy. All of us stumbling around getting ready to go.


We said quick goodbyes (no kisses this time, just little waves) and agreed that we would get together again if the opportunity arose. My rational mind greatly doubted that we would see Cassie and Jack again, but my intuition told me a very different story. Too many coincidences not to knot it all together.


We walked back to our longhouse in weary silence. I expected there’d be conversation, or at least an attempt at a postmortem. But no one spoke.


Emily was clearly feeling the alcohol; I had to save her from stumbling a few times. Allison and Mike didn’t banter or jab, they just marched arm-to-arm, lips tight, like marines on a mission. I was used to being comfortable in quiet. And yet I found myself wishing that someone would speak.


We went to our room, opened the foldaway bed, and went straight to sleep without a word. Somehow, there was nothing left to say.


*


Allison’s alarm was far too insistent and way too early. Even the morning sun seemed sleepy as it seeped through the curtains. I blinked myself back to consciousness. I heard a long loud groan and rolled over. Emily looked back at me, her faced pained.


“I think I drank too much,” she said.


“I know you did,” I said.


I heard noises coming from the bed behind us. Mike and Allison were also slowly waking up. Two pairs of feet landed on the floor and loped off to the bathroom together. The shoji-style door slid closed with a rumble. The shower rushed on. I was pretty sure the two of them were talking, but between the thick door and the heavy water, I couldn’t clearly hear the words.


“Wait, did I kiss Jack?” Emily asked. But something about the way she said it made it clear she already knew the answer. “Fuck. I screwed up.”


Emily’s admission didn’t shock me, though the curse word kind of did. My wife wasn’t naive, but she didn’t cuss all that often, either. The casual nature of the word in conversation was yet another strange event in a recent succession of them.


“And you kissed Allison,” Emily said, abruptly accusatory.


I nodded. I mean, it had been a quick peck, but still. She’d also grabbed my groin (and Emily had felt up Jack), but I didn’t feel like it was worth reexamining the entire evening.


“I’m sorry,” I said. I’d been married long enough to know when it was time to whip out the magic words, even if I didn’t mean them.


“Everything that happened, it felt so scary and wrong,” Emily said, “But it also was so much fun because of that, too.” She giggled, then groaned. “Stupid brain. Anyway, it was neat. Different. I’m not saying we should be one of ‘those’ couples.”


I knew she meant Cassie and Jack. Their confession about an ‘open’ marriage had stuck with all of us.


“But it was exciting,” Emily said. “If we saw them again, I mean while we’re here on vacation. It wouldn’t be so bad, right?”


I wanted to debate it, but I’d be arguing against myself. While seeing Emily around Jack made me nervous, I had to concede it was exciting, too. Not to mention my own fun of flirting with Allison. A wide smile spread across my wife’s face.


“Oooh, you liked it, too, didn’t you?” Emily said, like she’d had a revelation. “Do you have a crush on my work friend?”


I shrugged.


“You do,” Emily said, “I can see it, sort of. Blonde and tall.” Emily looked down at herself — petite and brunette. “A little variety, maybe?”


I shook my head, no. It was nothing like that.


“It’s OK,” Emily said, “I’m not mad at all. Maybe a little jealous? But maybe that’s part of the fun of it, too. Look, I love our marriage. Our life. But sometimes…”


“It’s nice,” I said, “To do something different.”


“I’m sorry about the ‘kids’ thing at dinner,” Emily said. It was a sore subject for the both of us, so I was amazed that she even brought it up. I guess she really was feeling badly about everything. “I know you want them, and I do, too. Truly. Eventually I’ll stop taking the pill and we’ll start a family. And maybe… Well, maybe this might be a way where I could start to feel more ready for things like that. You know?”


I nodded. As a promise it was more of a muddle, but I understood what Emily was saying. She wasn’t ready to be a mom, she’d said that to me many times. A week like this one, where Emily was free to act not her age, I could see how that might help her feel better about everything that was holding her back.


“It’s weird, but everything that’s happened makes me feel closer to you,” Emily said, “More connected.”


“I will order the massage oils and silk robes,” I said, pretending to sigh in exasperation.


“Nothing like that,” Emily said, “Just little things, like last night. If it even happens again. Which it probably won’t.”


I nodded my agreement. The evening had been enjoyable. But even if I didn’t want things to continue, I didn’t feel like I could tell my wife ‘no.’ I knew she’d resent me if I did. Especially after her revelation that she’d only ever been with me.


So, better to agree and be the good husband. The one who trusted his wife not to take things too far. And what was the big deal, really? Were we going to be having wild, six-person orgies in Disney? I doubted it.


I heard a rumble as the bathroom door opened and Mike stepped back out. He had a towel wrapped around his waist, his blond hair dripping. He gave us a nod hello, then started digging through his suitcase.


“Allison’s going to want us to get going pretty quickly so we can rope drop,” Mike said.


Emily sat straight up and gave Mike a confused look, like a dog hearing a new command. Fortunately, she was still in her cover-up from the night before, so she wasn’t giving him a show.


“Sorry, I forgot you guys don’t know the lingo,” Mike said, “Rope drop means we get to the park before it opens. It’s the best way to beat the crowds for the rides.”


“What about breakfast?” Emily asked.


Mike responded by reaching into his bag and tossing two granola bars onto the bed. I realized he was serious. I forced myself to get up. I wanted a shower before we headed out; I felt gross with all the hot tub chlorine hanging off of me.


“Allison’s in the first one,” Mike said, as I stumbled past him towards the bathrooms. I’d thought it was strange that our room had two different showers, but for the second time I was truly appreciating it.


As I went down the short hallway, I thought about what I’d learned the night before. What Emily and I had agreed to.


Like I said, our marriage had reached the point where everything was expected. Routine. I wouldn’t say we were in a rut, but then not much had changed in the past seven years, either.


If I was Emily’s only experience with intercourse, I could understand her becoming curious about what might have been. And if a little experimentation led her to feeling better about a family…


So, yes, I was fine with Emily getting a little flirty. And, if I was honest with myself, I didn’t mind moving things forward with Allison if given the chance. But I told myself it was Emily’s thing to drive, not mine. I’d let my wife lead the way and, if nothing else happened beyond our hot tub adventure, I would be OK with that, too.


However, I was pretty sure we’d already reached the end. We weren’t going to keep running into Cassie and Jack in a theme park filled with thousands of people. And I couldn’t imagine things escalating beyond what we’d already done. I was fantasizing about my wife’s married best friend for God’s sake. What did I think was going to happen? I shook my head, wincing at my own silliness.


I walked up to the second bathroom door and slid it open. The air was fogged, and I guess my brain was too, because I didn’t put it together immediately.


Then Allison shrieked.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 02


“I think Emily should have to get naked,” Mike said with a wicked grin.


We were standing near the port cochere of our hotel, the Disney’s Polynesian Village Resort, and waiting for our bus to arrive to take us to Hollywood Studios. The shade from the nearby overhang wasn’t nearly enough to keep us cool on yet another epically hot mid-August morning. We were all half-awake, a bit hungover, and still coming to grips with how the previous day had gone.


The four of us were on a couple’s trip to Walt Disney World. My wife, Emily, and I had been invited to join Allison and her husband Mike on their summer vacation. Before this trip, we’d been perfectly normal, platonic married people. But something had happened at the happiest place on Earth, and we’d become something far less wholesome.


It had started when Mike ran into his old high school crush girl at the pool, the beautiful blonde Cassie. Then, we bumped into Cassie and her silver fox husband, Jack, over dinner. As if that wasn’t enough coincidences, the six of us met up with each other again at the hot tub that night. Which is when things went from interesting to illicit.


We’d all played a drinking game together, each of us getting flirty with someone who was not our spouse: Mike with Cassie, Jack with Emily, and me with Allison. We didn’t do anything crazy, just a little risque, but it felt dangerous all the same.


The next morning, Emily and I agreed what had happened was scary, but also kind of fun. We were both willing to let things happen, so long as things didn’t escalate any further. Little kisses, quick gropes, and fast flashes. It all seemed safe enough.


But Mike wasn’t teasing my wife because of what had happened the night before.


“This afternoon after we get back from the park,” Mike said, “Emily could, like, get naked real quick. Even just take out a titty. It’s only fair.”


He was pretending at being playful, but I could tell that some part of him was serious. The tall, outgoing man with thinning blond hair had never shown much interest in my petite, brunette wife before. At least not like this. But everything that had happened so far was clearly conspiring to help him see Emily in a whole new way.


“You’re going to have to let this go, Mike,” Allison said, smiling. She gave her husband a playful push.


But that didn’t slow Mike for a second. “Come on, Em,” he continued, “Paul got the Full Monty, at least give me something to even things up. Like a Partial Mortimer?”


Mike grinned lewdly. Emily rolled her eyes. I looked over at Allison, but she glanced away.


That morning, I’d made an epic, embarrassing mistake. Somehow, I’d gotten confused about the bathrooms and walked in on Allison while she was getting out of the shower. Completely naked.


The athletic woman was standing in front of me without a stitch on her. Her strawberry blonde, poker straight hair hung wet over her broad shoulders. Her small breasts were round and perky, capped by sharp, coral nipples. A taut, tight tummy led down to her bare, hairless pink pussy. Allison’s wide hips whispered of a full, muscular backside. She looked like a sculptor’s vision of the goddess Athena.


Allison’s hands immediately went to cover her most private places, but it didn’t matter. She might as well have sent me a photograph for all that I’d been able to stare. She froze, shocked. Then she saw the look on my face and started to snicker.


“Jeez, Paul, if you wanted to see me naked you could have asked.”


“Mike said you were in the first bathroom,” I said, shocked out of my usual silence. My accent came out so thick, even I could barely understand me.


“That is the first bathroom,” Mike called out from the bedroom. I could tell he was fighting through hysterical laughter. “From the front door. One. Two.”


“From the bedroom,” I yelled back, “One. Two.”


Allison shook her head, ruefully. Regardless of how we agreed to assign bathrooms, the damage had been done. Careful to keep herself somewhat concealed, the tall blonde reached for a towel and wrapped it around herself.


I told her I was sorry.


“Don’t worry about it, truly,” Allison said. She touched my shoulder. “Something like this was bound to happen with all of us in such close quarters. It’s no big deal.” Then she left the bathroom, closing the door behind her.


It had been over an hour since my silly mistake. We were outside of our hotel, dressed, (all of us in shorts and t-shirts, except for Allison in her usual tank top), and ready for the day. But Mike wasn’t ready to move on.


“Come on, Em, show us the goods.” Mike said, giving my wife a playful slap on the shoulder. I glanced behind us, worried that someone could hear him. Fortunately, we were early enough that very few people were waiting, and those there were there were standing too far away. I hoped.


And yet, despite my embarrassment, an odd part of me was pleased that Mike was hitting on my wife. Emily was shy, geeky in a cute way, with tiny breasts and almost no butt — she didn’t see herself as the kind of girl guys got worked up over.


Emily’s admission the night before, that I was the only man she’d ever had sex with, only added to my understanding of her unexpected enjoyment at being desired by other men. I just hoped that all the attention Emily had been getting on this trip would help her feel better about her lack of experience.


My wife shook her head at Mike’s suggestion, smiling broadly. Her brown hair, up in her usual bun, shook with her. Emily wasn’t agreeing to reveal anything (especially not in front of the hotel), but she wasn’t exactly shutting the tall, thin man down either.


“Sorry buddy,” Allison said, smirking at her husband, “You’ll have to sneak in on her when she’s in the shower like a normal person.”


Allison was clearly enjoying all this teasing, as well. If anything, she seemed oddly pleased that I’d gotten a peek at her naked parts. This was all just flirty fun, right? As I said, Emily and I had agreed that it was OK to play around a bit. I got the sense that Allison and Mike had reached a similar settlement.


Right when Mike’s teasing was starting to feel pushy instead of playful, our bus arrived. It rumbled up, loudly, then squealed and sighed as it settled, allowing us to board. The four of us walked all the way to the back and sat down on the bright, blue benches; each couple facing the other. The air conditioning was almost too cold, but I wasn’t going to complain. It was nice to shiver after all that sweating.


As soon as our bus rolled off, Mike’s phone announced that he’d gotten a text.


“It’s Cassie,” he said, acting surprised.


“I’m shocked,” Allison said, “Is she sending you boobs, or has she graduated to full nudes?”


“It’s not like that,” Mike said, making it clear to all of us that it very much was. “She’s just an old friend. But it is kind of funny that she keeps popping up everyplace. Disney is so huge, it’s weird how we keep crossing paths.”


“I can’t imagine,” Allison said. She rolled her eyes my way, and we shared a chuckle.


“She’s wondering if she can come hang out with us,” Mike said, “I guess Jack’s busy with his kids.”


“Sure,” Allison said.


“I don’t see why not,” Emily said, though she seemed a little deflated.


I was sure that it was the lack of Jack that had her feeling down. I can’t explain it, but the older man seemed to have cast some kind of spell on my cute wife. Emily was usually immune to the charms of guys like that. But something about Jack had her in his thrall. It was adorable, sort of, seeing her with this schoolgirl crush. A little worrisome though, too. As you can imagine, then, I was less upset that Jack wouldn’t be joining us.


“Cassie’s going to text us when she gets to the park,” Mike said. I noticed he’d perked up now that his high school ‘it’ girl was going to join us for the day.


“Cassie fucking Summers,” Allison said, shaking her head overdramatically. “That woman’s stalking us, I swear.”


“It’s Cassie Wolffe now, remember?” Mike said.


“Oh yes, that’s so much better,” Allison said.


*


We arrived at Hollywood Studios, right when it was opening. We went through the aqua-colored, art deco entrance gate and joined the throngs of people getting ready to take on their day. Allison had said we needed to get to the park early to avoid all the crowds. The place was so busy, I couldn’t imagine how many more guests were going to show up.


We strode down what looked like an old-timey street from the golden age of Hollywood. Everything around us was themed to that place and time. Even the traffic lights (for the non-existent cars) had those flipping stop and go signs.


With everything that had happened the day before, it felt like we’d already been at Disney for weeks. But in reality, this was our first real day at the park, and it was nicer than I’d anticipated. I hadn’t expected the cheap look of a Six Flags, exactly, but this felt almost more like stepping onto a living movie set. I never thought I’d want to stroll around a theme park, but I could feel the urge to do so here.


Unfortunately, a lazy saunter was the last thing that Allison was going to let us do. Instead, she grabbed my hand (notice: my hand, not her husband’s) and pulled me along the street. I half expected her to start knocking over old ladies and kicking small children as she surged toward the recreation of Grauman’s Chinese Theater at the end of the street.


“We have to hurry if we want to do the good rides,” Allison said, yanking me forward like a petulant pre-teen. I noticed Mike was dragging Emily along similarly. My wife gave me a sympathetic look as Mike pulled her past.


It was too early for this. My only breakfast had been a granola bar that Mike had unceremoniously tossed on my bed that morning. We passed a Starbucks on a grassy corner and Emily and I both eyed it longingly. The other couple did not relent. A Disney death march, that’s what we were on.


“If you wanted coffee, you should have woken up earlier,” Allison said.


“And not wasted all your time ogling my naked wife,” Mike said.


I had to concede, I’d have traded quite a bit of coffee for more naked Allison time. Fortunately, my habit of keeping quiet kept me from making such comments aloud. Silence really did save me trouble most of the time.


We raced past Grauman’s and went under an archway with pictures of Mickey and Minnie on it. Then we hung a sharp left past a theater for The Little Mermaid. Again, we saw a couple coffee carts and blew them by. Again, I felt my caffeine-craving soul crack at such callous treatment.


As we went, though, I couldn’t help but be taken aback by what seemed like a very obvious revelation. This was Disney World. I know that sounds dumb — I’d been in Disney World since the day before. But staying at a nice resort hotel was very different than passing bright images of mice and princesses. Now it was all very real, and it was captivating.


Finally, we came up to a bunch of giant statues of Toy Story characters. Behind the massive likenesses there was a bright red track, looping and diving dramatically. The music of the movies filled our ears. I was not a huge Disney guy, but even I recognized the songs immediately, like they’d been implanted in my brain.


“That’s Slinky Dog Dash,” Mike said, pointing at the red tracks. “Our first ride of the trip.” He rubbed his hands together, eagerly.


This seemed like a great place to stop and take a photo (or a breath), but Allison wasn’t having it. She dragged us around the oversized tinker toy fencing and queued right up for the ride. While it seemed like the majority of people had walked the same way we did, the crowds had thinned quite a bit. Perhaps, they were unable to keep pace with Allison.


The evidence around us agreed: a sign above us said the wait for the ride was only 10 minutes.


“That’s really good if it’s true,” Allison said.


The line took a little longer, more like fifteen. We wandered through a tight labyrinth of oversized game boxes: Twister, dominoes, and the like. We kept a brisk pace, and it wasn’t long before we were at the ride, itself. I climbed in next to my wife and Mike sat with his. Just two normal couples that hadn’t been kissing other people the night before.


As I pushed down on the lap bar, Emily gave me a nervous look. My wife was no coward, she loved adventures, but she got motion sick fairly easily.


I pointed a few rows in front of us to where a clump of children no older than 6 was sitting. If the tykes could handle this, my wife could too.


“I hope so,” Emily said, dubiously.


But then, whoosh, we were off. It was a cute little ride, swinging and twirling us around. The rails were much smoother than I was expecting, and it felt more like gliding. Slinky wasn’t a thrill ride, but it was fun and a neat way to get started (for real) at Disney. It was certainly closer to what I’d anticipated doing on a trip to Orlando, rather than the rather different ride we’d been on so far.


After the giant, toy penguin serenaded us (seriously), we got off the coaster and raced to the other side of the Toy Story area, past a character meet with Woody, for a ride called Toy Story Mania. By now, the crowds were starting to catch up; the sign said it would take 20 minutes to get to the front.


I looked over at Emily as we queued up. She grinned back at me, but I’ll be honest, she looked a little green.


Allison seemed to notice, and she grabbed her friend’s skinny arm, convivially.


“You’ll like this one,” Allison told her, “It’s more like a video game.”


“I might need a break,” Emily said, “That last ride was a lot.”


“You’re fine,” Allison said, as if her dismissal of Emily’s symptoms could simply set them aside. “Trust me, if you skip out of everything that seems scary, you won’t have any fun.”


Emily looked to me for help.


“We’ll take a rest after this one,” I said.


Mike agreed. “We’ll probably hear from Cassie by then, anyway,” he said.


Allison didn’t seem thrilled about any of that, but I didn’t care. I’d gotten what my wife wanted. Emily gave me a big smile. No matter what else might be going on, I was glad I could still act as her protector.


Allison was right about Toy Story Mania; Emily really did enjoy it. Despite all the spinning around in the cars, she got into shooting the virtual targets and racking up points. She made one fatal mistake, however: she scored higher than Allison.


“We’re going again,” the tall blonde said, authoritatively as we walked off the ride. We knew better than to argue. Fortunately, the line wasn’t too long, and we were quickly past the talking Mr. Potato Head and back in our cars. This time, Allison topped all of us, easily.


“That’s better,” she said, striding forward as we exited the building for the second time.


Mike, Emily, and I all shared a knowing look.


“I intentionally messed up the one with all the balloons,” Emily whispered, “I don’t think I could do that thing a third time.”


“I always tank it, just in case,” Mike said. The three of us nodded. It was clearly the correct policy.


After the ride, Emily said she had to pee, so we walked around to the back of the land and the bathrooms. Mike went to his side, while Emily and Allison split off the other way. I didn’t have to go, so I found a waist-high planter and leaned against it.


While I rested, I soaked in the atmosphere around me. The crowds had built up and everything looked busy. To my right was a small cafe, the line snaking almost as long as the rides. To my left was a giant Buzz Lightyear statue guarding a spinner ride. Beyond him there was a bit of an incline and then the road stopped at a tan, blank wall. Like they’d stopped making the park midway through.


“That’s going to be the new Star Wars Land,” Mike said, pointing at the empty wall. He’d come back from the bathroom when I wasn’t looking. “It’s supposed to open next week, actually. You can fly the Millennium Falcon and make your own lightsaber. It’s too bad we missed it this time, but we’re going to come back and see it next March. I can’t wait.”


A Star Wars Land sounded cool. I thought Emily, in particular, would be excited by that, with her love of all things far, far away. I pictured her eyes alight as she lifted a glowing, laser sword. Damn. We’d only been at Disney for a short time and already I was thinking about going back. That was not a good sign.


Mike sidled next to me and handed me his filtered water bottle. It was such an easy, friendly gesture but I appreciated it all the same. Maybe I read too much Heinlein, but I thought there was meaning in the idea of sharing water. Especially in Florida in August.


I knew I was supposed to like Mike. Our wives were beyond work besties — they were almost more like siblings for how well they got along. And I could concede that Mike seemed like a legitimately good guy. He was easy going and always affable. Little gestures like the water bottle helped reinforce all that.


Seeing Allison naked that morning had been fun, yes. And Mike might have played it off as a big joke. But I could tell some part of him was truly upset by it. I realized I owed him an apology.


“Don’t worry about it,” Mike said, “After last night, I get the feeling that’s going to be nothing in the grand scheme of things.”


I cocked my head at him, curious. Mike grinned back at me.


“You talked to Emily this morning, right?” Mike said, he took a swig from the water bottle. “Look, I’m not saying anything is going to happen for sure. But Allison gave me the green light and I’m planning to take advantage. You should too.”


Mike sure sounded eager for the chance to fool around with another woman, but I couldn’t help but hesitate. What about our wives? Green lights apply to both sides of the road, after all.


“I love my Allie,” Mike said, “She’s great. But we’ve been married for six years and, I dunno, sometimes it’s good to change things up a little. Do something different. Like we said last night, it’s just a bit of fun. Besides, man, Cassie fucking Summers. I’d never forgive myself if I didn’t take a shot at her. You can’t tell me you wouldn’t do the same.”


Actually, I wasn’t sure. Cassie was objectively gorgeous, of course, but I tended to prefer a different (tall and athletic) type. Not that I was going to mention that to Mike, even with his enthusiasm.


“Speaking of whom,” Mike said, looking down at his phone. His face broke into a giddy grin. “The it-girl has arrived.”


The girls returned from the bathroom, and the four of us headed back the way we came. The trip to the front of the park seemed so much shorter than I remembered, and I wondered if we’d skipped a whole section somehow.


While the entrance was busy, it wasn’t nearly as crowded as when I’d seen it before. A few actors dressed in rainbow-bright suits engaged with guests, pretending to be local Angelinos. We walked over to a gift shop made to look like an old-timey gas station and waited while Mike went to find Cassie.


He returned about a minute later with the beautiful blonde hanging off his arm. Both of them smiling like they’d shared a private joke. I had no way of knowing for sure, but I’d swear that they’d just kissed. It seemed that Mike had already gotten started on his real plan for the day: messing around with his crush girl as much as possible.


Cassie was wearing a tight Minnie t-shirt and a matching Minnie ears headband. Her tan shorts weren’t small enough to be scandalous, but on a body like hers, you could cover her completely in heavy tarp and it would still seem racy.


As I said before, I tended to be attracted more to cute geeks like my wife. And certainly, I found something wonderfully alluring about the athletic, tall Allison. But even I could admit that Cassie was straight up stunning. Her perfectly shaped body, heart-shaped face, and golden blonde hair. The glossy pink of her full lips, the prominent curves of her hips and chest — she looked like a real movie star standing there in the fake Hollywood street.




“I’m so glad to see you guys!” Cassie said, giving us hugs hello. Effortlessly cheerful. I almost believed she was happy to see all of us again, although I was pretty sure only one person in particular was important. “It would have sucked to be by myself all day.”


While we had already been at the park for about two hours, Cassie was still waking up and she informed us that coffee was non-negotiable. This time, thank God, Allison relented. So, the five of us went to Starbucks and we finally got our caffeine fix. The line for coffee was worse than any ride we’d seen, but it was worth the effort.


Afterwards, we wandered around the park and watched some shows. We went to a 3-D Muppet movie in a vaguely New York-like theater. Then we saw the Indiana Jones stunt show at an outdoor arena. Finally, we did the sing along for Frozen. I actually enjoyed that one more than I thought I would — it was cute, and the cast members were funny. On the other hand, I could have lived without Allison trying to make me belt out Let it Go.


As we went around the park, Mike and Cassie stayed close together while Allison and Emily chatted. Suddenly, I found myself as the fifth wheel. Honestly, I was fine with it. Any chance to sit back quietly was one I preferred. Still, I did think our distribution was a little odd, despite what Mike had told me earlier. I’d assumed that he and Cassie would at least be discreet. Instead, you’d have thought that they were the married couple.


Finally, right before lunch, we walked up to the one Star Wars ride currently open in the park: Star Tours. Emily knew the ride was going to mess with her motion sickness, but she couldn’t back down. As soon as she saw the massive AT-AT, my adult wife squee-d like a little girl. So, yeah, I guess she was going on that ride.


Afterward however, it was pretty clear she’d paid the price for her fandom. After escaping Hoth and taking on the trench run, my wife looked so nauseous that other families were giving us a wide berth. I put my arm around her shoulders and helped keep her from swerving off the road.


“I don’t know how many more rides I have in me today,” Emily confided in me as we went. “Actually, I don’t think I have any more rides in me today.”


We walked to a nearby outdoor cafe. I sat with Emily under a bright red umbrella while the group got big pretzels and charcuterie. The place also offered beer, and we all indulged. Going back to alcohol after the night before felt both comforting and dangerous. But that didn’t stop us. We sat outside, enduring the hot sun, and ate our meal. Emily’s color slowly returned and that made everything seem so much brighter.


“It’s easy to get fat on these trips,” Mike said between bites.


“Fortunately, all the walking makes up for it,” Allison said.


“We should do Slinky Dog after this,” Cassie said.


Emily looked my way, nervously. She wasn’t getting on that ride again; I knew that for sure. It seemed like my afternoon at the park would be coming to an end shortly.


Allison took out her phone and checked the wait times.


“It’s up to two hours,” she said, “I don’t want to stand in a line that long for something the rest of us already did.”


“Why don’t we just get a FastPass?” Cassie asked.


“Believe me, I tried,” Allison said, “We logged on three months ago and missed out on Slinky. We’re on Tower of Terror later, but that’s all I could score.”


“Let me call my concierge,” Cassie said. She picked up her cell. One quick conversation later, she tucked it back into her purse. “All set,” she announced, “We can go when you’re ready.”


Allison and Mike both stared at the blonde woman like she was floating three feet off the ground. Impressed and slightly frightened. They couldn’t figure out how Cassie had accomplished this amazing feat. In their eyes, she’d transformed from normal woman, to all-powerful being in a blink. To be fair, Mike always kind of looked at Cassie that way, but now Allison was giving the beautiful blonde woman a similar stare.


Emily, however, grabbed my elbow. “I think I’m going to go back to the hotel,” my wife said.


“I’ll come with you,” I said. Sure, we’d all been switching partners, but there was no way I was leaving my wife to loneliness. Besides, it would be fun to have some time just the two of us.


“What? No!” Allison said. I guess she’d overheard us talking.


I did feel bad. Leaving Allison with Mike and Cassie was basically abandoning her for the afternoon. In truth, I didn’t like leaving either woman alone. But given the choice I had to stand by my spouse.


“Come on, the ride isn’t all that,” Allison continued, “Plus, it isn’t every day you meet someone who can pull a FastPass out of her ass.”


“Seriously, I’d have been less shocked if you pulled a watermelon out of there,” Mike said, “I’m so impressed.”


Cassie gave a little curtsey. “Honored to be of service,” she said. Holy fuck the flirting was getting out of hand.


“I’m sorry,” Emily said, “Just thinking about that ride makes my head want roll off.”


“But Paul, can stay, right?” Allison said. She wasn’t even pretending to hide her pleading tone anymore. “You don’t need him if you’re only going to lie around our hotel room.”


Actually, I was pretty sure that having me around would made lying around our hotel room especially fun for my wife. But I decided to keep things clean and so I told the group I didn’t want to leave Emily alone.


“Jack’s back at the hotel right now,” Cassie said, “Em, why don’t you go hang out with him? His kids are gone for the day, so I’m sure he’d love the company.”


Emily’s eyes went wide. My stomach clenched.


“That’s perfect!” Emily said, immediately. “I mean, um, that way Paul can still have fun.”


“Exactly,” Allison said, “That totally works.”


“I’ll text him to let him know you’re coming,” Cassie said.


“You’re sure?” I asked, pulling my wife aside.


“I’ll be good,” Emily said, showing me a smirk, “Mostly. Like we agreed this morning. You have fun with Allison.”


“I’ll take good care of him,” Allison said, pulling me away from Emily. She wrapped her arm tightly around mine. The tall blonde must have been listening in again.


“You’re all set,” Cassie said to Emily, “Jack’s over by the pool already.”


I tried to give my wife a quick clasp goodbye but with Allison holding me on one side and my wife practically squirming away from the other it wasn’t much of a hug. As soon as I let go, Emily scampered off. I stared after her for as long as I could, but she was quickly swallowed up by the crowd.


Meanwhile, Cassie grabbed Mike’s arm and the four of us headed back towards Slinky Dog. Two happy not-couple-couples.


“Thank you for staying with me,” Allison said. She looked pointedly up at her husband. The beautiful blonde Cassie was hanging on to him like she was a koala, and he was a eucalyptus. “I don’t think I could take being by myself with those two.”


I shrugged a reply. It didn’t seem like that big a sacrifice to spend time with the attractive Allison. Especially if my wife was running off to who-knows-what with Jack.


“Emily will be fine,” Allison said, “Trust me. Your wife thinks the world of you.”


Unless she’s distracted by a different heavenly object, I thought to myself. But I didn’t say that. We’d all agreed that this was OK. The boundaries had been set. I just hoped my wife would abide by them.


“Emily, of all people? You can trust her to follow the rules,” Allison said.


“And you?” I asked, “You’ll also follow the rules?”


Allison raised her eyebrow and shot me one of her wicked smiles. “Always,” she said.


We got back to Slinky Dash and, sure enough, we were able to skip right past the line. I felt like some low-key VIP, walking around the crowd while everyone else stood there, stewing in sweat.


We climbed into our cars, Mike and Cassie in front of Allison and me. As soon as they sat down, Mike leaned over and gave Cassie a kiss. Not a small peck on the cheek, but right on the lips. She giggled and smooched him back.


I looked over at Allison. “It’s OK,” she said, resting her hand on my chest. I wasn’t sure if she was talking to me or to herself. But it didn’t matter because she immediately kissed me. Any thoughts I had about how appropriate all this was rapidly scattered from my mind.


“You’re good at that,” Allison said as she pulled back with a wet smack. She touched her finger to her lips. “I remembered that from last night.”


I didn’t know what to say to that, so I kissed her again. We traded little smooches until the ride surged forward.


As we went, I realized that the real point of the day wasn’t to ride Slinky Dog or watch Indiana Jones. That was all an excuse, a distraction, that allowed us to make out with our non-partners as much as possible. It was another game like the one we’d played in the hot tub, where we each tried to test each other’s limits.


After Slinky, we left Toy Story behind and headed back down into the Hollywood area. We took a left turn I hadn’t noticed before, by the far side of the Starbucks, and passed some shops. The tall, ominous hotel I’d been seeing all day, Tower of Terror, loomed ever closer.


I didn’t like drop rides, but I wasn’t going to look like a coward in front of Mike, Cassie, and (especially) Allison. This time, Allison was able to provide the FastPass she’d reserved months earlier, and we raced past the line. Soon we were in the elevator shaft, taking our seats. This one was four across, and I ended up on the end with Allison next to me.


The athletic blonde must have sensed my nervousness because she grabbed my hand, squeezing it.


“This is scary but it’s good,” Allison said.


At first, I wasn’t sure whether she was referring to the ride or what we were doing together as couples. I realized that, honestly, it applied to both.


Allison kept a firm grip on my hand the whole way. By the second drop, though, I was fine. Again, I was caught by the oddness of it all. My wife was… I tried not to think about what Emily was up to. I wondered, though, if she was equally as anxious about Allison and me as I was about her and Jack.


We left the haunted hotel and headed further back in the park, onto the Rock and Roller Coaster. We didn’t have a way to skip that line, so we joined the rest of the peons in waiting. The sign said it would be 40 minutes, but after all that line-skipping that felt more like 40 years.


Our time together had only brought Mike and Cassie closer. The two of them had gotten ahead of us and were further up the line, making out so overtly, it seemed they’d forgotten about us entirely. They spent the wait like horny teenagers, touching and teasing each other (within reason, of course).


Allison, however, stared off to the horizon. Her eyes empty.


“OK?” I asked.


“Why wouldn’t I be?” Allison asked.


I gave her a wounded look.


“It would help if you would talk to me,” Allison said, “More than two words at a time. I’ve seen you do it. I know you can.”


“You seem upset,” I said, keeping my accent as neutral as possible.


“Oh please, like you’re not thinking about what Emily is up to right now,” Allison said.


I conceded that I was.


“Sorry, I shouldn’t have snapped at you,” Allison said, “Look, I told Mike it was OK. Hell, I practically encouraged him to go after Cassie. I mean, I get it. But agreeing to let him fool around with another woman and watching it happen are two different things.”


“I know.”


“I like you, Paul,” Allison said. She turned my way and grabbed my hands. “I have since we met. Don’t misunderstand, I’m glad we have this time together. Mike thinks he’s getting away with something and I’m happy to let him so long as things stay like this. But I’m getting something too. You’re so smart and sweet and sexy.”


Sexy?


Allison looked down at her shoes. “So that’s something good, right?”


I didn’t know how to respond. Was I supposed to confess now that I, too, had been harboring a crush on my wife’s best friend? Was that even an appropriate thing to admit?


I noticed Allison was still watching me, subtly licking her lower lip. I wasn’t used to the usually confident, outgoing woman looking so nervous.


Without warning, Allison leaned down and kissed me. Not the quick kisses like before. The tiny pecks that could be explained away. This was passionate. Powerful. I felt drawn in by the softness of her lips. The warmth of her breath and body. It was different to have to lean upwards to kiss like that — Allison had nearly four inches on me — but not in a bad way. Kind of neat, actually.


A moment later, Allison stepped back. The look on her face was thrilled but guilty. There was no explaining away that kind of a kiss. We stared at each other silently, like goofy teens.


“Say something, Paul,” Allison said, “Seriously.”


“That was nice,” I said, “Though it could have been longer.”


Allison mimed being mad at me, but her cocky smirk snuck through.


The line started to move and soon we were on the ride. It was the fastest, most aggressive thing I’d been on all day. And yet, considering everything else that was going on around me, it felt rather tame.


*


“I think we should head back to the hotel,” Mike said, as the four of us walked up the street to the center of the park. He and Cassie continued to hold hands. Allison must have noticed because she reached down and grabbed mine.


“I suppose,” Cassie said, wistfully, “There isn’t anything more we can do at the park?”


I noticed Mike’s wince before he could hide it. I hoped I wasn’t nearly so obvious. I’d spent most of the afternoon torn between excitement over what was happening with me and Allison and obsessing over what might be going on with Jack and my own wife. Now that Mike made going back to the hotel an option, I realized I very much wanted to check in on Emily.


“Unless you want to meet Doc McStuffins, there’s not much else to do,” Mike said.


“They’re building a bunch of new rides,” Allison said, “But right now it’s kind of empty.”


We came back to the area in front of Grauman’s Chinese Theater. As if it had been placed there to reinforce Allison’s words, a sign hung on the building advertising a new Mickey and Minnie ride coming in the near future.


“I suppose I could find a way to enjoy some more pool time,” Allison said, giving me a little wink. I knew she was thinking of our drinking game from the night before; all the things we almost did before we got distracted.


Could we have found something else to do and spent more time at Hollywood Studios? Probably. But when you think of all the things that we could accomplish elsewhere, I know why we decided to call it a day.


I texted Emily, “Heading to the hotel.”


“Good,” she wrote back, almost immediately. “Miss you.”


Those two little words, sent back so quickly, made me feel infinitely better about everything.


When we got on the bus to the Poly, surprisingly, we actually split off to our seats in a way that made sense. Allison grabbed Mike’s arm and pulled him to the rear of the bus, leaving me to sit closer to the front with Cassie.


As they passed us, I heard Allison ask her husband, “You having fun?”


I realized that they were debriefing about everything that had happened. That was probably a good practice. I planned to do the same with Emily when we got back. It was one thing to agree to do stuff beforehand, but once things happened, a little check-in couldn’t hurt. I wasn’t an expert on these things, far from it, but it seemed like the only safe path forward for our marriage was one without any secrets.


Since she was sitting with me, I guess Cassie decided we should try to talk, too. “You having fun, Paul?” she asked, parroting Allison, as the bus rumbled down the road. A jangly ukulele solo played quietly in the background.


At first, I thought that the blonde woman was teasing me for not talking. You know, like most people. But Cassie was smiling so hard, it hurt my face. I could tell by the crinkles in her eyes that it was genuine. The beautiful woman truly seemed to be permanently friendly. I imagined it would get old after a while, but in the moment, it felt nice to have her shining down on me. Plus, I thought, afterwards, we could grind her up and cure clinical depression.


I nodded my head. “Disney is nice.”


“I meant with Allison,” Cassie said, “I bet Jack and Emily are having a good time. Your wife is so sweet and super cute. Jack’s into her, I can tell. I don’t mean that in a mean way. Just that you should know. My husband has a way about him.”


I’d already figured that part out. I could tell that Cassie was trying to reassure me, so I let it go. In a strange way, Cassie seemed legitimately happy for Emily and me. Like we’d gotten a new puppy or something.


“I can tell you’re nervous,” Cassie said, “Don’t be. Jack will take super good care of Emily. And I can tell Allison really likes you. It kind of works out perfect, if you think about it. But only if you let yourself relax and enjoy it.”


“You’re right,” I said, meaning it. “Thank you for saying all that. I appreciate it.”


Cassie’s face broke into a wide smile. “I made him say a whole sentence!” she shouted. Allison cheered from the back of the bus. The two women whooped the whole way home like they’d won the Super Bowl.


*


As soon as we got back to the hotel, I realized we were in trouble.


The first raindrop hit my cheek as I got off the bus. Another came soon after. Suddenly, we were caught in a torrential downpour, sprinting to the lobby, desperate to escape as water cascaded down on us like we’d stepped under Niagara Falls.


Fortunately, it wasn’t far. The lobby doors slid behind us, leaving the storm safely outside. The place was filling with people like us from all sides, racing to escape the rain. Like the reverse of a crowd fleeing a sinking ship.


The four of us huddled in a corner of the lobby by a set of small rattan seats, dripping and shivering. The icy cold air conditioning felt particularly insulting now.


“Florida being Florida,” Allison said with a shrug, “It’ll stop in a sec and be back to sunny like nothing happened.”


I texted Emily again to see if she’d gotten caught in the sudden storm, but I didn’t hear back. The worry began to gnaw at my mind once again. I found myself cycling through a bunch of scenarios, but I pushed them back. Whatever was happening, I was sure Emily was fine. Just hopefully not too fine.


Mike, Allison, and Cassie all dripped next to me. We stood there in the lobby like vagrants, our clothes soaked and heavy, unsure of what to do. Despite Allison’s prediction, the weather outside wasn’t slowing at all.


“We might need to rethink our pool plans,” Cassie said.


“We were going to get dinner at Disney Springs tonight,” Mike said.


“I don’t want to go out in this,” Allison said.


“We can figure it out, maybe eat something here instead,” Mike said, “There’s always Kona Cafe. Or take the monorail to another resort maybe?”


My pocket vibrated and I saw I had a two-word text from my wife. “With Jack.”


“That’s perfect,” Cassie exclaimed when I showed the group.


Personally, I was less sure of how flawless it was. I’d been so amped up for an answer to my text, but when I finally got one, it only made me feel worse. My imagination was running wild with what my wife might have meant by the word ‘with.’


“We should head back to our place and meet up with them,” Cassie said, “It’s not that far.”


We all agreed. At that point I would have consented to walk back to Pennsylvania in a blizzard for a meetup with Emily. I told myself I trusted her. I did. But that couldn’t slow my creeping concern.


Mike pulled his backpack off his shoulders and dug in, finding four plastic ponchos. It kind of felt like putting on a condom after we’d already had sex, but I guess it was better not to get wetter than we already were.




We pulled the thin, sleeveless bags over our heads, then ventured outside. The rain pelted us as Cassie led us down the paved, puddled pathways. We headed towards another section of the resort I hadn’t seen before, closer to the lake. Near the shore were a few long, wooden docks that lead out to large, private cabins set over the water. The beautiful blonde walked right up to one and used her Magic Band to open the door. It clicked open, happily.


Inside, it looked more like an opulent vacation home than someone’s hotel room. We walked down a long hallway, leading to an open living room with a dining table, a couch, chairs, and a triangular coffee table. Next to it was a full open kitchen with modern appliances. Through the expansive windows, I could see a wraparound deck with its own sitting space and pool. Beyond that was the blue water of the lake, leading right up to the Magic Kingdom.


“We’re here!” Cassie cried out as we entered. “Time to put your clothes back on!”


I knew Cassie was kidding. But then my wife came out into the living room wearing nothing except a white, Mickey-themed bathrobe. My eyes must have popped straight out of my head because Emily immediately raced forward.


“We got caught in the rain,” she said, “All my clothes were soaked.” My wife looked remarkably sexy with her wet, dark hair hanging loose past her shoulders. The little bathrobe barely covered her thin, pink thighs. It had me feeling both excited and nervous all at the same time.


Jack came out a moment later. The handsome, silver-haired man was wearing a fancy Hawaiian shirt and a pair of khaki shorts. His bronze skin looked particularly dark in comparison to his bright clothes. His ice blue eyes sparkled, like he was laughing at a private joke. I couldn’t help but notice that he’d seemed to have come from the same room as my wife had.


He gave us all a warm welcome, went to the kitchen, and started making tea. The idea of a hot drink did seem perfect at that point.


“Honey, can Emily borrow something from you?” Jack asked Cassie as he filled the kettle.


“Of course!” Cassie said, “I’m not sure what’ll fit, I’m not as petite as you, but anything you find is fine by me.”


Allison must have sensed my discomfort with the whole scene because she immediately spoke up. “We can go back to our room and get our stuff,” she said.


“Don’t be silly,” Cassie said, “It’s awful out there. You can stay here for as long as you like.”


“That’s a nice thought, but I want to get into dry clothes, too,” Allison said. I could have kissed her (actually, I already had). “And we don’t want to interrupt your family time.”


“The kids went out clubbing for the evening,” Jack said, “I doubt a little rain will stop them. Tell you what, why don’t you go to your room and get changed. We got a bunch of groceries delivered a few days ago. Come on back and I’ll make you all dinner here.”


“Jack’s an amazing cook,” Cassie said.


As much as I wanted to argue it, I knew there was no way we could turn them down; Jack had trapped us with hospitality. Insidious in its own welcoming way. So, we all tromped out of the cabin, promising to be back within the hour.


I guess my wife could sense how I was feeling, because as soon as we got outside, Emily grabbed my arm, and pulled me close. Mike and Allison walked on ahead. The rain had slowed, but only from torrential to tolerable, and it didn’t show any signs of stopping anytime soon.


I tried to search Emily’s bright green eyes as we walked, but she wouldn’t meet my gaze. Yet despite her obvious nervousness, I could see tell she was practically thrumming with excitement about what had happened.


“I kissed Jack,” Emily confessed to her feet, “Or he kissed me. Or. I’m not sure. It was kinda crazy in the moment. We’d been at the pool, just talking and stuff. Then, when it started to rain, we ran back to his place. When we got there, he grabbed my shoulders. Put his hand on my cheek. And we. You know. Not a peck. Kiss kissed.”


“OK,” I said. Honestly, in some ways I was relieved. If that was the worst of it, there wasn’t much I could say. I thought back to Allison and I. We’d spent all afternoon making out on the rides. Could I truly argue that Emily had done anything different?


“How was it?” I asked.


“Fine,” Emily said, “Nothing special.” She took a deep breath. “OK, it was awesome. He’s a really good kisser. I kinda got swept up in it. I’m sorry. Are you OK? Are we OK?”


“You kissed him,” I said, “And liked it”.


“Yes,” Emily said, without a hint of shame.


“Tongue?”


“Maybe a little?” Emily said. The way she said it made me think she meant ‘definitely a lot.’ “But he was a total gentleman.”


A total gentleman who’d made out with my wife in his living room. Sure.


“It was only for a bit,” Emily continued, “He didn’t like, touch me or anything. Well, he had his hands on my shoulders. And my butt a little. It didn’t go farther than that. Then I told him I wanted to get changed. He showed me the bathrobes and left me alone to get dressed.”


“OK,” I said.


We got to our longhouse and headed inside. Our room was on the second floor, so Mike and Allison went to take the stairs up. Soon, we would all be together in that tiny room and our privacy would end. So, Emily and I decided to wait for the elevator rather than follow our friends, grabbing at whatever little moments we could to continue our conversation alone.


“What about you guys?” Emily asked, “Did you do anything, um, interesting?”


“Allison kissed me,” I said.


I thought my wife would be upset, but instead she smiled, widely. “That’s great!”


“A few times. We kissed.”


“Tongue?” Emily asked, playfully repeating my question.


“No.”


“Still, that’s awesome,” Emily said, “Truly. I’m completely super happy you two had fun, too. Really great.”


When we got to our room, Allison and Mike were already in the first bathroom, stripping off their wet clothes.


“Bathroom number 2 is the one closest to the door, perv,” Mike called to us. I heard Allison cackle behind him.


Emily and I grabbed dry clothes from our suitcase, then went into the free bathroom and got changed, ourselves. Dry clothes had never felt so wonderful. When we came back out, we found Mike lying on the bed, watching ESPN again. He was wearing a fresh t-shirt and shorts. I was dressed similarly, but I’d opted for long pants in the drippy weather.


Emily got onto our bed and broke out a book. She’d changed into a cute, green t-shirt and a pair of denim shorts. Her hair was back up in its usual tight, twisted bun. I lay down next to her. She fixed her glasses before kissing me on the cheek.


“Thank you,” she said, “For everything.”


I doubted she was grateful that I’d kissed her best friend, but I got the gist of it. I told myself that I was being a good husband. Trusting and open.


It still felt odd, though. Those same lips had been pressed to Jack’s not long ago. Some part of me felt like I could almost smell him on her.


Like the acrid smoke of a forest fire, far distant.


*


By the time we headed out of our hotel room, the rain had slowed down to a drizzle. But the day was nasty enough to make me glad we weren’t going far. Cassie’s cabin looked warm and inviting against the dark, damp sky.


Jack welcomed us at the door, looking like the archetypal home chef with a striped apron over his outfit and a spatula in one hand. I half expected him to be wearing a toque.


We found Cassie inside, lounging on the couch with a glass of wine. The beautiful blonde had changed into a light blue blouse and a navy skirt. I suddenly felt underdressed.


“Make yourselves comfortable,” Jack said, walking back to the kitchen area. “This setup isn’t great, but I can do OK with it.”


“He’s being modest,” Cassie said, “I swear, the way Jack feeds me, it’s a miracle I don’t weigh 300 pounds.”


“Now, who’s the one who’s exaggerating,” Jack said, gesturing with his spatula.


It was strange to see the two of them acting domestic. It shouldn’t have been — they were a married couple just like anyone else. But my brain couldn’t square the stories I’d heard with the people I was now seeing. It was nice, in a way, to discover that their relationship worked the same as ours did.


We offered to help Jack cook, but he wouldn’t have it, so we all settled into the sitting area. Cassie poured us wine, and we chatted aimlessly while her husband worked in the kitchen.


“So, what are your plans for tonight?” Cassie asked.


“I think they’ve been washed out,” Mike said.


“Oh good!” Cassie said, then realized that maybe she shouldn’t act so happy that our day was ruined. “I mean, I’m looking forward to us having time to hang out.”


“Sure,” Allison said, sharing one of her now-expected looks of annoyance with me.


Jack’s dinner was exquisite, I can’t argue that. Emily, of course, was especially enamored. But we all agreed that it was damn good. Especially considering it came from a hotel room kitchen using delivered groceries.


After the meal, Cassie cracked open another bottle of wine, Jack undid his apron, and we all gathered together in the living room, post-meal happy. Despite the fact that there was plenty of furniture, we all ended up sitting in a circle on the floor. For the moment, we paired with our respective partners. The three couples sat around the coffee table like this was going to be a normal evening.


“So, what’s the plan?” Mike asked. He’d spent all night with a strange little smile on his face, like a kid who’d figured out there was ice cream in the house.


“We should totally pick up where we left off last night,” Cassie said.


Allison looked demurely at the floor. “I think one boob was enough.”


“That’s not what Paul was thinking,” Mike said, and he gave me a convivial wink.


“Wait, what did I miss?” Cassie asked, her light blue eyes alight.


“Paul caught Allison naked in the shower this morning,” Emily said.


“By accident,” I said.


“Sure, it was,” Mike said. He was still smiling.


“Naked naked?” Cassie asked, “Like, full naked?”


“Complete, totally, all of it naked,” Allison said. She shook her head ruefully, but I could tell she was playing along.


“That’s awesome!” Cassie said. She reached over the coffee table for a high five. I slapped her hand, reluctantly. “Come on, tell me that wasn’t amazing.”


I looked at Emily, then Allison. I got the feeling that there was no answer I could give that wouldn’t get me in trouble.


“Well, all right,” Cassie said, clapping her hands, “We need to even things up.”


“That’s what I’ve been saying all day,” Mike said.


“So, what, we just get naked?” Allison asked.


“Of course not,” Cassie said, “That would be weird.” As if everything we’d been doing the past two days had been totally normal. Sure.


“Well, I still think we need to do something,” Mike said.


“Definitely,” Emily agreed. I looked over at her, continually surprised at how interested she was in all of this. My wife was a woman who insisted on switching off the lights before sex. Now, out of nowhere, she was craving the spotlight.


“We’ll play a game,” Cassie said, then quickly followed that up with, “Something different than last night.”


“I have a deck of cards,” Mike said. He reached into his backpack and, sure enough, he had a pack. “I always carry them around in case people want to play.”


There was something very ‘Mike’ about that. Outwardly social and yet also quite nerdy.


“What should we play?” Allison asked. I quickly realized that everyone was in on this.


“Spades, poker, rummy…” Mike started ticking off games.


“Not like that silly,” Cassie said, taking the deck from him and shuffling it. Her long fingers plied the cards with a practiced ease. “Here’s what we’ll do. I’ll deal out the whole deck, across the six of us. We’ll take turns playing cards. Kinda like UNO, you can either match the suit or the face. So, a King can go on a King or a Heart can go on a Heart.”


“What if we can’t match the card?” Emily asked.


Cassie’s smile went a mile wide. “Then you have to do a punishment,” she said, “If it’s a black number card, you lose a piece of clothes from the waist down. Red number, from the waist up. If it’s a Jack, Queen, or King, the rest of the group agrees on something you have to do with your partner.”


“So more than naked,” Allison said.


“Just little stuff to keep things interesting,” Cassie said, “Nothing crazy. A bit of friendly fun.”


“Wait, what about an Ace?” Mike asked.


“That’s the funnest part,” Cassie said. I could almost see the gears turning behind her eyes. “When someone misses the Ace, we move one space over. So, like, if Emily can’t play an Ace, she would go to Jack, I would go to you, Mike, and Allison would move to Paul. Then we toss in all our cards and reshuffle the deck. Starting the game anew.”


If Cassie had come up with this on the spot, I would have been pretty impressed. But I had the feeling this was something she’d done before. Maybe many times. If the goal was to get a little flirty — and apparently it was — this was a well-designed way to do it.


“How, um, far do we go?” Emily asked, “Like, when does the game end?”


“Whenever we get tired or bored of it,” Cassie said, “Or we’re ready to move onto something else.”


Those last two words were so loaded, they’d have been arrested for public intoxication. I felt the room grow heavy as everyone realized what we were committing to.


Emily glanced my way, her eyes a question. I knew I needed to reassure her. And yet, I felt my focus wander over to Allison. The athletic blonde leaned back, confident. I got a flash of that morning; her amazing, naked body was burned into my brain.


I turned back to my wife. “Sounds fun,” I said. Emily visibly relaxed. I’d given her the go ahead.


“Of course you like it, there’s no talking,” Mike said.


I felt my face flush as the room laughed. But Allison gave her husband a shove. Just rough enough. I smiled at her in thanks, and she nodded back. Nice to have someone in my corner. Especially someone as strong and attractive as Allison.


Cassie dealt out all the cards, including the jokers to make the math work out evenly (Cassie explained they would work as wilds, so anything could pair with them). Moving clockwise, we began laying down our cards. The early going was easy, since we all had one sixth of the deck at our disposal. But as the cards dwindled, the tension mounted. And the action kicked in.


Allison was the first to lose something. The athletic blonde was wearing her usual uniform of mesh shorts and a tank top — not all that much to give away. In truth though, none of us were wearing layers. It was summer in Orlando, and we’d dressed light, despite the rainstorm.


Fortunately for Allison, it was a black 7 so she simply took off a sock. It was such a simple act, seeing a bare foot, yet I think everyone tightened as we realizing what was happening. We were really doing this. We’d be seeing something more exciting than toes soon enough.


I was the next to miss a card, and with a Queen face up, that meant I had to do a punishment. The group agreed I should kiss my wife. I leaned over and planted one on her cheek. The room “aww-ed” appropriately.


We had our first big reveal soon after. Cassie needed either a heart or a seven and she had neither, so she was in for it. Honestly, it seemed appropriate that she was the first to fall; it was her game after all


Smirking, the beautiful blonde reached up to unclasp one of her diamond stud earrings, and the room groaned. Cassie giggled and went for her shirt, instead. She deftly undid the buttons of her blouse, then tossed it aside.


Cassie had on a black lacy bra that did more than enough to cover what it should, but also teased at plenty more. She was clearly the largest chested woman in the room, but she wasn’t overly top heavy. I’d guess a C-cup if I had to. The fact that she was so trim, perfectly curvy, made her breasts seem quite large in comparison.


Mike, already poor at making eye contact with his crush girl, now openly stared at her chest. Cassie gave a little shake his way, smiling broadly. We all laughed, but I could feel the tension of the room ramp up once again. Emily and Allison both looked particularly anxious.


With so few cards left, every play carried plenty of possibilities. Allison was the next to have to remove a piece of clothing and she, too, lost her top.


The athletic blonde ripped off her tank in one smooth motion, then shook her blonde hair back into place. Allison had on a tight, purple sports bra that kept her assets well contained. But I could see the little nubs of her erect nipples pushing through.


“Don’t get so excited, Paul, you’ve already seen so much more,” Mike said.


I didn’t realize I’d been staring. “Sorry,” I said.


“Please don’t be,” Allison said. She held her arms in front of her chest as if her bra wasn’t already keeping her covered.


Honestly, I was almost more fascinated by Allison’s taut tummy. She’d been out of organized sports for nearly ten years now, but she still had a defined stomach with a hint of a six-pack. It was awesome.


Cassie was impressed, as well. “Nice bod,” she said, staring down at her own tummy in dismay. The beautiful blonde wasn’t overweight in any way, but I could tell she was judging herself. It was strange to see Cassie, usually so confident in her looks, being in doubt. That vulnerability, I have to admit, it made me like her more. Like maybe she was a human being after all.


It quickly became clear that the room was out of hearts. Mike took off his t-shirt, revealing his pale, thin frame. I was next and showed, well, the opposite.


I braced myself for the barrage of ‘sweater’ jokes about my hairy chest, but instead all three girls gave me a chorus of wolf whistles and cheers.


“Nice,” Allison said.


“Very masculine,” Cassie said


Emily grinned my way. I think she was enjoying the compliments as much as I was. Then she saw she was next and immediately shrank back.


“If none of us can match we’ll end the round,” Cassie announced.


Emily looked relieved before she realized she wasn’t off the hook. The round couldn’t end until she went. I gave her what I hoped was an encouraging look. But my wife seemed to only be staring Jack’s way.


He grinned at her, kindly. “I’ve been looking forward to this all night,” he said.


Emily sucked in a deep breath. She took off her t-shirt, then tucked her brown hair back into its bun, nervously. She was wearing a cute, pink bra. My wife was small-chested — though bustier than Allison — and her underwear did a good job of pushing her breasts forward. The bra was only half-cups, as well, and the tops of her pink nipples were exposed to the room. It was pretty obvious that she was plenty aroused.


We all clapped, and Emily proudly thrust her chest forward. Jack gave her a thumbs up.


“Nice,” he said.


“Very nice,” Mike said.


All of us were now shirtless except Jack, who quickly took off his Hawaiian shirt. He had on a white wife-beater underneath that, covering tan skin and silvery chest hair. He looked to be in remarkably good shape, nearly as defined as Allison. His only concession to age was a bit of softness to his stomach.


Cassie gathered up the cards and shuffled again. All things considered, we’d had a surprisingly soft first go, only losing a few pieces of clothing with the one punishment and none of the all-important aces.


The next round also went fairly easily. Jack had to kiss Cassie and Allison kissed Mike. I got another chance with Emily and this time gave her a warm smooch on the lips. In that way, it was almost like we were back to playing the game in the hot tub from the night before. Except now clothes were coming off.


Still, things stayed mostly safe. We had a bad run on spades at the end, to the point where everyone was barefoot. The only major reveal was when Jack lost his undershirt, showing off his well-defined pecs. I caught Emily staring but I couldn’t complain. My own eyes were no better behaved with Allison and Cassie, and neither woman was even bare chested yet.




But that wasn’t far away at all. Everything to this point felt dangerous, risky. But compared to what came next, it’s clear that we’d been playing it safe.


It helped that Allison basically got the hand of death to start the next round. She was blanked on her very first play and had to lose the last of her top. She lifted her sports bra up from the bottom, and her pale, round breasts bounced out. Allison rushed to cover her chest with her arms, as if we hadn’t already gotten an eyeful.


“There’s, like, nothing to see,’ she said, blushing. Again, I was used to Allison being so confident. Not in the same way that Cassie was, but still.


“If there’s nothing to see, then show us,” Cassie said, smiling warmly. Such a sweet instigator.


Allison took a deep breath and dropped her arms. The athletic blonde’s breasts were little and round, and her broad frame made them seem even smaller. Her nipples were also tiny, pink, and very stiff. They stuck out like eraser nubs.


“My breasts are like, my worst feature,” Allison said.


“Then the rest of you must be really amazing,” Jack said.


Allison smiled, despite herself. She shook her head, like trying to jolt her mind back to its normal setting. But she left her arms at her sides.


The rest of us were able to play through the round, but the card stayed red, and Allison was, again, unable to match it.


“I’m out,” she said, “My hand sucks.”


I almost laughed as I realized it: Allison wasn’t all that upset about exposing herself. It was the act of losing, itself, that was driving her crazy.


“That means it’s down to dares,” Cassie said, casually, “I think you should have to kiss… Paul.” The beautiful blonde said it like she’d had to think about it. But despite Cassie’s movie star looks, she was a terrible actress.


“I thought we were just doing partner stuff,” Emily said, “For now.”


I wondered if she’d have protested the same way if it was her and Jack that were being paired. But I decided to be more charitable. My wife was standing up for me, for us, in her own way. I shouldn’t be complaining about that, considering.


“This isn’t the cards,” Cassie said, “It’s a dare, so the rules don’t apply.”


If we’d all disagreed, it would have ended things right there. But that was the thing — the big secret — we could pretend that we were tricked into this, forced. But the truth was, we all wanted what was happening.


Allison crawled over to me. Her little tits hung lovely as she went. She pressed her lips to mine. We were way past a peck on the cheek. This was a real kiss. My dick shot from somewhat stiff to incredibly erect.


Allison broke our connection. She gave me a smug grin, then sat down next to her husband. He gave her an evaluating look and she shot it right back to him.


Mike, though, had a move of his own. His next turn he switched the color of the pile to black. Now all of us were on the hot seat, and we started to catch up to Allison’s state of undress.


My erection was a foregone conclusion at that point, but everyone got to see for sure because I had to take off my pants. I was tenting my navy boxers something terrible, but the only reactions I got were a cute wink from Cassie and a thumbs up from Allison. My own wife flushed but smiled.


Despite being down to my underwear, I didn’t feel all that nervous. Not with everything else going on around me. Especially after Emily went next and also lost her shorts. She had on a pair of green, bikini cut panties. They made her tight little backside look good, in particular. And don’t think anyone missed the small wet spot near the front, either.


It quickly became clear that we’d all run out of black cards. Jack took off his jeans, revealing a pair of purple briefs (tighty purplies? I don’t know). They didn’t do anything to hide that he was feeling plenty aroused, that was for sure.


Cassie’s blue skirt came off next. Her lacy black panties matched her bra. They were too dark to see any wet spots, but I had to assume one was there.


Cassie looked like a Victoria’s Secret model, recumbent in her underwear. Tan skin and perfect body on display, incongruent in the casual living room. I remembered an 80s movie I’d seen once about two horny high schoolers making a magical woman using an image from a magazine, and I had to admit it kind of looked like we’d done the same.


Mike, too, lost his shorts, revealing a pair of white boxer briefs. Like the other boys, he was pointing prominently. He sat back down, looking anxiously at Cassie, Emily, and his own wife. Like he didn’t exactly know what to do with himself. Everything kept amplifying — the nerves and the nudity. But no one seemed ready to quiet things down.


Now it was Allison’s turn. She looked at her cards like a kid with a twenty-dollar bill at a candy shop, surveying all the options that could easily be hers. You didn’t need to be Daniel Negreanu to read what had happened — she’d been dealt a completely homogenous hand. She could play a black card, easily. But which one?


The athletic blonde slowly weighed her options. I could see the gears turning in her mind. Finally, without a hint of her earlier nerves, she played the ace of spades. The air rushed out of the room so fast, it’s a miracle we didn’t suffocate.


Cassie clapped her hands excitedly. “OK!” she said, “Let’s do this thing! Girls go one over. I’ll reshuffle and deal.”


The women all dutifully moved over one spot. My wife went next to Jack. He lifted his arm, welcoming, and Emily snuggled into his side. Cassie traipsed over to Mike and flopped down, giving him a little kiss on the cheek.


Finally, Allison crawled over to me. The whole way over, she kept her eyes focused on mine, hungrily, like a jungle cat stalking her prey. Her little tits wobbled slightly as she went. She sat down next to me, then pulled me close, mirroring Emily and Jack.


As if I wasn’t already aware of what was happening, the reality of it dawned. We were all in our underwear, sitting next to someone who was not our spouse. Heck, the boys were all down to only our bottoms.


Emily and I had agreed that we were willing to be open. I knew that Allison and Mike had made a similar settlement. But there had been implied limits. Assumed rules. With all of us sitting nearly naked next to someone other than our partners, it was clear that not only had we already crossed those lines, but we were about to go far, far further.


“I think this should be the last round,” Emily said suddenly.


I looked over at my wife and she gave me a shy smile. She was cuddling so close to Jack, yet at the same time it felt like she’d never been more with me. It made me look at all this from a new angle.


To that point, I felt like Emily was the one pushing us forward. That I was the reluctant participant, hanging on while my wife went wild. Sure, I could concede that we were all enjoying the ride, but in my mind, Emily was driving. Now I wondered if my perspective was off. Was I similarly guilty of indiscretion? Were both of us steering our marriage closer to the cliff?


“I agree,” I said, “Last round.”


One of the benefits of speaking so infrequently was, my words tended to carry a lot more weight. When Emily had made her announcement, I felt the group about to argue. When I took her side, immediately we were all aligned.


“That’s good,” Cassie said, quickly recovering, “Save some for later.”


“I’m sure there will still be plenty of excitement,” Allison said, smiling at me wickedly.


We all nodded. In some ways, while capping the action, Emily had also encouraged it. With no more to come, we all knew it was now or never. Or at least, now or not till later.


After Cassie dealt the cards, Allison flashed me her hand. I didn’t catch much, but I saw a few faces in there plus one of the jokers. What was the athletic blonde trying to tell me? That she was going to play for punishments? I should have been anxious, but all the blood had gone to my dick and so all I could feel was anticipation.


Emily was the first to miss. Allison had played a red ten and I’d dropped a red card on top. My wife, in the flow of the game, reached for a card from her hand. Then she stopped herself. She reached back to undo her little pink bra, instead. For a moment, I wondered if she’d intentionally kept a playable card. But I couldn’t imagine her doing something like that.


My wife’s perky tits popped out. Emily’s breasts were on the smaller side, but they fit her frame flawlessly. Even better, they were as near to ideal in shape and fullness as any I’d ever seen — slightly upturned with coral nipples that flushed almost red when she was excited. As you might expect with everything going on, they were completely crimson and quite puffy.


“Wow,” Cassie said, unable to contain herself.


“Nice tits,” Mike said, equally enamored.


Emily giggled shyly. Jack gave her a little grin and I swear my wife almost swooned.


“They do look practically perfect,” Jack said. I noticed the later we played, the more his drawl came out. He sounded like an old cowboy now, evaluating a million-dollar herd.


And now it was his turn. Jack, too, eyed the red ten with a calculated eye. But after some deep thought, he played another red card — appropriately, a Jack. Cassie, next to play, stared down at the card like it was daring her. No doubt, in some ways, it was.


There are only 12 face cards in a deck, and we’d already seen a few of them. Plus, I knew Allison held a bunch more. At a certain point, as I’d learned from the previous rounds, we simply got locked in a spot. Or, as I started to wonder, maybe people decided to stop playing cards. Regardless of the reason, it seemed we’d reached that point.


Cassie put her cards down and turned to Mike. “Kiss?” she asked, and he nodded. He licked his lips in a way that made it clear that his mouth had gone dry.


The beautiful blonde leaned in and pressed her lips to his. She rested her hand on his cheek. Eyes closed. There had been a lot of making out so far at these things, but it had never looked exactly like this. Even when the two of them had been playing around at the park.


This was beyond affectionate. It was sensual. Desirous. Hungry and yet also quite affectionate. Not love, but… Not not love either. Little groans and loud wet smacks. Nearly naked bodies pressed closely together.


The both of them separated, but they kept staring at each other. Eyes searching. Still touching like they might go back in for another round. As if they wanted to, desperately. I had the sense that, if Mike and Cassie been alone, they might have moved so much further.


We had to remind Mike it was his turn. He didn’t even look at the cards.


“Kiss?” he asked, matching Cassie’s earlier request. She nodded.


I think all of us, including Cassie, assumed the couple would return to the activity they’d enjoyed so much. Mike had other ideas. Looking back, I have to say I’m impressed by his audacity. I mean, this was his chance. Why not go for it all?


Cassie leaned forward to kiss Mike on the lips. He leaned lower. Before anyone could react, Mike pressed his mouth onto Cassie’s breast.


“Oh!” Cassie said. You know you’ve done something when even she was taken aback.


The kiss was over the black lace of Cassie’s bra, but it was still shocking. None of us had even touched below the neck to this point, and now Mike was suckling on the beautiful woman’s tit. Cassie let her hand slide behind his head. Fingers running through his thin, blond hair. She let out a little moan.


It was only a moment, but it didn’t matter. Mike pulled back and the room went silent.


“Wow,” Allison said. I couldn’t tell if she was angry, upset, jealous, or what. Maybe all of it and more.


If Mike noticed his wife’s reaction, he didn’t show. He was grinning like a cat with a canary. The man with a boyish grin had gotten to mouth his dream girl’s boob. I mean, honestly, could you blame him for feeling blissful?


“My turn,” Allison said, decisively.


Like I said, we tended to get stuck in a spot and we’d been locked into the red face cards for a while. However, having seen Allison’s hand, I knew that she was about to put a stop to it. At the very least, she was going to play a card to me, giving me a tough choice. I was already weighing my options when Allison put her cards on the floor. She laid them down carefully, as if they might explode.


“I’ve got nothing,” she said.


I was too thrown off to register it. I certainly missed what she said next, though I suppose it was another kiss. Of a sort.


In one smooth motion, Allison dropped her head down to my lap. She opened her mouth wide and engulfed my cock. She didn’t just kiss the tip or whatever, she full-on engulfed me as deep as she could go.


“Whoa!” Cassie cried out.


“Holy fuck!” I shouted, accent on full.


I felt the warm wetness of Allison’s mouth surround my dick through my boxer shorts. I didn’t think I could get any harder, but I sure did. Allison’s tongue pressed into the bottom of my shaft. She made a little humming noise. I swear I felt the room start to tilt, like we were on a ride at the parks.


Allison pulled off my cock and wiped her mouth with her forearm. “Very nice,” she said. She smirked at the rest of the room.


I was too shocked to reply. My dick did its best to fly out of my boxers while my eyes tried to pop off my face. The only part of me that wasn’t ready to explode was my stomach, which was knotting itself something awful and sinking deeper.


I looked around the room, afraid of what I’d see. But Cassie was clapping, and Mike was smiling, shaking his head ruefully at his wife, as if she’d played an awesome prank. Jack gave me a simple guy nod and it felt like getting the highest honor he could bestow. And my own wife, Emily, was eyeing me, appreciatively.


Nice, she mouthed at me. I was too shocked by it all to fully think about what her approval might mean.


“Your turn, Paul!” Cassie said.


I looked down at my cards, realized that I hadn’t seen them at all, then looked again. My brain was mush. Besides, was I actually going to play something at this point?


“No more kissing,” I said, firmly.


“It has gotten a little out of hand,” Cassie said.


“Yes,” I agreed, “Hand.”


I reached over to Allison. Her brown eyes widened as I drew closer. I cupped her bare breasts in my palms. She let out a soft sigh, settling into my grip. I ran my thumbs over her little pink nubs. The athletic blonde bit her lower lip.


“Very nice,” I said, knowing that she was self-conscious.


Allison responded, breathily. “If I’d known that the way to make you talk was to take my tits out…”


“Shhh,” I said, still weighing her boobs in my hands.


They were warm and soft. Little fleshy swells of happiness. Like Allison, herself, her breasts were the kind you didn’t notice at first. But once you did, you realized you were experiencing something truly special.


I realized I was breathing heavily, like I’d gone on a run. Allison’s chest was also rising and falling quickly. A trickle of sweat ran down her neck. Our eyes locked. I wondered if the rest of the room noticed. I didn’t care enough to look.


Finally, I let go of Allison’s breasts and sat back. Again, the room seemed shocked by what they’d seen. What we’d all shared.


Cassie loudly cleared her throat, getting our attention. “Next!”


I looked over at Emily. I hadn’t forgotten about her, exactly, but then I hadn’t really realized she was still there, either. And that it was now her turn.


“No more kissing, right?” Emily asked.


She didn’t wait for a response. She turned to face Jack, reached down to his crotch, and slipped her hand inside his underwear. I didn’t need X-ray vision to see what she did next.


Again, the room erupted in shouts, like my petite wife had grabbed a gun, rather than massaged Jack’s missile. She stroked her hand back and forth on his bare dick, the purple material of his underwear bulging around her fist. The older man sat back, a strange, knowing smile on his lips, as my wife worked him over.


A moment later, Emily pulled her hand free. She looked at it, oddly, like interrogating her fingers about where they’d been. Then she saw behind them, at me, staring her way. She gave me a quick, innocent shrug.


“Well now,” Jack said, “I guess that makes me last?”


He was right. We’d all passed. So, unless Jack played a card (and we all knew he wasn’t going to do that), this would be the end of the game.


“Gotta make it a good one, then,” Jack said.


He reached between my wife’s legs, slipping his fingers under her green panties.


“Oh,” Emily gasped.


The room went silent, except for the surprisingly loud slicking sounds, as Jack explored my wife’s most private place. He moved his hand up slightly and started stroking back and forth. Slowly at first but building ever faster.


Emily’s green eyes grew huge. She leaned back, breasts skyward. Her nipples turning so tight they seemed almost sharp.


Allison had put her mouth on me for a moment. I’d held her breasts for a bit longer. Emily had given Jack a few strokes. Jack reached the point where we’d all stopped, but he kept going.


Emily’s breath came in sharp, high-pitched gasps. Growing faster. I recognized those noises, so strange to hear them in such an unfamiliar way.


“Come on,” Jack said in his now-persistent drawl. “Let it out. Let yourself feel good. There’s a good girl.”


His hand moved faster. Emily’s legs slowly curled, then kicked straight.


“Oh,” she said, “OH!”


Emily reached down and grabbed Jack’s hand, holding it in place. Her face went pink. A long, strangled sound escaped her throat. Her whole body arched, like she was squeezing the orgasm out of herself. Finally, she fell limp.


Gingerly, Jack pulled his hand back out of my wife’s underwear. Even from across the room, I could see that his fingers were sticky. He gave them a quick taste, then smiled broadly at the room.


“Lovely,” he said, “Just lovely.”


“Uh huh,” Emily said. She stayed on the ground, staring outward. But her eyes were empty.


Abruptly, everything seemed possible. My wife’s dramatic finish had opened up a whole new place to start. I looked over at Cassie and Mike. They were both running their eyes up and down each other’s nearly-naked forms. I felt someone looking at me and turned to see Allison, giving me a similarly hungry look. I had to admit, she looked almost shockingly beautiful. I’d appreciated her before, but now…


“I think it’s time to call it a night,” Emily said, through panting breaths. She slowly got up and began gathering her clothes, carefully, like she was worried her knees might buckle under her.


“Easy for you to say,” Cassie said. The room chuckled nervously. Emily flushed.


“It’s just… I think that’s enough,” she said. My wife looked right at me, and I could see the nervousness on her face. I did my best to smile back at her, reassuring, but I couldn’t be sure that was the emotion I was conveying.


I wasn’t mad at Emily. A little jealous, maybe, but not angry. Jack had taken her somewhere further than I think any of us had been ready to go. But, let’s be honest, we were all heading that way anyway. Could I really complain about Emily’s cum after I’d paid such homage to Allison’s breasts? After my dick, no matter how clothed, had been in the athletic blonde’s mouth?


“Yes, OK,” Allison said, like breaking out of a trance. “It’s late and we’ve got a lot ahead of us.”


“See you all tomorrow?” Cassie asked.


And suddenly the room went silent.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 03


“Let’s make it a date day,” Cassie said, grabbing Mike’s hand.


It wasn’t the weirdest request in the world, except that she was cuddling up to a man who was very much not her husband. That man, Jack, was standing with my wife, Emily. Meanwhile I was positioned next to Mike’s wife, Allison. The six of us, ostensibly three married couples, had all been testing the boundaries of our vows the last two days. And now, it seemed, we were poised to make alterations once again.


We were standing in EPCOT, sheltering from the merciless morning sun under the shadow of the giant golf ball. Crowds strode past us at a steady rate, like nothing out of the ordinary was happening. As if the six of us weren’t about to step onto something for more precipitous than any roller coaster could offer.


It was the third day of what was very quickly turning into an unexpectedly debaucherous trip to Disney World. We’d spent the first day at the pool, playing around. Sharing flirty kisses and showing a little skin. Nothing too crazy.


Then, the previous evening, we tumbled even further down the rabbit hole. It ended with my wife getting fingered to completion by Jack in front of the whole group. The older man had gotten Emily off, hard. And suddenly it all became very real what we were playing with. This wasn’t some warm, fuzzy thing we could pass around with impunity. It was fire. And all of us were in position to get seriously burned.


After that evening’s events, Emily, Allison, Mike, and I had left the bungalow feeling shell shocked. Stupid between regret of what we’d done and desire for what we didn’t do. Our thirst for exploration was slaked. Our hunger to go further was rumbling ever louder.


The four of us had slunk back to our hotel room that night in a shared walk of shame. The Polynesian resort was oddly quiet. I didn’t realize how much I’d gotten used to the constant noise of Disney. The music and the crowds. Now, I could hear crickets in the distance. The light of the nearby tiki torches flickered in the reflections on the wet ground. Golden and warm.


Mike and Allison were holding hands, walking in front of us and whispering quietly. I couldn’t help but stare at the tall, athletic blonde woman a few feet in front of me. Images of her naked body flashed in my mind. The feel of her mouth on my dick (through my boxers, but still). The look in her deep brown eyes when I’d cupped her tiny tits.


Emily stayed by my side. We also walked hand-in-hand. I tried not to think about how those same digits had been wrapped around Jack’s dick not long before. My wife looked so pretty, as always — even moreso post-orgasm. Her brown hair was in a mussed bun, her cute face was flushed.


“Are you mad at me?” Emily asked, “I can never tell when you’re mad at me.”


“I’m not mad,” I said, reflexively. “Do you want me to be?”


“Kind of,” Emily said.


Jack had pushed her over the edge. I couldn’t decide if I was impressed or jealous. Turned on by what I’d seen or ticked off because of what he’d done to my wife. Emily still seemed dopey from the experience. Like the high had yet to leave her entirely.


“Was it good?” I couldn’t keep the question from my lips, though I didn’t want to know the answer.


“Really good,” Emily breathed out. Then caught herself. “I mean, it was an orgasm.”


“A big one,” I said.


“Yeah,” she said, dreamy. “Not like when you and I… I mean, with you it’s so much more. There’s, like, a whole other layer of meaningful emotions. Our connection. This was different. More exposed and raw. That’s all.”


I nodded, as if I understood. I wasn’t sure that I did. But then, I also found that I wasn’t upset, either. I thought I ought to be, but when I searched myself, I couldn’t find that emotion. It was more like the rush of jumping out of a plane (which I’d done as a teenager) — scary, yes, but also thrilling.


“Are you angry?” I asked, mirroring my wife’s question. I kept my voice low, as if the couple in front of us couldn’t tell what we were talking about. As if Allison and Mike weren’t currently having a similar conversation.


“I’m fine,” Emily said, far too final.


I grabbed her shoulder and stopped her. Gave her the steadiest stare I could muster after a little too much alcohol and another overlong evening. Mike and Allison continued walking on ahead.


“We agreed that this was OK,” I said.


“We did,” Emily said. She let out a deep sigh. “It’s hard for me. Harder than I thought it would be. I didn’t think about what it would feel like when you touched Allison. When she touched you. She’s my best friend. You’re my husband. It’s all strange and twisty. There’s something incredible about it, but incredible good or incredible bad, I don’t know.”


“You liked it,” I said, “With Jack.”


“I mean, yeah,” Emily said, tucking her brown hair behind her ear. “But it was also weird. Being seen like that. Felt like that. All swept up in front of everyone. I don’t know.”


I shrugged. I wasn’t being obstinate. I legitimately didn’t know where to go next. “Do you want to stop?”


“We need to be careful,” Emily said, after a beat.


“Fun, but not too much fun,” I said.


“For both of us, Emily said. She paused. “I love you. Really and truly. Don’t ever doubt that. Please.”


She stood on her tip toes to kiss me on the lips. Stretching her little body to reach mine. It was quick — the way a wife kisses her husband. Reassuring yet dispassionate. Casual yet complete.


We fell asleep that night the way we always did, each of us facing the other end of the bed. Like pretending we had the space all to ourselves.


*


The next morning, I got the biggest shock of the trip so far: Allison let us sleep in.


The four of us woke up slowly, the sun leaking through the nearby window. My body ached. My head throbbed. I’d slept in my outfit from the night before, I’m pretty sure we all had, and my clothes felt sticky and tight.


The four of us roused at around the same time, rolling and groaning. I looked over at the other bed, and saw Allison was staring my way. Her eyes unfocused with sleep.


“Well, that was interesting,” Mike said.


“You mean last night?” Emily asked, tentatively. I think her experience had left her feeling particularly exposed. If she could have kept the memory while making the rest of us forget what had happened, I think she’d have taken that deal in a heartbeat.


“No, my dreams,” Mike said, “I was flying a giraffe over Bolivia.”


“Sounds exciting,” Emily said.


“I mean, not as much as seeing my wife’s best friend cum on a stranger’s fingers,” Mike said, “But yeah, not bad.”


Emily covered her face. “Sorry,” she said.


“Don’t apologize,” Mike said, “It was pretty amazing.”


I waited for Allison to chime in. Instead, she let out a deep sigh and separated herself from the bed. As I’d expected, she had on her tank top and shorts from the night before. I could see the little bumps of her nipples pushing through the cloth.


“I need a shower,” Allison said, in lieu of a snappy comment. She loped over to our bed and bopped me lightly on the head. “And so do you.”


I stared after Allison, her athletic body prowling back to the bathrooms. Did Allison mean what I think she did? There was no way.


I climbed out of bed. I felt hungover like I’d done vodka shots for hours, rather than a couple glasses of wine. I supposed that the events of the night before had done far more to me than any alcohol could have.


Allison slipped behind the shoji door of the closest bathroom. I’d learned my lesson from the morning before and made sure to walk past that one to the other door further down the hall. But as I reached for the handle, Mike stopped me.


“She’s in the other one,” he called out.


Again, my brain refused to process the information my ears were giving me. I froze in place. It was too early in the morning for mocking, and I was too stupid from the night before to think of a snappy comeback.


“Go for it,” Emily said.


I didn’t know what Allison had meant by what she said, and I thought that Mike was probably joking. Making fun of me, again, for accidentally walking in on his wife naked the morning before. But I was certain that Emily was quite serious.


I spun around, shocked. Mike was also staring over at Emily in disbelief. Once again, my sweet wife had startled him by acting out of character. Clearly, he was going to have to file her in a far different spot in his mind.


To be fair, Emily was not the type to act this way. Even when it was just her and me, our love life was quiet and mostly under the covers. This vacation was bringing something new out of her, and I can’t say some part of me didn’t like it.


Emily saw us both staring and shook her head. Like we were the silly ones.


“It’s fine,” my petite, brunette wife said, “I still owe Mike for last time. You go have fun.”


I tried to focus on where I was headed — the surprisingly attractive athletic Allison — and not think about what I was leaving behind — my supposedly innocent wife who was, clearly, suggesting she was about to do something dirty, herself.


I shook it all out of my head. We’d agreed that this was safe. We were allowed to be a little flirty, so long as it didn’t go too far. Besides, was I really going to turn down a chance to check out Allison because my own wife was offering to show Mike something I’d already seen many times?


I hurried over to the other bathroom and slid open the door. I was greeted with a gasp and a completely shocked, totally naked woman.


“You said I needed a shower,” I said.


Allison froze. She was half bent over, pulling off her sock. Her strawberry-blonde hair hung loose, practically touching the floor. Behind her, the water was already steaming.


The athletic woman shot me her wicked, competitive grin. The one that bowled me over every time she flashed it. “Damn straight you do,” Allison said.


She straightened, showing none of the shyness from the day before. Allison’s body was completely bare before me. She was as incredible as I’d remembered. Her pale skin, slightly freckled at the shoulders. Her small, round breasts and near-six pack stomach. Her shapely legs and long arms.


The night before, we’d managed to keep our underpants on. Now, I saw that Allison had a cute, puffy pussy, the outer lips extended and full. So much was on display because she’d shaved her pubic hair completely. I was used to my own wife, who had a full, dark bush. This was so different it was almost dizzying.


Rather than react to my ogling, Allison crossed one arm under her breast. Then she rolled her other wrist my way. Her point was plenty clear.


I quickly stripped down, letting my outfit pool by my feet. My dick, already semi-hard, dangled free. I became very aware of it. Of myself. But I did my best to stand there and be judged.


As much appreciation as I had for Allison’s amazing body, I had just as much apprehension for her appraisal of my own. Yet, I was surprised to see a similar look of enjoyment on Allison’s face as she scanned me.


Like I said, I’m not in terrible shape. I’m broad shouldered and sturdy, with well-muscled calves. My naked chest is so hairy, it’s more bear than bare. I’m built like a rugby player, I was told once, though I’ve never actually watched rugby.


Allison and I stood there in the bathroom, eyeing each other. The whole world seemed to pause. Finally, the athletic blonde broke the silence.


“I figured after last night, we both could use some balancing out,” Allison said.


I nodded my agreement. That was the only explanation I was going to get for what felt like a sudden leap forward in our relationship. But I understood what she meant. Emily had gotten off and we hadn’t. So why couldn’t we push the boundaries a little more?


“It’s cold out here,” Allison said, breaking my train of thought. Her nipples were so tight, they looked ready to pop off. Though I doubted that was totally due to temperature.


She reached back and opened the shower door, gesturing for me to enter, like a maitre d’ showing me to my table. I stepped under the warm water, immediately feeling refreshed.


Allison followed me in. For an instant, I found myself wondering what we were doing. What was OK and not? Emily hadn’t exactly given me instructions. Was this already more than my wife had intended? Were we supposed to only look, or was touching going to be on the table?


Allison answered my question, at least partly. The Disney bathrooms had three bottles braced into the wall — soap, shampoo and conditioner. The athletic blonde reached behind me and pumped one of them into her hand. Then she started spreading the gel on my chest. My skin prickled and, despite the water and the steam, I shivered. Reflexively, I glanced back at the door.


“I’m guessing those two are, um, evening things up?” Allison asked as she traced my body.


An image appeared in my head: my wife completely naked next to Allison’s tall, skinny husband. Her bare breasts curved slightly upward — nipples a puffy scarlet. Looks of sheer innocence and pure desire fighting across her face.


“Well, we can’t wait around for Cassie to control everything,” Allison said, “I take it you’re OK with that.”


“I’ll find a way to make it work,” I said. I don’t talk much, but those words were particularly hard to get out, I was so entranced by the wet body in front of me. Allison’s strong hands running through my chest hair.


The athletic blonde smiled and stopped soaping me so she could count off the words with her fingers. She was back to her old game of getting me to speak as much as possible.


“Not great,” she said, “I’m hoping I can get you to whole paragraphs by tonight. Thick, girthy, paragraphs.”


She dipped down and grabbed my dick. Her fingers were slippery with soap. The both of us gasped. If I wasn’t fully hard before, I was damn near steel now. My brain told me I should reciprocate and grab one of her breasts. But my reflexes were held in place by the hand currently cupping my cock. Every time I tried to move my arm, my body sent back the equivalent of the blue screen of death.


“So, that’s what I was getting a feel for last night,” Allison said, “I could tell it was something out of the ordinary.”


I rolled my eyes at her. Allison didn’t need to feed my ego.


“You have, without a doubt, the thickest cock I’ve ever felt,” Allison said, staring at me soberly. “Seriously, I can palm a volleyball, but I can barely make my fingers touch around this.”


My mind fled the bathroom. It raced back to where I knew my wife was with Mike. I’d imagined them getting naked, sure. It wasn’t much more than what had already happened. But was Emily currently caressing Mike’s cock? Was he…


“Stop,” Allison touched my cheek with her free hand. Kindly. “Stop thinking about it. About them. Just be here. With me.”


I nodded, slowly. Allison lowered herself a bit so she could meet my eyes. She had a good four inches on me, and it made for a very different experience. I noticed her grip hadn’t softened one bit on my dick.


“You spend too much time in here,” Allison said, tapping my head. “And not enough time out here. With me.”


I nodded. I’d never thought about it that way before, but she was right.


“Be in the moment,” Allison said, “Just react. Enjoy things for what they are instead of wallowing over what they aren’t. Or what they could be.”


She reached for my hand and put it on her little breast. I cupped its softness, like petting a baby bird. So fantastic on my fingertips. I noticed her tiny pink nipple was quite hard. Sticking out sharp, like it could scratch the glass of the shower door.


“You like that?” Allison asked. I nodded my head, emphatically. I knew she was self-conscious about her boobs, and I wanted to give her every encouragement I could.


“Amazing,” I said. My voice came out rough and crackly, but I told myself to ignore it.


“And my hand on your incredible cock?” Allison said. She savored that last word, almost as if she was tasting it in her mouth. The way she said it, it may have been the sexiest word I’d ever heard.


“Really good,” I said.


“Seriously, how does all of this fit in poor, little Emily?” Allison asked, hefting me in her hands “I don’t think I could handle it.”


I knew she was playing along. Talking dirty. I was used to my shy wife, who barely made a sound during foreplay. Allison, on the other hand, appeared to be quite the chatterbox. The difference made things all the more alluring.


Suddenly, I felt like I understood what Emily had been saying the night before. Being fondled this way wasn’t better than being with my wife. It lacked the emotional closeness inherent to our intimacy. But the fact that it was different set off different sensors in my brain and so that made it feel like something new and exciting. Wild and wonderful.


Allison stopped just touching my dick and started full-on stroking it. Again, it felt very different than what I’d grown used to with my own wife. Allison’s grip was tight, yet not painful. There was an urgency to how she rubbed my cock. Driven and desirous in a way I’d never experienced.


I knew I needed to hurry if I wanted to return the favor before I blew. I slid my hand off Allison’s breast and down her flat tummy. I’d never thought someone’s abdomen could be sexy but feeling the defined muscles of Allison’s stomach was almost as good as cupping her tit. I drifted my fingers over her bald pubis and found her slit. She was dripping, and not from the shower water.


“Here,” Allison said, pushing me back towards the wall, while maintaining our connection. “I’ve always thought this shower was perfect for playing around.”


Sure enough, there was a little tile bench behind me. I couldn’t believe it, but Disney had straight up installed a little fuck-shelf in the shower. I knew it was probably there for other purposes, but at the time, I couldn’t see it as anything else.


The tile was cold on my bottom. Allison’s hand felt hot on my dick. Her own pussy plenty warm on my fingers. We worked each other over. Allison pumped at my penis. I rubbed her clit with my thumb.


Our eyes met. I leaned in for a kiss but stopped myself. That was too far, right? Kissing her was too far.


“Stay. Here,” Allison commanded. Then she leaned in and kissed me. Her lips so wonderful on mine. I could feel her passion pouring into me. Just as well, because my own was about to explode outward.


“Close,” I said. It was the only word I could get out.


“Good,” Allison said, commanding. “Give it to me.”


I let out a short, strangled shout as my cum erupted from my cock. Allison cackled, wildly, then gasped. Her own orgasm took her by surprise. Through the intensity of my cum, I could see her face cinch — upper lip curled, eyes rolled back. As if causing my climax had kickstarted hers.


We held onto each other, shaking and shivering. Both of us riding out our sudden, shared pleasure. I didn’t think about the fact that she was some other woman and not my wife. The closeness overcame everything else. Then the orgasm drained out of me, and I couldn’t not think about it.


I saw Allison searching my eyes. I imagined she was obsessing over similar things.


“That was awesome,” she said.


OK, maybe I was wrong about what she’d been thinking. Allison let go of me and stood. I looked at her incredible body, striped with the streaks of my seed.


“You like that, huh?” Allison said. She smirked at me wickedly. “Marking me?”


“Very much,” I said.


“I liked it too,” Allison said, then almost to herself. “A lot.”


I got up and we washed ourselves off. This time, we took it more seriously. About halfway through, I started to wonder, again, about what was going on in the other room. I wasn’t exactly concerned, but I can’t say I wasn’t worried, either.


Allison shut the water off, and I listened closely for sounds from our spouses. I heard nothing. I couldn’t decide if that was a good sign or a bad one. I hurriedly dried off, then wrapped my towel around my waist and slid open the shoji door.




I found Emily and Mike both in the bedroom, fully clothed. The only difference between now and when I’d left them, was that Emily was lying on the bed next to Mike. They weren’t even touching.


My wife greeted me with a broad grin.


“Have fun?” Emily asked.


*


Once we were ready, we all walked over to the lobby. All I could think about on the way was what had happened so far. Everything in the shower with Allison. All the stuff I didn’t know about that had gone on in the room with Mike and my wife. But I knew I couldn’t ask Emily about it till we had time alone.


Mike and Allison must have been thinking the same thing because as soon as we got to the main building, they volunteered to go to the cafe to get coffee for the group. Whether it made sense or not wasn’t the point, so we agreed.


While we waited, Emily and I found a shaded table right outside of the coffee shop and overlooking the pool. Most of the other seats were taken up by families. The day was already feeling overly hot.


As soon as we sat down, Emily leaned forward. “We both got naked,” she said.


“And?”


“It was long and thin, a lot like him,” Emily said. Her cheeks flushed.


That wasn’t what I’d been asking. But there it was, all the same.


“We, umm, kissed a little,” Emily said, “He touched my boob. Over my shirt. It was nice but also awkward.”


“Not like Jack?”


“No,” Emily said, “I know this sounds strange, but I missed having you there. Maybe that’s part of the fun? Seeing you do stuff, watching you watch me. I don’t know. What about you and Allison?”


“Same,” I said. It was always so much easier to talk to Emily than anyone else. I think that’s one of the reasons I fell for her. “We got naked. We did some touching.”


Emily smiled at me, knowingly, when I said ‘touching.’ “Did she get you off?”


I looked down at the ground. “I’m sorry,” I said.


“Her too?” Emily asked.


I nodded. God it was so weird hearing my wife talk so openly about this stuff. I was starting to worry that she was secretly possessed by some strange, southern succubus. Overtaken on the way to Orlando or something crazy like that.


“That’s awesome,” Emily said. She patted my shoulder. “After last night. I’m glad, truly, that you took care of her. I just wish I could have seen it.”


“Really?”


“Yes, really,” Emily said, smiling, “I don’t know, it’s kind of hot, thinking about it.” She straightened. “You two didn’t…?”


“Only hands,” I said.


“OK,” Emily said. I saw the nervousness in her eyes slowly melt away. “Sorry.”


“That would be too far,” I said.


“Definitely,” Emily agreed.


I sat back and soaked in the sun. The sky was bright blue with big, puffy white clouds. No sign of the storms from the previous evening. Kids chased and giggled around us while their parents happily relaxed at their tables with their coffee. A bird with a long thin beak, an ibis I think, pecked at the concrete nearby.


Allison and Mike came back to the table, each carrying a coffee in both hands. They were smiling wide. I was fairly certain they’d had the same conversation that Emily and I had just concluded and had reached a similar result.


We gathered our things and headed over to the far side of the resort, back towards our building. But instead of stopping there, we walked down a different path where the greenery grew thicker. Right when I thought we were entering someplace less developed, it peeled away to reveal a massive parking lot.


“Welcome to the Ticket and Transportation Center,” Allison said, gesturing to the expansive white building extending to the horizon in front of us. “The least happy place at the happiest place on Earth.”


We walked up a ramp to a train station. This was the famed Disney monorail. It looked like a regular public transportation system, though it was cleaner than any SEPTA I’d ever seen.


The other platform was full of people waiting to go to the Magic Kingdom, but our own track to EPCOT was almost completely empty. We were all dressed in the standard uniforms: t-shirts and shorts with sandals. Ready to take on the day.


“Cassie says she’ll meet us under Spaceship Earth,” Mike said, leaning back against the metal fence that separated us from the tracks.


“That’s the big golf ball thing,” Allison said.


“Is Jack going to be there, too?” Emily asked. My wife didn’t bother to hide her eagerness.


“I don’t know,” Mike said with a shrug. “I didn’t think to ask.”


The monorail came around the curve with a low roar, then squeaked to a stop. Like everything at Disney, it was so cold in the car I could have stored meat there. Emily sat on the bench across from me, and Mike and Allison broke similarly. Without even thinking about it, we’d once again paired off with each other’s respective spouses.


The train slid off to EPCOT. The ride was nice, if a little more rumbling than I’d have expected. We had the car to ourselves, and I stared out the window as we followed the highway through lush green trees, passing expansive parking lots.


“Today’s going to be fun,” Allison said. She put her arm around my shoulder, and I saw that Mike had done the same with Emily. My petite wife gave me a flirty grin. “It’s the Food and Wine Festival,” Allison continued, “So there’s tons of booths with so much good stuff. We’re going to get so fat.”


“And drunk,” Mike added from across the car.


“Maybe a little,” Allison said, “Nothing crazy, I promise.”


We arrived at the park, our train curving over the attractions in way that was almost cinematic. Below us, spread out a 1970s vision of a modern place. Bright patches of orange and red flowers flanked by large, spurting fountains. Angular, glass buildings surrounded by wide, concrete walkways.


Once it circled around, the monorail stopped, and we got out. We switchbacked down the concrete ramps and lined up for security. Though our train had been mostly empty, we found ourselves surrounded by a growing, eager crowd.


When we got past the gates, we were immediately greeted by the massive golf ball. Spaceship Earth, as Mike had called it. Standing so close, the structure seemed almost impossible. Massive and otherworldly in a way that a postcard couldn’t ever convey.


But we hardly noticed because we were all too distracted by the beautiful blonde standing by one of the pilons, waving our way. Her silver-haired husband stood beside her, smiling sheepishly. Cassie looked incredible, as always. In a place with architectural marvels and iconic characters, she was garnering just as many stares from the nearby tourists. She was wearing a tight, pink Daisy Duck t-shirt and a pair of mom-jeans shorts.


Jack had on another Hawaiian shirt, unbuttoned just enough to show a bit of his bronze skin and silver chest hair. He was wearing a pair of khaki shorts and tan sandals. He had the look of someone who was a bit too cool for the place around him, but he couldn’t hide his grin as he saw Emily approaching.


We all exchanged quick hellos, as if we were a group of normal couples and not a bunch of naughty perverts who’d been playing dirty games with each other. But when the greetings ended, we all froze. We knew something was supposed to happen next, but it was clear that none of us were exactly how to get there.


We wanted to explore EPCOT for sure. This was Disney, after all. But we also, clearly, wanted to do other, less family-friendly things to each other, too. Preferably with the people we weren’t married to. Already, Mike was standing next to Cassie. Jack had his arm possessively around Emily’s shoulders. Allison gripped my hand. Balancing those two urges, parks and playtime, that was where the challenge was.


That was when Cassie had announced her plan.


“Let’s make it a ‘date day,’ she said, looking meaningfully at Mike. As if her intention wasn’t already clear. “Each of us can couple up and enjoy each other’s company.”


“I don’t want to separate from Paul,” Emily said. She gave me a serious look, the promise of it clear.


As my wife had said, sharing was fun. But sharing what we shared seemed to spice things up even more. Also, it was easier for me to enjoy myself if I wasn’t also worrying about what else might be going on.


“That’s fine, we don’t have to split up,” Cassie said, “But we should still spend the day with our respective partners.”


“Just not too crazy,” Allison said, “Keep things light, right?”


“Of course,” Cassie said, “We’re in Disney.”


Cassie swung Mike’s arm with hers and skipped off. Allison and I shared a look, then started after her. Emily and Jack followed from behind, the two of them already lost in each other’s eyes. I know I’m supposed to say they looked like a married couple, but in truth, with Jack’s silver hair and Emily’s petite body, I got more of a dad/daughter vibe. That was an unfortunate thought, I realized.


The six of us walked out from under the golf ball and down the center of the park, past a large, central fountain. There were rides all around us, Allison explained to me, but they would be overcrowded early in the morning. Better to come back later when this part of the park would empty out.


“In the meantime, we can hit up the Food & Wine Festival,” Allison said.


My stomach grumbled its response. We’d only had coffee that morning and, apparently, eating was very much on my mind. Allison giggled.


“Well, at least I’ve got some parts of you talking today,” Allison said. I resisted the urge to mention the wonderful conversation she’d already had with my cock that morning.


We crossed over a bridge and the tenor of the park transformed. Instead of the faux-future, we were now standing on the side of a lake, surrounded by overlarge monuments to different cultures. Closest on our left was a large Mexican pyramid, but I also saw an Eiffel Tower, a Japanese temple, and an Italianate tower dotting the horizon.


We started walking in the opposite direction of Mexico, towards what Allison told me was Canada. Immediately, we started to encounter kiosks with large signs in front showing what food and alcohol they offered.


We stopped at the first one we saw. Allison, Jack, Emily and I all waited by a small standing table while Mike and Cassie rushed off to the booth. They came back laden with small plates of snacks and plastic cups filled with amber, bubbly beers.


They distributed forks, and we all took bites, the six of us sharing in the bounty of what they’d provided. I know I say this a lot, but the food, again, exceeded my expectations. To be clear, I was in a theme park eating meat from a hut. I wasn’t expecting so much deliciousness. We filled up on food so fast, you’d have thought we hadn’t eaten in days. Then we sat back and sipped on our beers, which were equally, unexpectedly good.


“This is our plan for the day?” Emily asked. I could tell she was excited — this wasn’t what either of us had pictured when Allison and Mike had suggested a Disney trip so many months before.


“Well, I figured we’d make out a little,” Allison said with a lusty smirk, “But other than that, yeah.”


“Cheers to that,” Cassie said, raising her glass. She and Mike clinked the plastic enthusiastically.


“Sounds good, kiddo?” Jack asked Emily, nuzzling his nose at her cheek.


“Can’t wait,” Emily agreed.


Allison gave me a little shove on the shoulder. I got that I was supposed to say something.


“Looking forward to it,” I said. Allison shook her head at me. Only four words was clearly disappointing.


“Let’s do this thing,” she said, then clapped, like breaking a huddle. And we headed off deeper into the park.


*


We fell into a pattern as we walked along the lake at EPCOT. Each nation we passed, a different ‘couple’ would wrangle food and drinks while the others waited. Then we’d have a fast, frenetic shared feast and enjoy a cup of wine, cider, or beer.


The day was bright and lively. Maybe I was finally getting used to the weather, or it had finally managed to melt my brain. The crowds made everything feel energetic, but they weren’t overwhelming.


We traipsed into Canada, where we shared the cheese soup, filet mignon, and beer. After that, we went down a walkway and into an apple-themed area. Allison explained that, usually, this space was reserved for a film about our neighbors to the north. There was no place to sit, but it was well-air conditioned, and that made it worthwhile all on its own. We got ciders, of course, but also a sweet treat that was supposed to be a liquid apple pie. Combined with the cool air, it was all very refreshing.


Then we made our way over to the UK, where we got more beer (of course) and had another cheese soup, this one from Ireland. I’m not sure what we were thinking, consuming so many hot liquids on a scorching day.


As we explored, we settled into our respective dates. It felt oddly natural. Allison and I fell into our usual teasing friendship. Mike and Cassie both got lost in conversation. Jack led Emily around like he was giving her the grand tour. All of us chatted and flirted. Exchanged quick touches and shared little kisses. It felt like we were out with a partner, but the fun of that being a person other than our spouse never stopped.


With a succession of full cider flights from both Canada and Ireland (plus the inevitable beer from the UK and a couple other booths) by the time we crossed the bridge to France, I was flying. Emily and Jack were on food duty and brought back snacks and wine for the rest of us. Allison and I leaned over a black, metal table and shared an escargot-laden croissant. The other couples found their own tables. We were still following Emily’s rule, we could all see each other, but we were starting to separate into our own little pods.


Allison caught me staring off at Emily, and she squeezed my arm, pulling me in close for a kiss. It was dizzying, falling back into her lips.


“Let her be,” Allison said, as we broke apart. “You’re having fun, too.”


I was reminded of her remonstration from that morning. Be in the moment. I responded by kissing her back, dangling my hand dangerously close to her breast.


“Be careful,” Allison said, “You could get us in trouble. I like you, but I love Disney. I’d trade you in for a second if I thought you were endangering my mouse time.” Don’t think I didn’t notice that she was worried about what Mickey would think of our indulgence, rather than her husband.


“Understood,” I said, stepping back.


But we didn’t stop kissing. It was Paris after all. With soft music playing in the background, under the overbright sky, full of good food and alcohol, making out with a woman who I found so attractive, I felt like I could have stayed forever.


When we got to America, however, we crashed. Hard. We’d just passed the towering pagoda in Japan and entered the classical architecture of Washington D.C. And, like stepping through a portal, everything shifted.


The effects of all that alcohol I’d consumed punched me right in the chest. The heat of the Florida sun finally overcame me. I felt so tired and loopy, I could barely breathe.


I quickly realized that Allison was feeling it too. We all were. The six of us stumbled into the main, rotunda building. There were tables set up in there and the A/C was aggressive. The place was about half full, mostly people who’d clearly run into the same wall as us. We fell into our black, metal seats like wanderers at an oasis.


“You OK?” I asked Emily. My wife was resting her head on her hand. She groaned in response.


“Every Person Comes Out Tired,” Mike said, ticking the acronym off his fingers. “It’s an old joke.”


“We’ll take a little break,” Cassie said. Even her bubbly personality had slowed to a simmering burble.


For a while we sat there, breathing. Like it was the most engaging thing in the world. We didn’t kiss or flirt. Even touching felt like too much of an effort. So, we stared off, slowly congealing into the hard metal chairs.


There were water fountains outside the building, as well as bathrooms. One by one, Jack, Emily, Cassie and Mike went out to use one or the other, eventually leaving Allison and I sitting at our table.


The athletic blonde woman picked up my hand and played with my fingers, looking at them like they were some strange new creature she’d just discovered.


“You don’t talk enough,” Allison said, her words slightly slurry.


I raised my eyebrow. I was used to hearing that complaint.


“Why don’t you talk?” she pressed, “You’re smart and funny. Is it the accent? Are you ashamed of it?”


“Sometimes,” I said, “I know it’s a lot.”


“I think it’s really sexy,” Allison said, “The first time I heard you talk, I almost came in my pants, right there.”


I glanced around the large, open room, nervously. Most of the tables had filled, but our voices didn’t carry. The odd echoes of the room gave everything an unnatural hush, thankfully.


“I hear you trying to hide it,” she said, making her voice flat and nasal. “I wish you’d just talk normal.”


“You vant me to talk like dis?” I said, speaking so heavy that I sounded like the villain in an old spy movie. I also realized that I sounded a lot like my dad. So that was telling. “Ve have vays of making you talk, comrade.”


“I want you to be yourself,” Allison said, giving me a slight, pouty shove. “I like you, Paul. Like like you. But I like you you.”


I must have been smashed, because all of that somehow made sense. I took a deep breath. Closed my eyes and reset.


“I like you, too,” I said. I realized I was talking to her the way I spoke to Emily, not trying to hide my accent or clip my words. Just expressing myself honestly. “I find you very attractive.”


“Psh, not like Cassie,” Allison said.


It was the first time she’d fully acknowledged that she was jealous about what was going on with her husband. She’d touched on it before at Hollywood Studios. But she’d still seemed mostly blase about what was happening, like it wasn’t a big deal. I was the one who was obsessing over my spouse, and Allison was my anchor. Now I got the sense that her confidence was all a front. That she was feeling as frightened by everything as I was. She was just better at hiding it.


“I think you’re fantastic,” I said, “You’re unlike any woman I’ve ever met. I’m constantly impressed. In awe.”


Allison sat back and stared at me. Jaw agape. That swaggering smile that I liked so much snuck onto her face. She didn’t even bother to count it out.


Allison leaned over and kissed me. If that was the first time I’d truly spoken to her, then I could sense this was the first time she was truly kissing me. Not to be playful or as a way to initiate intimacy, but as pure, unbridled affection.


“I told you,” she said, “Big. Girthy. Paragraphs.”


When we broke apart, we saw Jack standing over our table. A funny little grin played on his lips.


“Hey guys,” he said, “Emily’s feeling pretty wiped.” Again, he was acting paternal, rather than like a man who happened to be fooling around with my wife. “I’m thinking it’s time we take a break.”


Allison and I followed him out of the America pavilion and over to the side. Under a white roof were a bunch of wooden picnic tables in the shade. Most of them had kids sitting there, coloring. We found Cassie and Mike sitting with Emily. My wife was taking big gulps of water from Mike’s bottle.


“Everybody feeling OK?” Allison asked. Now she was the one sounding like a parent. This was getting strange.


“Just a little tired,” Mike said.


“And maybe a little drunk,” Emily said. She hiccupped, like she was in a cartoon.


“There’s a theater back in France,” Allison said, “It’s a cute little movie thing. We could go do that. Or right here in America, they do a show with an animatronic Ben Franklin. It’s kind of fun. But if you nap, you’re not missing anything. We could do stuff like that for a bit.”




“I can’t,” Emily said, not unlike the whiny kid that Jack had been playing parent to. “I’m sorry but I’m done.”


“We could split up,” Allison said, “It is date day after all. Emily, you and Jack could go back to his place while the four of us stay here.”


“Nah, I think we could all use a break,” Cassie said. She winked at Mike. I was starting to understand that ‘break’ might mean different things depending on who was talking. “Besides, that was the rule, right? We all stay together.”


“Paul?”


The whole group turned to look at me. Since when was I the final say? It was the whole not-speaking thing again. Your words carry so much more power when you use them so infrequently.


Emily looked over at me, clearly pleading with me to agree. I couldn’t tell if she really wanted to get out of the park because she wasn’t feeling well, or if she was just hoping to head back to the room so we could engage in other activities. I realized, though, that her motivations didn’t matter.


As usual, I wasn’t going to deny my wife.


*


We headed back to the front of the park, the surrounding attractions all a sweaty, unsteady blur. The decision to step back didn’t make us any more sober, unfortunately. In allowing our appetites to take control, we’d clearly all overindulged. I did my best to ignore the obvious, ominous metaphor that could also be applied to our other activities.


I felt sluggish, like a weight was pushing down on my shoulders. I was drunk, for sure, but also overheated. Allison and Emily both seemed well beyond their limits. Compared to us, Mike and Cassie were doing better, but not great. Only Jack seemed unaffected by all of it. He strolled through the park, keeping his eye on my wife like a puppy going off leash for the first time.


We all seemed a little steadier by the time we got back to our resort, but the ride had only served to make me sleepier. Emily, Allison, Mike, and I turned on the path to head towards our longhouse when Cassie stopped us.


“Why don’t you come back to the bungalow?” the beautiful blonde asked, radiating her usual sunny energy. “There’s plenty of space for all of us there. And we can be together for the rest of our date day.”


The walk there from the Ticket and Transportation Center seemed so much longer, but I didn’t have the energy to argue. I don’t think any of us did. So, we turned around and followed Cassie and Jack to their place on the lake. Every step seemed to sap me of more energy.


When we got to the cabin, Cassie cracked open the door and we stumbled inside. I oozed past everyone, down the hall. My only thought was to lie down on something soft before I hit the floor.


“Come with me,” Jack said. I was vaguely aware of him steering Emily somewhere.


I found the couch looking incredibly comfortable. I stumbled onto it, lying back. Sleep wrapped me in its warm, powerful grasp. I was powerless to fight its pull.


“It opens up to a bed,” Cassie said to me, but she sounded miles away.


I slipped into unconsciousness.


*


I awoke to the sound of loud, smacking kisses and light, little giggles.


Cassie and Mike were both sitting across from me, on the floor of the living room. The tall, thin man and his beautiful, blonde crush girl were casually making out. They were both fully clothed, but they were totally engaged in each other. The sun, bright from reflecting off the blue lake, shone down on them through the wide windows, like giving them a golden spotlight.


I groaned and rolled over. Getting off the couch, escaping sleep, felt like an epic undertaking.


“He’s alive!” I heard Allison shout.


The athletic woman was standing in the kitchen in her turquoise tank top, slicing up a mango. Like her husband wasn’t fondling another woman right in front of her.


I gave Allison a quick nod, then looked around the room. I realized I didn’t see Emily anywhere.


“She’s napping in the bedroom,” Allison said, noticing my concern. Is it weird that one of the things that attracted me to her so much was her constant ability to realize when I was worried about my wife?


I slowly stood up, telling myself to be calm. Acting the jealous husband at this point was beyond silly, but I couldn’t help the growing anxiety in my gut. Let’s say the worst happened — and I guess the worst would be defined as finding Emily making out with Jack? — was that so much more inappropriate than what I’d already seen? More unacceptable than what I’d already engaged in?


Yes, actually. I decided that it would be.


The first bedroom I went to was empty. The second, thank God, held Emily. My cute, brunette wife was laying on the bed, on her side, kissing Jack. They were both clothed, but I saw that the older man was cupping my wife’s little breast over her shirt while Emily ground her body against his thigh.


Jack noticed me first, not even breaking his kiss with Emily. “What’s up, bud?” he asked, casual as anything.


“Paul!” Emily leapt up from the bed and hurried over to me. Her face was bright red. “I’m glad you finally got up.” She stretched up and kissed me on the cheek. Her lips still felt warm from another man’s caresses. “I missed you.”


I raised an eyebrow at her. Emily looked back at the bed and, somehow, flushed even brighter.


“We were just talking,” Emily said, “And, um, maybe some other stuff.”


I gave her an evaluating eye.


Jack sat up on the bed, giving us both a warm, confident smile. “Your wife is an amazing woman,” he told me.


I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. Despite the fact that they’d been lying on the bed, Jack’s silver hair wasn’t a bit out of place. His shirt, I noticed, had a few more buttons undone. I wondered whether it had been him or my wife who’d opened them.


“Let’s go check on the others,” Emily said.


She grabbed my hand and led me out of the bedroom. I could tell she was nervous about what I’d seen, and wondered if maybe there was more she’d rather I didn’t know about. For all her talk of wanting me to watch, Emily seemed deeply uncomfortable that she’d been caught with Jack.


“Feel better?” I asked.


“Oh yes,” Emily said, “I passed out in the bedroom, I was so smashed. But when I woke up, Jack was there! We talked for a bit. And, well, you saw. It was fun. What about you and Allison?”


“I just woke up,” I said.


“Oh,” Emily said, and I couldn’t tell if it was disappointment or relief that twinged in that tiny word. “Well, I’m sure there’ll be time for more stuff later.”


We got back to the living room and found Mike and Cassie still engaged in their make-out session. It seemed like their lips ought to be getting chapped or something. Much as I liked kissing, going at it for hours seemed more painful than pleasant.


As soon as Allison saw me, she raced out from behind the counter and pulled me back to the kitchen.


“You have to try this,” she said, giving me a slice of mango. It was sweet and tangy. Very good.


“Mmm, you’re sweet, too.” Cassie cooed to Mike, maybe a bit too loudly.


“And you’re hot,” Mike said back.


Meanwhile, Jack slid up behind Emily. I didn’t realize he’d followed us out. The older man wrapped his arms around her little body and kissed the top of her head. All of us were back with our respective not-partners.


“I think we should head back to EPCOT,” Allison said, her voice surprisingly stern. “Now that we’re all awake.”


I was still unsure of where the athletic blonde stood with her husband. It was clear that they had some kind of agreement, Allison had admitted as much, but I didn’t know what it was or where they’d drawn their lines. All the more confusing was that Allison, at times, seemed as flirty and playful as Mike. Others, like now, I got the feeling she was going along reluctantly at best.


“I don’t know, I think I’d like to have a little more ‘date’ time here,” Cassie said, “And I bet I’m not the only one.” She looked meaningfully at Jack and Emily. My wife looked down at the ground, but I saw a little smile sneaking onto her face.


“What are you thinking, hon?” Jack asked. He too, was grinning, broadly. Like he couldn’t be prouder of his spouse.


Allison scowled. “The park’s open now,” she said, “I don’t want to waste that. We can do dirty stuff in a hotel room anytime.”


“Agreed,” Cassie said immediately, “We’re in Disney! We should enjoy it. I promise, we’ll make it extra quick. I’ll even set a timer.”


Allison raised an eyebrow. She could sense a challenge coming on, for sure. She crossed her arms but stayed silent.


I caught Emily’s eye and we both shared a knowing look. Emily was Allison’s best friend, and I guess I was Allison’s lover. Sort of. What I’m saying is, we both had a pretty good sense of the woman, and we could tell she was about to be convinced.


“It’s a bit like dirty musical chairs,” Cassie said, “Or husband roulette. I don’t know, I’m still workshopping the name on this one. Guys all stand up.”


Too intrigued to ask and too excited to argue, the three of us stood on the side of the living room. Jack was in his Hawaiian shirt and khakis. Both Mike and I were in our t-shirts and shorts. Cassie pushed some of the furniture back to give us more room.


“OK, girls, go to your partners and stand in front of them,” Cassie said. She went and stood by Jack to make it clear that she meant actual spouses, not the ones we’d adopted for the day.


Emily stared up at me, her green eyes large. She leaned up and gave me a little kiss on the lips.


“Slow down there, girl,” Cassie said, laughing, “I haven’t even explained the rules yet.”


“I couldn’t help myself,” Emily said.


“Me neither,” Mike said, and kissed Allison.


Cassie rolled her eyes at us, but she gave Jack a kiss, too, then set about explaining the rules.


“It’s pretty simple. I’ll set the timer for 90 seconds and you can do whatever you want. When the alarm goes off, the girls go one to the right.”


“So, Emily moves to me,” Mike said.


“And I go to Paul,” Cassie said, “And so forth.”


“I’m not sure I understand,” Allison said, “Whatever you want?”


“Yup,” Cassie said, “As long as you can get it done in 90 seconds.”


“Babe, that’s, like, 80 seconds more than it usually takes me,” Mike said, and we all snickered. Allison rolled her eyes, but her expression made it clear that that wasn’t actually true.


“We’ll do the full cycle 4 times,” Cassie said, “So 18 minutes total. That’s nothing. And it gives us plenty of time to get back to EPCOT, right?”


Allison nodded her agreement. Who could complain about a delay of less than 20 minutes? That was shorter than most lines at the park.


Cassie held up her phone, dramatically. She thumbed the ‘start’ button. The numbers started racing down. Despite how silly the situation was, the quick countdown made me anxious.


“Kiss?” Emily asked me.


“Sure,” I said.


I embraced my wife, and we pressed our lips together. It was nice. Comforting and familiar. Knowing that the other couples were doing things next to us added to the excitement. I pulled back for breath and saw my wife smiling at me.


“You’re such a good kisser,” she said.


Cassie’s alarm went off.


Emily gave me a cute little wave, then stepped over to the right. I hadn’t been looking during our 90 seconds, but now I saw that the other couples had gotten a little racier than Emily and me.


Jack’s shirt was completely unbuttoned, revealing another white, ribbed undershirt. The tails of his Hawaiian shirt hung loosely on either side. With the other couple, it was Allison who’d gotten undressed. Her tank top had been tossed aside completely, leaving her in a tight, black sports bra. Even more exciting and alluring, however, her hair had been taken out of its usual ponytail. Seeing her poker straight, strawberry-blonde locks set free was something special.


I turned back to my own spot and found Cassie standing in front of me. She was holding up her phone, thumb poised to press start. Despite all the playing around we’d done so far, I hadn’t really interacted with the beautiful, bubbly blonde. I got the feeling that I was nothing but a means to an end in her eyes. The stereotypical ugly friend that kept getting in the way of what she wanted, but nothing more.


But the grin on Cassie’s face told a different story. She looked legitimately happy to see me. Maybe it was just her bright personality — Cassie seemed incapable of being anything but excited about any situation.


“I’m looking forward to this,” Cassie said, again bucking my expectations. “So don’t waste all our time talking.”


I shook my head at her, disdainfully. She laughed and hit the START button.


“Emily didn’t get much done, did she?” Cassie said. Her hands flew up to my t-shirt and she pulled it over my head. “I’ve got to make up for lost time.”


As soon as my chest was bare, the beautiful blonde leaned in and kissed me. Her smooch was enthusiastic and surprisingly affectionate, tasting of pink bubblegum (because of course). She ran her hands through my chest hair.


“Hmmmm this is nice,” she said. She stepped back. “Well, come on, these titties aren’t going to come out on their own.”


I reached out and grabbed her t-shirt, the same way she’d done with mine, and pulled it over her head. She was wearing a cute, pink bra underneath. Lacy like the one last night. Her large breasts shook nicely as they came free.


I’m sure my eyes went wide, because Cassie immediately giggled as she saw me. She gestured for me to grab her tits, but her alarm sounded.


“Next time,” she said, giving me a quick pat on the chest.


I looked over and saw that Allison was now completely topless. Her one nipple was red and wet, like Jack had been suckling on it. My own wife, too, had lost her shirt. In fact, Mike’s hands were cupping her bra-covered breasts despite the alarm.


“Let’s go, let’s go,” Cassie said, hurrying over to Mike, “Come on, keep it quick.”


Allison jogged up to me, her little round tits jiggling as she went. Immediately, like on autopilot, I rested my palms on them. The right one was still slippery with Jack’s saliva. I did my best to pretend that I wasn’t feeling that.


“Pants,” Allison said, as soon as Cassie hit the timer. “Let’s do pants.”


I reached for her shorts, but she brushed my hands away. Apparently, she meant my pants. Allison quickly sent my shorts to the ground. Now I was only in boxers.


“Goddammit!” Mike shouted next to me. We all turned and saw that he was pulling at the back strap of Cassie’s bra, desperately stretching and twisting at it as he tried to get it off.


Cassie was laughing so hard she was cherry red, unable to catch her breath or do anything to help her frustrated beau. The rest of us turned to watch, contagious giggles overcoming us.


“What is the matter with this fucking thing?!” Mike cried out. The look of exasperation on his face was priceless.


“It’s a front clasp,” Cassie said, barely able to speak through her mirth.


“Oh my fucking…” Mike grabbed her by the shoulders, reached between her tits, and snapped the bra open. He ripped it over her head and raised it in the air, like a trophy.


Cassie’s alarm went off. Mike let out another shout of frustration. The uncooperative bra squeezed in his fingers like he was trying to strangle it.


“That’s one full round!” Cassie cried out, hurrying over to her husband. Watching her bare breasts bounce as she went was quite hypnotic. “Only three more cycles to go. Make it good!”


Emily came back to me with her bra and shorts still on. Her face was red, and I noticed a few marks on her neck and chest where she’d clearly been kissed. She grinned at me, the electricity of the exertion overtaking her.


“Wow, those girls really got to you,” she said, eyeing me.


I guess I hadn’t thought about it till then, but I was standing there in only my underwear. None of the other guys, in fact no one, was nearly as naked as I was.


Emily wrapped her arms around me, and we started kissing. This time, it was far more passionate and needy. Hungry with desire. It felt more like our younger years, when we were dating, than our usual connubial kisses.


My wife let her hands wander around my boxer-covered cock. I was hard as hell, of course. Emily’s little touches through the cotton felt incredible.


“I think I’ll leave this present for the other girls to unwrap,” Emily said.


I decided, however, that I should give my fellow guys a head start. I reached behind Emily’s back and opened her ivory bra, revealing her perfectly perky breasts. Her nipples were already reddening with desire. They popped out happily, like they were excited to see me. I bent down to suckle, but Cassie’s timer went off.


I backed away and Emily smirked at me, saucily. She pranced over to Mike, and, for a moment, I wondered if I’d made the right decision in taking my wife’s breasts out. But that was silly, because her bra would have come off regardless.


Mike stared down at my wife’s boobs, in awe. Obsessed with Cassie though he might be, even Mike knew enough to be impressed with Emily’s amazing chest.


“I figured you’d need the help,” I told him, winking.


“Now he decides to talk,” Mike said, shaking his head.


I gave him a cheeky thumbs up.


I turned back to find Cassie standing in front of me. Like Emily, she was down to her panties. Her breasts were so full, teardrop shaped, with light pink nipples and areola. OK, so maybe there was more than one form of ‘amazing’ breast to be found in this bungalow.


I realized that, in fact, we were all now naked from the waist up. But no one had lost their bottoms. Not yet.


“You’re always so distracted when I get here,” Cassie said, pulling me in for a kiss. I hadn’t even seen her start the clock. She gently tapped my head. “What’s going on in there?”


Her smooch was, again, so eager and warm, I was taken aback by it. She put her one hand on my cheek and ran the other down my chest. She rubbed her groin up against mine. The beautiful blonde pulled back, searching my eyes.


“It’s hot,” Cassie said, “The dark foreigner full of mystery.”


“I’m an American citizen,” I said, and Cassie tittered.


“You’re very funny,” she said.


She went for another kiss, and I found myself wrapping my arms around her incredible, curvy body. Her large breasts pressed into my chest. It was a different sensation than I was used to. All of her, honestly, was so separate from any woman I’d ever been with. It was like making out with an other-worldly being. Alluring and strange in that way, too. Unreal.


Cassie’s hands drifted lower, and she grasped my dick through my underwear.


“Holy fuck,” she squeaked, “That is nice.”


I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. Was it fun to get compliments from pretty girls about my cock? Absolutely. I just doubted they were nearly as impressed as they acted. I didn’t have a massive porn dick; I was six inches at most. To me, it was like faking an orgasm. I knew Cassie was doing it for the sake of my ego, but honestly, I’d rather a girl be honest.


“No, dude, you are like, super thick,” Cassie said. “Length is always appreciated, but girth is, ummm. Yeah. Wow.”


The alarm went off and Cassie let go of my dick. Allison raced over. She was completely stripped.


“Have you felt his cock?” Cassie asked, casually, as though asking Allison if she’d tried the calamari.


Allison nodded emphatically.


“Damn, right?” Cassie said. She sashayed over to Mike. He’d lost his shorts and his boxers were sticking out something awful. “Of course, there’s something to be said for length, too,” she said, giving the tall blonde man a kiss.


“Seriously, Em, I don’t know how you fit Paul in your tiny body,” Allison said, repeating what she’d said to me earlier in the shower.


My wife, down to her panties and standing in front of Jack, turned to look at us. Her body went pink from her toes to her cheeks.


“I don’t know, it just does!” she said, sounding almost petulant. The group all laughed.




Cassie held up her phone so the group could see. “Enough wasting time, let’s go!” she said. Clearly, she’d been spending too much time with Allison


Speaking of whom, the athletic blonde was on me like an attacking cat. She pressed her lips to mine so hard, I tasted blood.


Allison’s hand found my dick in my boxers and started stroking me back and forth. I reached down for Allison’s warm furrow. Odd that it was almost familiar now, after that morning’s shower session. Her heat, her wetness, swallowed my fingertips. She made a little squeak as I spread her moisture over her clit.


It occurred to me that we’d all gone from fully clothed to nearly naked and doing dirty stuff quite quickly. We were only halfway though and, already, things had escalated to hot, heavy petting. I couldn’t decide if we’d given ourselves too much time or not nearly enough.


The alarm went off and we separated. My wife came back to me, now completely naked. The only thing she had left was her glasses. It seemed kind of funny that she’d kept them.


But there was nothing silly about my sexy, naked wife. Thick, dark curls of pubic hair neatly covered the engorged lips of her little pussy. There were more red spots on her neck and breasts. Her little cherry nipples looked like they’d been given a good working over. Emily had always been indifferent about nipple play, but that clearly hadn’t stopped Jack and Mike from giving it a try.


I looked behind my wife and saw that Jack was also completely naked. His dick, slightly shorter than mine and a good bit thinner, stood out straight from a nest of silvery pubes. That meant that my Emily had been the one to strip him. Something about that, on top of everything else, made me lurch a little.


Mike, also, was now down to nothing. As Cassie (and Emily) had hinted before, Mike’s dick seemed epically long, but was quite skinny. It made me think about an oil dipstick. Or a rapier. It was an exaggeration, of course. But it still felt accurate.


In one round, I’d gone from least dressed to most, now being the only one wearing any clothing at all. My boxers, so revealing before, suddenly felt like a silly amount of clothes to be wearing.


“Two more rounds to go!” Cassie announced.


Emily didn’t even bother with kissing. Instead, she reached out and grabbed my underwear.


“Let me help you with those,” she said, pulling my boxers down to the ground. Reflexively, I stepped out of them. My dick popped free. While I was only medium in length (longer than Jack by a bit and shorter than Mike by a lot), I saw that the girls hadn’t been lying — my member was clearly the thickest of the three. I hadn’t spent a lot of my life comparing cocks, so, honestly, I was a little stunned by my standing.


Emily leaned into me, pressing her petite body to mine. Her hands wrapped around my dick. She didn’t so much stroke as she squeezed me. I felt the tickle of her thick pubic hair tease at the top of my cockhead.


“You going to cum all over Cassie’s big tits?” Emily whispered in my ear. “Or maybe fill up Allison’s cute mouth?”


I was so surprised to hear my wife talking dirty. She didn’t even like to make noise when it was the two of us in the middle of an empty bedroom. Now here we were in front of two other couples, and she was talking like a pornstar. I was more turned on by that than the mental pictures she was drawing for me.


“I want to see it,” Emily continued, unabashed. “I want to watch as you cover those hot blondes in your cum.”


“Jesus, Em,” I said.


“It turns me on so much, just thinking about it,” Emily said, “My hot husband, conquering those two gorgeous girls. Making them beg for his big, thick dick.”


I don’t know if Emily realized what she was also implying. If I was going to do those things to Cassie or Allison, she would share the same with another guy. Mike might cum on her tiny body. She might swallow Jack’s load. Maybe she’d do both. And she seemed excited about the idea of it. Who was this woman who’d shown up on our vacation? Where had she come from and, even scarier, where was she headed?


Cassie’s alarm went off. It felt like so much time had passed, more like hours than minutes. Suddenly, everything seemed to speed up. Like I’d accidentally leaned on the fast forward button of my life.


Cassie dropped to her knees before me. The beautiful blonde looked up, supplicant, with those huge blue eyes. She took my cock into her mouth in one quick slurp. Wrapping her tongue around my dick and cinching her lips tight. She let out a little groan as she did. Rocking back and forth while she cupped my balls.


The room filled with the wet, grunting sounds of sex. Emily was stroking Mike’s skinny dick, looking at it with wonder. Like she was picturing the long thing sliding all the way up inside her. Allison was on her back, thighs in the air. Feet sticking outward. Jack’s silver head was buried between her legs. Both of them bucking and rolling.


But I couldn’t pull my focus from the hot, apex cheerleader who was sucking me off — her tongue so talented. She sucked my dick like it was the greatest treat in the world. Her impossibly pretty face contorted so perfectly around my erection. That little cocksucker’s double chin even sexier for how incongruent it was on her angelic face.


And yet, I also couldn’t look away from everything around me. Emily’s tiny fingers wrapped tight around Mike’s length. Allison’s little breasts trembling as Jack held her, hungrily.


Distantly, I heard Cassie’s alarm go off. I blinked and before I could realize Cassie was gone, I felt a new mouth surround my cock. Allison looked up at me with her deep brown eyes. That brash smirk danced on her lips.


Where Cassie had sucked me off with delight, the athletic blonde went after me with a determined aggression. Like she was going to rip the cum right out of me.


I put my hands in her hair. Felt her cool, strawberry-blonde locks sift through my fingers.


“You’re awesome,” I said, “So beautiful and sexy.”


Allison popped off my dick, smiling so wide it threatened to swallow her face. “Guys, I think I found the talk button!” she cried out.


I rolled my eyes and sighed.


“Stop,” I said.


“Say something else,” Allison continued, “Do a soliloquy or say the pledge of allegiance. Wait, I know, do some Gilbert and Sullivan.”


“Stop!” I said, giving her a little shove on the shoulder. Allison fell back. She pulled me with her.


“I love it,” she said, kissing me hard. I was on top of her. My cock sticking like steel against her warm, wet center. Her strong legs clasped on either side of me. Her little breasts tickling at my chest. “I love that I can make you talk.”


I kissed her back. Nearly dizzy with what we were doing. Distantly, I was aware of Cassie pulling Mike down. Spreading her golden, tan legs around his waist.


Allison’s warmth wrapped around me tighter. We were doing this. It was happening.


I heard a little gasp. Short and high pitched. I recognized the sound immediately. I’d heard it so many times. But always when we were alone together. Emily. My wife.


The spell was broken. I slid back. Separated myself from Allison. Everything went from passionate to unpleasant in a matter of seconds.


“I can’t,” I gasped. “We shouldn’t.”


Allison saw my eyes and quickly nodded. “Guys, this is too far,” she said, loudly. “We need to stop before it… We need to stop.”


The room went silent. Cassie’s alarm tinkled in the distance, long forgotten.


Cassie popped up, pushing Mike aside. “Yes, OK,” she said. She was panting. Her chest flushed. “Let’s end it here.”


Behind Mike and Cassie, I finally saw what was going on with my own wife. Jack was on his back. Emily on top of him. The love of my life was frozen in place. Her hand on Jack’s erect cock. Holding it upward.


Clearly about to impale herself.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 04


“We need to stop,” Allison said. And just like that, everything came to an abrupt, awkward halt.


We’d been playing a game, switching partners and removing clothes. Kissing, rubbing, and sucking. Innocent, in a sense. Then it overflowed, spilling the six of us onto the thinly carpeted floors of the bungalow; entangled and entwined.


I was with Allison, my wife’s tall, athletic best friend. Mike, Allison’s husband, was wrapped around Cassie, the beautiful blonde he’d had a crush on since high school. Cassie’s husband, the silver-haired and silver-tongued Jack, was on his back. My own wife, Emily, was on top of him, her fingers around his cock. The petite brunette stared back at us, clearly about to settle herself onto his erection.


All of us were frozen.


“I just think this is too far,” Allison said, “Also, um, the timer is up.” She smirked as she said that last part.


Actually, I’d been the one who’d ended the action. In that moment, the six of us about to engage in full-on intercourse, I couldn’t help myself. Hearing my wife make intimate contact with another man — despite what I’d done, no matter what Emily had already engaged in — was more than I could take.


But Allison had been the brave one to speak up and stop the whole thing. It was yet another reason I was so enamored of her.


“Yes, we should end it here,” Cassie said, firmly. I’ll be honest, I was kind of surprised she took our side.


But for someone who loved sex games, Cassie was also very adult about it all. She respected boundaries, even the ones that weren’t her own. It was smart, creating a safe space like that, and it’s probably the reason we managed to progress so far already.


“We ought to be, um, heading out to EPCOT, anyway,” Mike said. The look on his face said that even he knew that was a silly statement. Still, I appreciated it.


Emily, however, stayed perched on her knees, gripping Jack’s dick tightly. Like my wife couldn’t bear to let go of the older man’s member. Of what she was about to share with him. Her innocent face — eyes wide, cheeks pink — were a direct contrast to the actions of her body.


Jack gently pushed Emily off him. He pulled her into his arms and gave her a kiss on the forehead. Oddly fatherly, despite the fact that they were both naked. “That was lovely,” he said, lightly stroking her brown hair. It had come out of her usual bun at some point, and seeing it hang past her shoulders was almost as surprising as seeing her naked breasts or her thick bush out in the open.


All of us slowly got up and gathered our clothes. Everything we’d done up to that point had felt so natural. Easy. Almost inevitable. Undoing it all now felt even more awkward in comparison.


“This was fun,” Allison said. She kissed me on the cheek. I heard Mike and Cassie sharing similar sentiments.


“We’re going to go change,” Cassie announced loudly.


She grabbed her husband’s arm and pulled him back to their bedroom. I wasn’t sure if she was taking Jack back to give him a stern talking-to or giving us privacy so we could converse amongst ourselves. Either way, I appreciated it.


Mike and Allison put their clothes in a shared pile and went to get dressed over in the open kitchen. It wasn’t far, but it was enough space to clear for conversation. The two of them began quietly debriefing each other. Little whispered agreements and reassurances. But no sharp words. At least none that I could hear.


Emily raced over to me. She’d gathered her clothes and was holding them tight to her stomach. She was panting, like she’d sprinted over.


“I’m sorry,” she said immediately.


“For what?” I asked.


I wasn’t being coy. I didn’t believe she’d done anything wrong. If anything, I thought I was the guilty one. We’d all been ready to go, and I’d gotten in the way. Here were five perfectly well-adjusted adults who could handle that level of intimacy. Yet my jealousy, silly in retrospect, kept all of us from enjoying each other.


Emily, however, wouldn’t hear of it. “That was too far, I let it get too far,” she said, “This was fun but sex? I mean, actual intercourse? It would be a mistake. We agreed we wouldn’t do that and with good reason.”


“It’s fine,” I said, “I’m not mad if you’re not mad.”


“OK,” Emily said. Her grip on her clothes loosened. Her breathing slowed. She took in the room, almost like seeing it for the first time. As if she’d been so far gone, so completely controlled by her sex drive, that she’d lost consciousness.


“Did you have fun, at least?” Emily asked, stepping into her panties.


I tried to look serious, but a smile snuck onto my face.


“My husband pulling down two hotties,” Emily said, she shook her head in wonder. “That’s pretty awesome.”


“I don’t know about pulling down,” I said. Emily rolled her eyes at me. “But yes, it was fun. You?”


“Yeah, it was pretty awesome,” Emily said, the look on her face getting dreamy.


“Did you…?”


“No,” Emily said, “I got close with the, um. With the oral. Did you?”


I gestured around, showing that there was no evidence of any ejaculation. Emily acknowledged me, sheepishly.


“I’m glad we’re doing this,” Emily said, “All of it has been amazing, and I know it sounds strange, but I love sharing it with you. But I’m also glad we stopped when we did. I love you, Paul. I don’t want to stop this, but I’m terrified of going too far.”


I gave my wife a questioning look. She’d been the one who seemed the most reluctant to let go. But now Emily was acting like it was her that had actually ended things.


“Something about Jack,” Emily said, “He grabs hold of me. Like I’m caught up in this wave and suddenly I’m ripped out to sea. I can’t see the shore and I’m just… Gone.”


I thought about what she said. Was she asking me to step in; to get in the way? What she was describing seemed to cross the line of what I’d consider consent.


“Nothing like that, no,” Emily said, touching my arm. “It’s scary, but I think that’s part of the attraction. I can’t get enough of it. Do you feel that way with Allison?”


I looked over at the tall, athletic blonde. She was still talking to her husband, both of them smiling and teasing. They seemed to adapt to all this so easily. Part me wished we could be more like them and take it in stride. Another part was very glad that we couldn’t.


But did I feel swept up by Allison? To continue Emily’s metaphor, if Jack was a tsunami, Allison felt more like the hot tub we’d been in on the first day. Warm and welcoming. Comfortable. Yes, she could be commanding, aggressive, in a way that was unlike any I’d ever experienced. But Emily talked about Jack like she was afraid of his power over her. And I never felt anything like that with Allison. But there was something intoxicating about our easy comfort, too. Different, but no less dangerous.


Allison must have sensed my stare because she came over to us. She was pulling on her tank top, the finishing touch in getting fully dressed.


“You two, OK?” Allison asked, looking at both of us warmly.


With my own burgeoning relationship with Allison, and Emily off with Jack, it was easy to forget that it was actually the two women who were best friends. I wouldn’t even know Allison, be on this vacation, if it wasn’t for the fact that her and my wife got along so well.


I imagined it must be hard for Allison, torn between supporting her friend and sexing up her new lover. Especially when you considered that her own husband was off chasing a third person, as well. But then, you could setup that scenario for all of us in some form, right? Everything was inherently awkward if you provided the correct context. Yet I couldn’t help but wonder who Allison was really worried about.


“We’re fine,” Emily answered for both of us, “Though still a little, um, worked up. From before.”


“I know what you mean,” Allison said, smiling wryly. “I thought that game was supposed to help take the edge off, not take it to a whole new level.”


“What’s wrong with my game?” Cassie asked, stepping out of the bedroom. She was wearing a little jade-colored dress that hung to about her knees and bared her shoulders and her back. A wide grin split her face. Man, that woman was never not cheerful. In the few days I’d known her, I’d went from intrigued by her bubbly mood, to being annoyed by it, to being kind of amazed.


“Your game was great,” Allison said, “Except maybe the ending.”


“What do you mean?” Cassie said. She tilted her head. “I think it’s good that we stopped before things went too far.”


“No, definitely,” Emily said, “I think we’re all feeling a little antsy, though.”


“On edge,” Allison said.


“Fucking horny,” Mike yelled from over by the kitchen. “I can’t even put my shorts on I’m so damned… Anyway.”


Cassie nodded, knowingly. She called back to him “With that extra-long dick of yours, I can imagine that being a problem.” It was weird to hear her talk so casually about penises in public. But even weirder was, I was starting to be accustomed to it. Like a lot of the crazy crap we’d gotten up to already. “But a little edge isn’t so bad. It will give us something to look forward to for later tonight.”


“The fireworks after the fireworks,” Allison said, raising her eyebrows alluringly.


“My kind of show,” Mike said, now fully dressed, and walking over and standing next to his wife.


“But keeping some limits in place,” Allison said, looking pointedly my way.


“For sure,” Cassie said, “You’d be surprised, but knowing where the boundaries are actually makes it all hotter. We don’t have to worry about upsetting anyone so you can really let loose.”


Jack came out of the bedroom, back in his standard Hawaiian shirt and jeans. He walked up and put his arm around Cassie, kissing her cheek. Emily had been holding my hand, and I felt her nails dig into my palms. I glanced over at her, and she gave me a smile. But it didn’t go up to her eyes.


“Does anyone want a snack before we go?” Cassie asked, as we headed towards the hallway.


“No, I want to save room for more EPCOT food,” Mike said.


“Ooh, I am in love with all the self-control in this room,” Cassie said, clapping her hands lightly. “It bodes well for later.” She turned around and gave us an over-the-top wink, like we didn’t already get what she was getting at.


We stumbled out of the bungalow, no doubt looking like we’d done the very thing we’d stopped ourselves from. All of us were dressed, but our clothes were all wrinkled and askew. Even Jack’s hair looked slightly mussed. Man, I thought, if Mickey ever finds out about any of this, he’s going to dump our bodies in the Okeechobee.


We started making our way back to the monorail, hiking up the now-familiar paths. As we went, we naturally split into little couplings. Unlike usual, or even our usual unusual, we found ourselves in a totally new set of pairs.


Cassie grabbed Emily’s arm and started talking to her, animatedly, about something I couldn’t catch. Meanwhile Jack asked Allison about her job. Apparently, his daughter also wanted to get into pharmaceutical sales. To be honest, with everything going on, I’d forgotten all about Jack’s family. I wondered what his kids were up to. It was another unusual thing amongst all the other oddities we’d encountered.


With everyone else matched, that left me to walk with Mike. The tall, blond man gave me a serious look and squeezed my shoulder, warmly.


“Hey, we’re OK, right?” he asked.


I tilted my head up at him, confused.


“With everything that’s happening, I just want to make sure we’re cool,” he continued, “This is fun and all but not if it messes up our friendship.”


I was taken aback. With how Mike had pursued Cassie this whole time, I couldn’t imagine he was worried about something so trivial as my feelings. To be honest, I wasn’t even sure Mike and I had a friendship in the first place. It had always been more of an ‘our wives are friends’ man-date thing. But here he was, checking in on me. It was sweet, and it made me see Mike in a different light.


“Like, what’s happening with you and Allie?” Mike said, “I want you to know, I’m good with it. Not good with it. But you know. I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable about what’s happening. It’s fine. And Emily? Your wife is awesome. I mean, not in a… Look, I’m not trying to…”


“It’s OK,” I said, “Allison is also awesome.”


“I know, right?” Mike said with a leer. But then he turned serious. “Look, I know you’re not much of a ‘words’ guy and I respect that. But it makes you hard to read. I feel like stuff kind of got out of hand back there and I don’t want hard feelings. If you’re upset, I hope you’d tell me. I’d stop it in a second, I swear I would.”


I believed him. Maybe we weren’t friends before this trip, but I could see the way forward now. Who knew that fondling each other’s wives was the way to find a real connection.


“No hard feelings,” I said.


“OK, good,” Mike said, “Really good.” He slapped my shoulder again. I almost didn’t mind it.


As we walked past the longhouse where our actual hotel room was (rather than the place where’d been working each other over) I noticed Mike was limping a little. I looked at him, questioningly.


“My nuts are fucking killing me,” he said, then laughed. Like he couldn’t believe he’d said it, either. “All this build up with no release. My balls are so blue, they could appear in the fireworks show tonight.”


I wasn’t going to talk about it that way, but I wasn’t exactly comfortable either. Despite all the time that had passed, my dick wasn’t going down, and my balls were aching along with it. Much as I was glad that I’d stopped things before, I was kind of hating myself for it at the same time.


“I know the girls are feeling the same,” Mike said. “I swear, Cassie fucking Summers. That woman is going to be the death of us all.”


*


That morning, when we’d gone to EPCOT, Allison had predicted that the front of the park would be empty by the evening. Sure enough, as we went through the gates once again, the area was almost empty. There were plenty of people in the park, but the majority had migrated towards the back. We raced around like gleeful children, pinballing from ride to ride, the only waits being the time it took to walk from one experience to the next.


On the monorail ride over, Cassie, clearly trying to be diplomatic, had declared that ‘date day’ was now over and we were free to return to our regularly scheduled relationships. Now that we were at EPCOT however, that didn’t exactly happen. And so, we ended up recombining in all sorts of unexpected ways.


We rushed up the ramp to Spaceship: Earth (I couldn’t stop thinking of it as the giant golf ball). The cars were set up in fours, with two groups of two, and somehow Cassie and I ended up designing our future together while Emily worked with Allison. The beautiful blonde and I ended up going on vacation in space, for what it’s worth.


After that, we hurried over to The Land and got on Soarin’. This ride was one long row, so I sat with Emily and Allison on either side of me, each of us squeezing each other’s hands as we slowly lifted off the floor. Emily squealed as we rushed over Mount Everest. I didn’t want to say it, but I recognized that sound, intimately. And now the rest of our row did, too.


Allison then insisted we get on Living with the Land, a slow boat ride through a green house. We split into two groups of three this time, and for some reason we agreed it should break boys and girls. So, I learned about growing squash while squished between Mike and Jack. That was less exciting.


When we got off the boat, Allison marched us right across the park towards Test Track. When we were about halfway there, Cassie reached out and grabbed Allison’s arm.


“Can we slow down for a second?” the beautiful blonde asked. She was panting hard. This was a woman who was in pretty darn good shape and even she couldn’t keep up with amazing, athletic Allison. “I need a breather.”


“Listen, when it comes to sex stuff, you’re in charge,” Allison said, “But Disney is my domain. Got it?”


Cassie gulped and nodded her agreement.


When we got to the ride, however, for the first time that evening, we saw there was a line. But it was only thirty minutes, and after all that racing around, I think we were all glad for the break. Even if we kept that a secret from our tireless leader.


Emily, however, opted out entirely. “I’m not doing coasters today,” she said, “On top of everything else.”


I was about to tell her I’d wait with her, but she stopped me before I could start.


“I’m going to feel guilty if I keep you from having fun all the time,” Emily said, “Seriously, all of you go or I’m telling housekeeping where the stains on the bungalow floor really came from.”


That was enough to shut us up, and so we found a bench for Emily to sit on and wait.


“You sure you don’t want company?” Jack asked, but to my astonishment, my wife even turned him down.


“I’ll be fine,” Emily said, “I’m a big girl. Maybe I’ll do one of the other rides in the meantime.”


“Fine, but don’t do Mission to Mars,” Allison said, “They spin you superfast to simulate G-forces and if you can’t handle Slinky, that ride will rip your head right off. Even I can’t do it.”


Emily nodded at her friend, seriously. Again, I felt a warmth of emotion flood me about our friend. The athletic blonde woman cared about my wife, and it meant the world to me.


So, Allison and I ended up building a car while Jack, Mike and Cassie went in on theirs. Allison tried to make it a competition, of course. But Cassie was so bubbly and chill, she was impossible to rile up.


“I hate her,” Allison said in a private moment, the other three over at another kiosk and away from us. “I truly do.”


I looked over at Allison, shocked. To this point, she had managed to be mostly diplomatic about everything. Her anger seemed to come out of nowhere.


“And you know what’s the worst thing? The absolute worst?” Allison asked me. I shook my head. “I think that I’m starting to like her.”


She grinned at me, tightly, then burst into a spluttering laugh. I reached down to the screen where we were building our car and squeezed Allison’s hand, warmly. She roughly pushed me away.


“Don’t screw up my build,” she said, snarling.


After we did the ride and Allison ‘won’ (she declared us the winner, I have no idea what actual metrics she used and no one was going to argue with her), we walked back out into EPCOT proper. The sky was quickly darkening, and a bright orange/purple hue glowed hot out of the west. The park lit up for early evening, lovely.


We found Emily right where we’d left her on the bench. I noticed an empty cup of alcohol next to her.


“I met Baymax,” she said, “The big, white robot guy. He was nice. Then I found more food booths down the way.”


“I can see that,” Cassie said, grinning.


“How many drinky-drinks are we up to now?” Allison asked.


“Just the one,” Emily said, but her response was so defensive I started to wonder.


We gathered up my wife and walked back to the center of the park. We passed a few high, dark walls on the way, clearly marked as a place where they were building a new attraction.


“It feels like there’s construction going on everywhere,” Emily commented, as we walked past.


“Disney,” Allison said, as if that one word explained it all. “It’d take a real disaster to slow this place down.”


*


We’d done all the rides we wanted to do, and our stomachs were all complaining about the lack of attention. So, we headed back to World Showcase and the Food and Wine Festival. Since we’d gone toward Canada in the morning, this time, we turned to the left and walked up to Mexico. Again, however, we made a fatal mistake.


Allison pulled us inside the Aztec pyramid saying it was one of her favorite places in all the parks. Inside, the building was set up like a small Mexican town in the early evening, with a slowly smoking volcano at the back. The atmosphere was quite nice, and I could see why Allison enjoyed it.




The problem, however, was the tequila bar that was off to one side.


“I could go for a margarita,” Cassie said.


“The drinks are pretty amazing here,” Mike said.


“We need to be careful,” Allison said, remembering how sloppy we’d gotten that afternoon.


“I think we’ll be OK,” Emily said.


And so, we were all agreed. Cassie and Allison went into the bar (it was crowded enough that we didn’t all want to go in) and brought back drinks for all of us. I had a blood orange margarita, and it was amazing. Sweet and acidic with spicy hot salt on the rim. I had to make myself sip it slowly, all of us leaning against the large concrete fountain in the back of the room.


But I could taste how much alcohol was in the drink. And we’d only stopped for one small plate of shrimps and grits before we got to Mexico. So, when I stepped off the fountain, having finished my drink, I felt the world spin in that oh-so familiar way.


I shared a knowing look with Allison. Here we go again.


We left Mexico feeling plenty high. However, Norway was next and rather than getting more alcohol, we got on a ride. Allison had gotten us FastPasses for Frozen, so we climbed onto the longboat and journeyed off to Arendelle. We were able to sit in threes: Emily sat with me and Allison while Jack, Cassie, and Mike went behind us. I have to admit, it was a very strange experience for Olaf to serenade me while I was drunk.


Once we got off the ride, however, it was back to our usual habits. We walked to China and got more snacks and wine. The combination of the alcohol, and how we’d all left ourselves on edge, was turning into an ever-more dangerous combination.


The further we went, the more playful and flirty we became — groping and grinding on each other whenever the opportunity arose. The Cassie and Mike Make Out Show continued without commercial interruption. Jack and Emily walked arm in arm, with his one hand permanently attached to her cute, little butt.


Meanwhile, Allison got surprisingly touchy feely, initiating make out sessions in both Norway and China. But once we got to Germany, she gave up on all propriety and grabbed for my cock when we were standing by the model train set. I jumped so high, I scared an egret into the air.


I practically growled at her after that.


“Come on, Germany is like, the land of romance,” Allison said, “I can’t help but get horny when I hear oompah music.” She giggled at her own joke.


I responded with a glare. I was not going to let her do something dumb here in Disney.


Only if you talk to me,” Allison said, petulant.


“Fine,” I said, “If you don’t stop grabbing me, we’re going to get in trouble with your friend Mr. Mickey.”


Allison responded with the strangest combination of successful cry and mournful pout I’d ever heard.


We walked to the far side, and settled into a bench, facing the lake. The other two couples joined us, bringing sausages and beer (of course). That only compounded the issue, but none of us cared.


We stared out at the water, all of us acting way more affectionate than we probably should have in a public place. We weren’t sloshed. No one was epically smashed. But all of us were over the limit and there was no relief in sight. Fortunately, the end of the evening was fast approaching.


After a little time to sober up, Allison got up and bought us little caramel squares from the nearby candy store. They were soft and sweet, rich and almost intoxicating.


The lights around us slowly darkened. The music became more and more upbeat as the park built towards the big fireworks show. Crowds of people shuffled in around us to sit and wait around the lake.


As the loud, boppy music played, Emily got up and swayed and back and forth. I don’t know what it was, but something grabbed me. I stood up, took my wife’s hands and began to dance with her. Just a little back and forth. Nothing fancy.


A moment later, the other two couples joined us. All six started kicking out our feet, swinging our arms. Like we were all on the dance floor at a wedding.


Caught up in the energy of it all, I spun Emily around and dipped her.


“Smooth moves, Paul!” Cassie cried out, and I could hear the wonder in her voice.


I swung Emily on my arm, and she hooked on to Jack. Cassie caught with Mike, and I joined Allison. We switched partners so easily, now, it seemed like we hardly noticed anymore.


No surprise, Jack suavely steered Emily like they were in a ballroom. And Mike and Cassie mostly switched to making out rather than dancing. Allison and I did OK, too, though she kept trying to lead.


We were so caught up in the energy of it, we didn’t notice at first that the sky had lit up with fireworks. Explosions of color and sound. We slowed and stood there, entranced by the spectacle.


Allison held my hand throughout the show. I saw my own wife leaning into Jack’s chest. Mike and Cassie even stopped kissing. It really was something special.


When the fireworks ended, the park lit back up. Lamps spaced every few feet around the lake glowed bright, leading us out to the exit. For most people, it was the big finale after a long day. For us, things were only starting to ramp up.


At first, though, the crowds were heavy in both directions. So, we stood by the lake and waited for the traffic to pass. Allison put her arm around my shoulders. I wasn’t sure if it was for balance or affection. Maybe both.


“I can’t wait to get back,” Cassie said with a sigh, “My feet need a rest.”


“I need to get laid!” Emily said, a bit too loudly.


We all shushed her. Jack actually covered her mouth with his hand. Allison started giggling hysterically. Oh boy.


“I’m so fucking horny,” Emily said, through Jack’s fingers, clearly not listening to any of us.


I wish I could say I was shocked by my shy wife saying all those things, but at this point I’d learned to expect it. Something about Disney set her off — I can’t explain it.


“I hear you, Em,” Cassie said, holding back her own attack of giggles. “Just be quieter about it, OK?”


“Drunk girls,” Mike said. He was rolling back and forth slightly, like he was standing on a ship. “I fucking love drunk girls.”


“I think we need to get everyone back home,” Jack said. He shot me a rueful smile. I guess he’d figured out that the two of us were the soberest of the group.


I nodded my agreement.


The crowds started to clear, so Jack propped Emily up under his arm. He reached over to do the same for his wife, but Cassie stepped out of his reach.


“I’m OK, babe,” Cassie said, “Only a little high.”


Jack shook his head, but he let his wife lead Mike on her own. Allison kept her arm on my shoulder, and I did my best to steer the tall woman as we walked back towards the exit.


Waiting for the crowd to pass had been a good call. The way the park was lit made everything seem romantic and lovely. Now that EPCOT had mostly emptied, it was a joy to stroll through. I felt like I could spend hours circling around, enjoying every detail.


Unfortunately, the only thing my drunk friends were good for at this point was weaving their way back to the hotel. We passed a guy pushing his twin girls in a stroller. Cassie nearly stumbled into him before Mike pulled her back.


“Sorry!” she called out.


The man shook his head and muttered under his breath, “Every Person Comes Out Trashed.” He counted the acronym off on his fingers, then pushed his stroller ahead with purpose.


*


The six of us tumbled into the monorail in a drunken jumble. As the train rushed off, we slowly reorganized ourselves into something that made sense on the benches. Still, it was immediately obvious where everyone’s mind was, and it wasn’t on sleeping it off.


The build-up of it all was more than we could bear. We’d left the Poly that afternoon already on edge and time had done nothing to dull that. Then the alcohol. The playful flirting at the park. All of us were under no illusions about our lack of control. So, instead, we surrendered to it.


Emily and Jack started making out loudly on the bench across from me. My wife wrapped her arms around the older man’s neck, her legs around his waist. Like he was the one solid object in a stormy sea. Jack lovingly stroked my wife’s brown hair while he kissed her, like soothing a sorrowful child.


Mike and Cassie, sitting next to me, had never truly stopped kissing after Mexico, so they continued on as before. Mike pulled the beautiful blonde woman onto his lap and the two of them embraced. He slid his hand down and cupped Cassie’s bottom. She rested her hand on his chest. The two of them rubbed their crotches against each other. It seemed like the only thing keeping them from actual intercourse was their clothes.


“We’re going to get in so much trouble,” Allison said, eyeing her husband.


But then she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. Strange how kissing a woman who was not my wife was becoming so familiar. The strength of her arms surrounding me. The passion and warmth of her affections. I let my hand wander to her side. Allison’s core was so strong and perfect, it was like holding a statue, but with the warmth and allure of a woman.


The monorail stopped at the main building for our resort. We broke apart long enough to get out of the car. All of us hanging on to our respective companions like we were practicing being seeing eye dogs for each other.


There was no doubt about where we were headed. Jack and Emily walked straight back towards the bungalow. We marched after them as if we had no other choice.


The six of us broke through the front door, wrapped around each other. Kissing and caressing like crazy. There was no thought of going back to our supposed spouses. We’d chosen our partners well before the dance had ever begun.


As soon as Cassie stepped into the hallway, Mike shoved her against the wall like he wanted to smash her through the boards. I only saw it out of the corner of my eye, however, because Allison practically tackled me onto the tile floor. I bounced against the ground, hard, but the athletic woman only responded by piling on top of me, like pulling off a naughty, wrestling finishing move — The People’s Pussy or The Stone Snatch Stunner. Something like that.


I only had a moment’s reprieve to glance up. Emily was wrapped around Jack like an amorous octopus. He carried my wife towards the bedroom door, but she grabbed the frame, holding them back.


“No,” Emily gasped between hungry kisses. “Together.”


Cassie broke from Mike long enough to respond. “Oooh, kinky. I really like this girl.”


Jack relented, hitching Emily’s thighs around his waist and carrying her over to the living room couch. He dumped her, unceremoniously, onto the cushions. She pulled him in for a kiss.


Mike, inspired, dug his hands under Cassie’s bottom and lifted her up. It was far less elegant, however, and the two of them ended up stumbling into the dining area like a shambling monster. The beautiful blonde giggled the whole way, then dropped to her knees to undo Mike’s belt.


“I guess we should join them,” Allison said. I responded with a shrug. It didn’t matter whether she smothered me right there or in some other room. As long as she didn’t stop.


The athletic blonde’s hair was wild. The look in her deep brown eyes driven with desire. She looked so sexy to me. So strikingly gorgeous. I felt a want for her, a need, that went beyond rationality. Deep in the lizard part of my brain.


Allison grinned at me, fierce, then lifted me up. Like she was doing a deadlift, she scooped me off the ground and fireman-carried me into the living room before gently placing me on the carpet. It was one of the most arousing things I’d ever experienced.


The six of us raced forward. All those little steps we’d been so afraid of before — kissing, nudity, touching each other’s bodies — we blew right past them. The barriers broken down. We hadn’t avoided the cliff at all. If anything, we’d only given ourselves time to ramp up our engines. Making it all the easier now to go careening over the edge.


Allison climbed over me, making sure to plant her crotch on mine. She sat up and tore her tank top off over her head.


“No more games,” she said. And that was the most telling statement of all. If Allison didn’t want to play, things were truly serious.


I looked over and found Jack had already pulled my wife’s shorts down to her ankles. His silver head was buried in her slit. Emily’s body arched in response. She was making tight, strangled noises. Gasping, like Jack was sucking the air out of her lungs through her pussy.


Mike’s pants were also pooled at his feet. He was leaning back against the dining room table. Cassie had fished his dick out of his fly and fully swallowed him up. The hot blonde sucked lewdly at his cock, loudly slurping. Mike groaned with every lick.


Allison reached down and took my shorts and boxers off in one go. My dick popped free. She, too, took me into her mouth with one wet gulp. It was like slipping into heaven. The athletic blonde sucked me off the way she did everything — driven to be the best. If there was an international blowjob league (the MLF?), I had no doubt that Allison would be an all-star on the championship squad.


I heard more wet slurping to my left and looked over. Emily was now sitting up on the couch. Her t-shirt was bunched up around her neck. Otherwise, she was completely naked. My wife’s lips were wrapped, lewdly, around Jack’s dick. He stood over her. Fingers tight around her skull. He pushed his dick back and forth into Emily’s mouth. I couldn’t help but be turned on by the way her innocent face contorted around his cock.


Emily had always been a contradiction in bed. She was soft, yes, in that she liked quiet, gentle lovemaking. Slow and affectionate. But it would be wrong to describe her as submissive — she had hard rules about what she was willing to do. Lines that she wouldn’t consider, let alone cross. None of that was on display here.


My wife was being used by another man for his pleasure and she seemed to be reveling in it. Her gasps for air were only broken up by her groans of lust.


As if they’d choreographed it, Mike and Cassie were also now engaged in the opposite oral pleasures. The beautiful blonde was perched on the tabletop with Mike’s face stuffed between her tan thighs. She held onto his head like she was afraid she would fall off, squeezing him tightly for dear life. Her cheeks red. Eyes squeezed shut.


The whole time, she encouraged him. A cheerleader to the last. “That’s it. You’re doing it so good. Like that. Fuck yes. Little faster. Come on baby, get me there.”


Allison’s efforts brought me back to her. Her tongue, her lips, even her teeth — she used them all to drive me towards pleasure. If anything, she was too good. I put my hands on her head to slow her down. Allison looked up at me, confused. Concern flashed in her deep, brown eyes.


“Don’t want to go too quickly,” I said.


“Don’t worry about that,” Allison said, “We’re going to win this thing.”


Win?


I didn’t have time to ask what that meant because Allison went right back to my cock with abandon. My warning seemed to have only inspired her more. Everything around us — the sounds and smells — Allison’s own desire and drive, all of it conspired to bring me to an end.


I felt the precipice arrive, but Allison drove me past it so hard, I didn’t even realize we’d reached the end till she made a little choking noise and slowed.


The orgasm slapped me so hard it nearly hurt. My cock convulsed as I poured my pleasure into Allison’s waiting mouth. She gulped it all greedily. My spend seeped out of the corner of her mouth and she licked it right back up. Smiling hungrily the whole time.


“That’s one,” she whispered, crawling close to me.


I rolled her onto her back and began kissing her — lips, cheeks, and neck. Trailing affections down to her chest. Lying back like this, the athletic woman was practically flat chested. I found a little pink nubbin and suckled. I felt Allison respond beneath me.


“Oh fuck!” the words escaped her lips. She entwined her fingers behind my head. Eventually, I got her to let go and kissed lower, down to her stomach.


Somehow, Allison had managed to keep her shorts on. That was a problem I needed to rectify immediately. I pulled them down, making sure to catch her panties, as well. Her hairless pussy stared back at me. Her outer lips swollen, exposing her inner treasures. I pressed my lips to her sex and licked upward, from bottom to top.


Allison’s thighs snapped around my head. It was like being held in a vice. I must have gasped because she dropped her legs back to the ground.


“Sorry,” she said. It was odd to see Allison bashful. Extremely erotic to witness, as well.


I put my mouth back to her pussy, tasting and teasing. Again, she let her legs wrap around me, but I could tell she was trying to hold herself back.


I was so focused on giving Allison what I’d already received, that I missed it at first. The athletic woman’s responses slowed. At first, I worried that I’d done something wrong. Then I noticed it: the whole room had suddenly gone silent. No groans or slurps. No cries of pleasure or moans of ecstasy.


I pulled my head up, face sticky with Allison’s essence, and looked over to the dining room. Cassie was still on the table, stripped completely naked. Her golden hair cascaded over her large breasts. She had her tan hips wrapped around Mike’s waist. Her thin, feminine fingers held his dick, steering it toward her center.


But the both of them were frozen in place; trapped in mid motion the same as Allison. They were staring in the other direction, right past me.


I flopped my head the other way. My petite, innocent wife was now bent over the armrest of the couch. Her pointed breasts were smooshed into the furniture. Her head cocked upwards, staring straight out. Her pretty face was blank.


Behind her, with the patience of a master, Jack steered his cock towards my wife’s gaping pussy. That was what had stopped everything. This exact spot where we’d turned back from the abyss. Now, we’d arrived right back there. Each of us waiting for it, that moment when everything would topple forward, tumbling us all into oblivion.


Allison caught my eye, anticipating my complaint. We had agreed, hours ago, that this was all too far. Emily had said it herself. But it was happening all over again. And, oddly, it didn’t bother me like before.


I felt that familiar twist in my stomach, but now I welcomed it. I saw the look on my wife’s face as she was finally, fully shared with another man, and all I could do was wait for it with the same anticipation as the rest of the room.


Jack aimed his dick at Emily’s open nether lips. Her most private area presented up to him in complete submission to his pleasure. The older man slowly slid forward. I swear, I could see my wife’s pussy part to allow him entry.


“Ohhhh… uhhhn… Go slow,” Emily gasped out.


Jack kept his steady pace. Emily instinctively trying to move away from him, but there was no escape. He had her impaled on his penis, pressed hard into the furniture. The progress inexorable as he filled my wife, inch by unstoppable inch.


“Uhn. Oh. Oh fuck,” Emily said. Her mouth hung open. Eyes just as wide. For the first time in her life, my adorable wife was feeling another man fill her. Her face contorted in shock, fear, and bliss.


Jack’s balls nestled against Emily’s prone body. He sighed, now fully ensconced in her. Emily’s head dropped low, resting on the couch. Her chest rising and falling hard, like she was hyperventilating.


With Emily’s penetration complete, the room sped back into action.


Cassie hissed like a tea kettle as Mike forced his long, thin dick inside her. He got about a quarter of the way in, drew back, then pushed again. On the third go, he managed to complete the circuit. Cassie’s face cinched, somewhere between pleasure and pain. Seeing that beautiful woman be taken so completely, it was amazing.




Allison pulled me up from between her legs, gently. She was so tall, it was like being brought up a ladder. Climbing a tree. I was happy to ascend those heights. Being with Allison was different than what I’d ever experienced. There was so much more of her, and I couldn’t help but be overwhelmed by it.


The athletic blonde kissed me and reached right for my dick. Of course, she found it achingly, incredibly hard. She gave me a wicked grin.


“Figured he’d be ready for more,” she said, flipping me onto my back.


Allison held up my cock like she was displaying a fish she’d caught. She glanced down at it in wonder.


“Fuck that’s thick,” she said. She dandled it in her hands a little, like it was a candle she was thinking about purchasing.


Allison sat up slightly, aiming herself at my cock. She wiggled her hips, sexily, before settling down. Her body slowly spread around my hardness. Her lips pursed. Eyes focused.


“Oh FUCK. That’s THICK!” she said, as she speared herself.


“You’ve got this, girl!” Cassie cheered, “Take it all.”


“Oh… uhn. Ah!” Emily said. Whatever words she wanted to say were muffled by the couch.


“Come on, Paul, do it! Stuff that pussy!” Mike said. I glanced over, stunned. After all it was his wife that I was filling. Instead, he grinned and gave me a thumb’s up.


I was curious how Allison would react to that, but she was too focused on filling herself to notice her husband’s encouragement. Or anything, really. She lifted herself up, then settled back down. Seeing her incredible body shift to accept my shaft was something unexpectedly wonderful.


“Fuck,” she said, as I felt her bottom finally kiss my balls. “Give me a sec. Her pussy twitched, like it was testing at my dick. Feeling its way around, slowly getting used to this new invader.


Allison leaned forward and kissed me. She started to drag her body back and forth. I felt her pussy lips spread against my pubis and I could tell she was using it to stimulate her clit.


“Not used to being, uhn, filled like this,” Allison said, “Stretched. Kinda hurts. Feels fucking awesome.”


I could only nod my agreement. Allison’s pussy squeezed me at every centimeter, from the ridge of my cockhead to the root. She wasn’t even humping, not in a way that would lead me to release. She rocked against me slightly, ramping herself up.


“Fuck this feels good,” Allison said.


Her hand was on my chest, and I could see the little gold representation of her vows to another man, winking at me through my dark chest hair. My own circlet shone bright against the pink of her distended nipple. I tweaked the sensitive flesh and Allison stiffened.


A long, low, animal sound ripped out of her. Like nothing I’d ever heard. A growl mixed with a groan, punctuated be a squeak. Allison’s head dropped. Her light blonde hair tickled against my chest. She held stiff. Nails digging into my stomach.


When she looked back up, she was laughing.


“Nipplegasm,” she said, “Nice!”


I half expected her to offer me a fist bump. Instead, she started slowly sliding on my dick again.


The dining room table squeaked in protest as Mike railed into Cassie. His long, thin dick drove back and forth like he was trying to saw her in half. She held onto him, as before, like her life depended on it. Head completely buried in his chest, body sliding back and forth with every thrust.


She whispered in his ear. “Oh yes. Yeah. You’ve got this. Got me. Oh! So big. That’s it.”


Mike streamed out his own counterpoint. “Cassie. Summers. Oh God. Can’t believe. Fucking. I’m fucking Cassie. Oh my God you’re so fucking beautiful.”


If the blonde woman heard him, if the words even reached her ears, she made no notice.


I don’t know why I kept looking at Cassie and Mike first. I think seeing my wife supplicant to someone else was both too awful and incredible at the same time. As if I was savoring the sorrow of it.


SLAP!


That got my attention. Jack’s hand had popped against my wife’s backside. Her tiny cheek was pink where he’d clapped her. My wife groaned, hands gripping the cushions for dear life. Her eyes went big as spotlights. Her mouth fell open with a wail.


“Oh. FUCK!”


“You like that, little girl?” Jack asked. He gripped her ass tight, steering her back and forth on his cock.


“Yuh… Yes. Oh fuck. So good. Don’t stop. Oh pleeeease.”


The sounds of my wife’s pleasure were so familiar, her little mewls and gasps. It was odd to hear her make them without me. And, at the same time, this whole other side of her was coming out, too. Emily didn’t talk dirty. Yet here she was, rambling to Jack like she did it all the time.


It was like seeing a movie I knew so well, but the actors were playing different parts. And the plot kept shifting. All of it exactly as it should be yet completely changed.


“That’s my girl,” Jack said, “Give me that married pussy. All of it. Give it up.”


As if hearing his command, Emily’s body went taut. Her face shifted into a silent scream. She tried to reach back, to hold Jack in place, but he didn’t pause. Another concussive blast ripped through my innocent wife. A third.


“Ah…AHHHHHH!!!!! Ohhhhhhhh.” Emily let out a long, sorrowful moan. Like the disconsolate howl of a lonely wolf.


Finally, her head drooped, and she fell limp. Surrendering to the uncompromising pleasure. Yielding to the inevitable loss of control as the ecstasy overwhelmed her. Like every wall she’d ever built inside herself was broken down by a deluge of dopamine.


“That’s a good girl,” Jack said, stroking her flank. “I knew you had it in you.”


“Uh… Uh huh… Oh,” Emily said, enduring the aftershocks of her orgasm.


Jack stayed his pace, controlling her body. Like fucking a ragdoll. Shivers raced through Emily. Arm twitching. Leg kicking. Like tiny seizures leaping from muscle to muscle.


“Yeah! Keep it cumming, girl!” Cassie shouted out. “Take that cock like a champ!”


I was ripped back to my own body. Watching my wife go off had switched me right on. Where before I’d been fine, now Allison’s pussy felt far too tight. Too good. The sparks of building pleasure raced up my shaft. My face twisted with the strain of reaching my peak while also trying to hold myself back.


I said her name like a strangled prayer. “Allison. Sorry.”


The athletic blonde woman leapt off my cock, but it was already too late. My first spurt fountained outward, splashing my chest. I waited for the look of disappointment to fill her face.


But instead, Allison leaned forward. Grabbed my dick and aimed me so I splashed on her tits, her stomach.


“It’s OK,” Allison said, stroking my hair and smiling at me. “You did so good. Oh yes. Let it all out. You’ve got this.”


It overwhelmed me, the cacophony of our couplings. The sounds of sex surrounding me. The naked bodies all undulating together. Seeing, my wife with another man. Hearing Cassie’s little cries. Allison’s chest covered in my cum. All of it roiling together in the syrup of sickly-sweet bliss. My world squeezed down to a pinprick.


The next thing I was aware of was something warm and wet on my cock and balls. I sat up on my elbows and saw Allison, her brown eyes sparkling playful. She’d sucked me up entirely — cockhead, shaft, even my scrotum. All of it in her mouth like she was keeping it safe from a nearby predator.


Around us, nothing had changed. What felt like hours had been minutes. Seconds. Cassie was slithering her backside back and forth to meet Mike’s thrusts. Emily was tossed over the couch, shaking as another cum crashed through her.


“Come back to me,” Allison said, “You can do it.”


The look on Allison’s face was so caring, I couldn’t see past it. Her expression so affectionate, it knocked me back. She ran her tongue over my meat like it was the most precious thing in the universe.


“Stay with me,” Allison said.


Miraculously, I felt myself stiffen on her warm tongue. My penis filled with blood, slowly forcing its way back out into the open air. Like some weird magic trick, what had once been easily swallowed whole was now too big to fit in Allison’s mouth.


The blonde woman gave me a grin. She held up her pointer and middle finger in something like a peace sign.


“That’s two,” she said, “But I’m not done with you yet. Ready to get back out there?”


Before I could answer, Allison pushed me back and straddled my dick. I wasn’t fully hard, but she slipped me inside and that got me the rest of the way. This time, Allison really did give me a fist bump.


“OK, let’s do this thing,” Allison said.


She started sliding on me. Harder this time. Faster. Long strokes that slipped up and down my shaft with stupendous ecstasy. My dick was so sensitive, the pleasure of it was almost painful.


However, the benefit of my second orgasm of the evening became clear. I wasn’t going to go off again for a while, no matter what Allison did. It gave me a strange boost of confidence. Like I was some kind of miracle man, rather than the dude that had already gone twice while everyone else was yet to finish.


But I also knew I needed to drop off Allison before I made my own final delivery. I doubted I was going to have a fourth go in me. I had to make sure she arrived on time.


I reached up to her tiny, round breast, like before. But she pushed my hand back.


“Too sensitive,” Allison said.


Instead, I let my fingers wander lower, down to her slot. I placed my thumb at the top and rubbed back and forth. She was sopping. Soaking. I swore I could hear the squelching noises as I stroked her clit.


Allison started humping against me faster. She was panting now from her effort. Sweat ran a river through her breasts. Mouth quivering with effort; forming an almost agonized frown. She bit her lower lip so hard, I saw it wet with blood.


“Come on,” Allison said, almost to herself. “Come on, Allison. Do it. You’ve got this. Get there.”


I kept moving on her clit. Feeling her respond. Her pussy got impossibly tighter around my dick. A vice grip so hard it actually hurt.


“Ungh. There. There it is,” Allison said it strained. Like every word was a phenomenal effort. “That’s it. That’s it, Allison. You got… You did it. You got it. That’s my girl. Give it…. Give it UP.”


Again, she dug her nails into my stomach. Her hips hitched. Legs stuttered. The look on her face slowly shifted into a dopey smile. Eyes closed, beatific. She let out another short, animal grunt. “UhhrrrrrrAH!”


Allison fell forward, barely able to hold herself up. She kissed me hard, and I realized we’d truly become a couple. This wasn’t just a fling or a fun moment — we’d connected. This was what it was like, truly, to be loved by Allison. To feel her express every bit of passion through her mouth to mine. It was nearly as sexy as seeing her cum.


She gave me a little grin. Her light, poker-straight hair was everywhere. She was gasping for breath. Giggling in little bits between. Abruptly, a kind of clarity filled her eyes, and she stared right at me. Her face looking as vulnerable as I’d ever seen.


“Talk to me, Paul,” Allison said, “Say something. Please.”


I ran a million things through my mind. The only sentence I could form went out, bypassing whatever logic circuits I had left.


“I want to be on top,” I said.


Allison rolled her eyes at me. “Fine,” she said, slapping my flank.


She let me roll her onto her back. I kissed her lightly on her lips. Her eyelids. I sucked her earlobe into my mouth and felt her suck in her breath.


“See?” I said “Words are stupid. Who needs words?”


“You make a good point,” Allison said, stroking my cheek. “But what I really need right now is cock.”


Well, that was a request I could easily comply with. I reached down with my dick and found Allison’s phenomenal folds. I slipped in easily now, like we’d done this a thousand times. One quick shhhlluuurrp, and I was intimately connected with another man’s wife.


That man, however, was engaged in his own illicit entanglement. And he was starting to get louder.


“I’m doing it! I’m fucking her. I’m fucking Cassie. Cassie. Fucking. Summers!”


Mike moved faster, but his actions were becoming erratic. Cassie now leaned back, looking up at him. Blue eyes wide with wonder. Large tits pinwheeling with each thrust.


“Yes baby!” Cassie said. “Do it! Get there. Come on, baby, give it to me.”


“Oh! I’m going to… FUCK!” Mike cried out.


He ripped his penis out of Cassie, then gave himself three quick jerks. White fluid fountained out, splattering across her chest. Another, no less voluminous, splashed into her again.


Cassie watched him, overwhelmed with affection. She slowly rubbed his cum into her chest. Making little happy gasps each time he gave her more. Mike stumbled back from the table, nearly crashing onto his ass.


Cassie grabbed him before he could fall and pulled him close for a kiss. The two of them reveling in their post-coital bliss.


They were still recovering when the room filled with another loud slap.


Emily cried out. “Oh Jack! Oh fuh… Fuck! Fuck me.”


Jack’s hand rested back on Emily’s ass. He angled it so his thumb was resting right on her little rosebud. My wife rolled her perky butt back and forth, and I couldn’t tell whether she was trying to push him away or force him deeper.


I saw Jack’s knuckle move. He slipped his thumb into my wife’s virgin asshole. Burying it to the base.


Emily let out a little “Oh!” Followed by a long, pained groan. Her body went stiff, I thought in pain. But then she grunted, and I realized it was pleasure. Her butt made a little wiggle, squeezing this new invader, like she was trying to force out the rest of her ecstasy.


“Oh God,” Emily said, “Cum. Please cum. I’m so close. I need it.”


“That’s a girl,” Jack said, soothing like she was a feral animal. A wild horse, now finally broken. “You can do it. Tell me where you want it.”


“In!” Emily cried out. “Inside! Oh God cum inside me. Fill me deep!”


Jack let out a low growl. For the first time, his usual measured pace faltered. He drew back, hitched, then glided forward. Emily started to sob. Beg.


“In me, please in me.”


“There you go, Jack said, “Don’t hold back. Let it all out. Show me what that tight, married pussy can do.”


“Shoot it in me,” Emily said, “Deep inside.”


Jack gave one last, dramatic thrust, then let out a roar.


Emily gasped. Her eyes popped wide. In the recesses of those verdant orbs, I could see the mechanisms of her mind whir as they processed her sudden insemination. The warmth of his sperm as it erupted into her womb. The incomparable feeling of being filled by another man’s fertility.


Suddenly, the gears jiggered and stopped.


“Aaaahhhrrrrrruuuhhhhhggg.” The sound spilled out of her. Deep and primal. A cry of senseless joy and unspeakable sorrow that seeped from somewhere deep in the back of her brain. Triumphant. Mournful. A keening apex that emanated wonder and loss. Enrapturing love and enthralling heartbreak.


Emily froze in place. Her body shaking beyond her control. Finally, she fell limp. Like someone had pulled her plug out.


Jack stepped back, the last few spurts of his satisfaction dripped onto Emily’s buttcrack. My petite wife hung off the side of the couch, like a wrung-out towel that’d been tossed to the side. Drooping and lifeless. She stared outward at all of us — her eyes empty. A bit of drool ran out of her mouth and onto the fabric of the furniture.


This time, though, even my wife’s epic orgasm couldn’t trigger my own. And with the amazing Allison splayed under me, I knew I needed to revel in this for as long as I could. Fortunately, enjoying my time with Allison was as easy as could be.


I thought back to the first time we’d met. Introduced at some work function. She was tall, striking, in a shining, satin, blue dress. There was something enchanting about the look on Allison’s face that night; her easy confidence as she spoke to me. My whole life I’d gone through crowds like dodging bullets. Allison stood in the middle of it all like a superhero — chest out, fists on her hips — eager to absorb whatever came her way.


I remembered the other times we’d been together. Dinners out, watching movies, going on hikes, that one weekend trip to the Poconos. Sure, we were there with our spouses, but still.


I could recognize Allison’s laugh in a crowd (I could also see her strawberry-blonde, bobbing head). That cocky, competitive smirk. The little flirtatious games she’d play.


She was a friend. Attached to my wife. Married to another man. Something untouchable and yet, quite desirable all the same.


Now I was buried to the hilt inside Allison’s most precious place. Her body laid back, long legs splayed, little breasts nearly nonexistent. The look on her face as she saw me driving into her. Hand in my hair. On my backside.


And for a moment, for a split-second, it occurred to me that maybe this wasn’t ‘just for fun.’ Maybe this wasn’t temporary — a small indiscretion saved in memory. We’d trapped ourselves in something that we’d never escape.


Then Allison broke my concentration and the idea floated off, lost.


“You can cum now,” she told me, like it was ever a choice. Like I was a faucet, and she had the knob. “Fill me up. I want to feel it.”


Of course, when I didn’t want to go, I spurted buckets. Now that my partner pleaded with me, the end point was nowhere to be found. I drove into her, feeling the pleasure of her body. That tight twat, gripping at my thickness. I realized the song Hit Me with Your Best Shot was playing ad nauseum in my head and I almost laughed. Fire away, indeed.


We were the last couple standing. Were the other four ignoring us, lost in their own post-coital affections? Were they watching, like some strange in-person pornographic performance? I can’t say. With my wife’s act over, my entire existence shrank down to my own sensations and the athletic woman bucking beneath me.


We kissed. I gripped Allison’s shoulders for purchase. Slammed into her. Searching for that little spark. All while Allison riled and roiled. I could tell she wasn’t building anywhere in particular, but she was enjoying the rush, all the same.


“Come on, Paul,” Allison said, smiling now, “You can do it. You can get there. I know you can.”


The athletic blonde must have been talking louder than I realized because Cassie joined in.


“Yeah Paul!” she shouted, “You can do it! Give her that cum!”


I faltered as the laughter finally got me. All of this was so strange. So odd. But Allison pulled me back.


She grabbed my face, staring deep into my eyes.


“You’ve got this,” she said.


And right then, I did. I drew back. Pushed forward. My balls tightened.


The first time with Allison had been so fast, I’d hardly noticed it. The second, so unwanted I couldn’t enjoy it. Now, though, finally, I was able to revel in my release.


Allison was still holding me close. I saw her eyes widen as she felt my first spurts. Watched her face fill with ecstasy as my own explosion brought her one last, apparently unexpected cum.


My climax was strained, yet oddly satisfying. The pleasure hit me sharp. It washed over me. I felt my penis pulse inside another woman’s bare pussy for the first time. My mental realization of the objective wrongness of the act stayed with me more than any subjective, physical pleasure.


My world went soft. I lost all sense of the world around me. Allison’s hand gripping my bicep. Her hair in my mouth. My dick pulsing ever more softly into her pussy.


Till finally it all fell away to nothing.


*


I didn’t wake up till I felt a foot lightly kicking me in my side.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 05


“You guys had quite the party last night, huh?”


I was lying on the scratchy, carpeted floor of… actually, I wasn’t sure. I blinked my eyes, trying to force rational thought to restart in my brain.


Jack and Cassie’s bungalow. Fuck. I was still in the bungalow. And on the ground. Totally naked. I’d been dead asleep, apparently, till I’d felt someone nudging my ribs with their foot. My body ached like they’d been kicking at me for hours.


I rolled over, doing my best to stare through the burning brightness of the light streaming in from the large windows. Fucking sun. What did I ever do to you?


“I don’t suppose you’ve seen my dad,” the voice said. It was deep and vaguely familiar.


I squinted up at the speaker standing over me. I didn’t recognize him. He was a young man (probably early 20s), handsome, with light brown hair. He was wearing a blue t-shirt and jeans. For a moment, I thought he was a cast member, here to finally take me away for my crimes against Disney decency.


Then he gave me a slight smirk and I realized exactly who I was looking at.


“You’re Jack’s son,” I said. I slowly sat up. The whole house seemed to spin with me. Maybe I hadn’t been as sober as I thought the night before.


“I’m Grayson,” he said, “Gray.” He started to reach down to shake my hand, but thought better of it. I didn’t blame him.


“My brother and sister are both waiting outside,” Gray said, “We’re supposed to be meeting Dad for breakfast.”


“Sorry,” I said, “For all this.”


“I’m used to it,” Gray said, then sighed. His shoulders slumped.


The reality of where I was, of what I’d been doing, raced over me. We were on a couples’ trip to Disney World. It had turned into so much more. This strange, sexually charged adventure filled with flirting and fun. And now fucking, too.


The previous night, the six of us had come back from EPCOT, stumbling and sloppy drunk. We’d coupled off, but not as couples. Me with Allison. Allison’s husband, Mike, with Cassie. My own wife with…


Hurriedly, I glanced around the room. I saw Mike was passed out on the couch, wrapped around a blonde that I assumed was Cassie. I didn’t see Emily anywhere. Or Jack.


I leapt to my feet. I don’t know why the idea of it bothered me so much. We’d already had sex with other people. Emily had already been with Jack, cumming like crazy while he plowed her over the couch. Why did it suddenly fill me with horror, the idea that she might be with him once again?


But thinking clearly was clearly beyond me. I scrambled (naked) down the hallway, towards the bedrooms. I heard little giggles. Sounds of whispered conversation. I threw open the door, but the bed was empty. Perfectly untouched. Mocking me.


I spun around, and like a crazy person, I whipped open the other bedroom door. Sure enough, Jack was there, lying over a prone woman and kissing her, passionately. He startled when I appeared in the entryway. I must have looked like a madman. Eyes wide. Dick dangling.


Jack rolled over and revealed a completely naked, beautiful blonde. Cassie. He was in bed with his wife. Of course he was. Which meant that Mike was back in the living room with Allison. I’d let my imagination, my envy, take hold of my rational mind.


The couple in the bedroom both looked at me with a mix of pity and concern. I braced myself for the inevitable berating. For Jack to tease me about my jealous heart. For Cassie to complain about her lost privacy.


But Jack only gave me a casual wave hello. And Cassie just smiled at me, warmly. Like seeing a friend that she legitimately cared about.


“I think Em’s in the shower,” she told me. As if my question was painted on my face. Which, honestly, it probably was.


“Thanks,” I said. My heart was still pounding, but now for no reason. I felt myself relax. I hadn’t even noticed how worked up I was until then. Now, finally, I realized where I was. What I was doing. Standing naked in a stranger’s home. Splayed across the open door of their bedroom.


I turned to walk away, but stopped. I covered myself with my hands (like that mattered) and poked my head back into Jack and Cassie’s room.


“Your, um, son is here,” I said to Jack.


The silver-haired man’s eyes popped wide.


“Oh fuck!” he said. He jumped out of bed. Usually so cool and collected, it was strange to see Jack frantically pulling on his pants. Like seeing John Wayne in a screwball comedy.


“Thanks,” Jack told me. He raced past me to the living room.


Cassie grinned at me again.


“You OK?” she asked.


“Yes,” I said, “OK, not really.”


“It’s natural,” Cassie said, “To feel, well, feelings after last night. Normal. I’d be worried if you didn’t.”


I nodded my acknowledgement. Muscles that I didn’t even realize I’d tightened now slowly untwined.


“I know Em’s feeling the same way,” Cassie continued, “Go take care of her. I promise it will all be alright.”


How could that be true? I thought about what we’d both done the night before. The way Emily had seemed so possessed, in complete subservience to another man. Not that I’d behaved much better with Allison. Letting the athletic woman take me so completely.


Playing around before, in comparison, had been playing it safe. We’d set the line at intercourse because we knew it would rip us to pieces. Then we went ahead and did it anyway. My wife had fucked another man in front of me. I’d cum in another woman while she watched.


I found it hard to believe we were coming back from that.


Cassie got out of bed and wrapped her arms around me. Both of us were totally naked, yet it didn’t feel arousing at all. Just nice.


“I promise that Emily loves you, desperately,” Cassie said, “What happened last night doesn’t change that one bit. In fact, it can make your bond stronger if you let it. You’ll see.”


I nodded, not sure I understood what she meant. Cassie gave me a slight push on the shoulders.


“Go on,” she said, “Get her.”


I stumbled back, then spun around and headed to the bathroom. I opened the door and stepped inside. My ears filled with the hiss of hot water. I saw Emily, finally, standing naked behind the glass door of the shower. Soaking wet, head lolled back, eyes shut.


She looked so beautiful. That cute, almost elfin face. Thin lips and adorable nose. Her pointed, near-perfect, tiny tits and pink, puffy nipples. Those skinny legs, topped by that little, perky butt. The thick, dark hair above her soft, incredible pussy.


I didn’t stop. The urge overtook me. I swung open the door and before my wife could even take in what was happening, I tackled her.


Emily gasped, surprised. She grabbed my face and kissed me, hard. Needful and hungry. I didn’t think. Didn’t decide. I grabbed her hips and lifted her up against the shower wall. I was achingly hard. I didn’t even know when that had happened.


I cupped my hands under her butt cheeks. Emily spread her legs, drawing me in.


“Sore,” she gasped out.


But I was already buried. I thrust forward, forcing my cock inside. Neither of us really ready for sex; both of us unable to stop ourselves. The want overcoming everything else.


I humped my wife against the tile. She kissed my lips, my cheeks. Both of us hanging on to each other. I felt my orgasm rise and I didn’t slow. Just kept railing my wife into the wall.


I erupted and Emily let out a sharp gasp. A little cry. Then a sob as our shared orgasm wrapped around us. Warm and loving. Familiar and comforting. The steady heat of love that keeps you alive in an icy, uncaring world.


Our energy dissipated. We both fell to the shower floor. Still holding on. We sat under the hot water, gasping for air. Searching for solidity.


I felt Emily’s arms loosen. She rested her hands on my shoulders and stared back at me with a cold conviction. Her face so very serious that it scared me.


“I didn’t do anything wrong last night,” Emily said.


“I know,” I said.


“You were doing the same thing,” she said.


“I did.”


Emily took a deep breath. Her face softened. I don’t know if she’d been expecting an argument, or what. Slowly, she let her body go soft. We stared at each other for a bit, like building up the courage to take the same leap. In the end, it was Emily who went first.


“With Allison, was it…?”


“It was OK, I guess” I said, “Jack?”


“Not terrible.”


We both laughed, ruefully. Emily kissed me, deep.


“Watching Allison, with you, it got me so…”


I waited for the word. Angry. Jealous. Upset.


“… Turned on. It was painful, too. But watching you take her like that — I was also kind of proud. Is that weird?”


“No,” I said, “Not weird.”


“With Jack, it was, I dunno. Scary. Kind of amazing, but.”


“I liked it,” I said, “Seeing you like that. So open and undaunted.”


Emily smiled sheepishly, then stared down at the tile. She bit her lip. I could see she was watching it roll through her mind again. Like a dream she couldn’t shake. Her eyes flashed. Her tongue teased at her lips. Her fingers trembled. A mix of exultation and regret washed over her. It was almost as dramatic as seeing the act, itself, the night before.


We both stayed there, sitting quietly, like we were out on our porch, sipping lemonade on a warm summer day. Reality settled back in, and I looked around, like seeing everything for the first time.


The bathroom was expansive and tiled throughout in a bright, ocean blue. There were double sinks on the far wall and, near the back, there was a deep, white tub. The shower we were sitting in was a large, glass-walled stall. It felt like our own little world in there.


I turned to look at my wife, taking her in. The sweet scent of her hair. The familiar curves of her tiny body. After everything that had happened, these little details that had felt so banal seemed wonderful and new.


“Sooo…” Emily said. I could already hear what she was asking.


“I don’t want to hurt our marriage,” I said.


“We’re not,” Emily said, “We won’t. This is just fun. For now.”


I nodded.


“Do you want to stop?” Emily asked.


I thought about the night before. It wasn’t only being with Allison. That had been incredible, yes. But watching Emily, seeing her abandon herself, had also been this incredible revelation. Even that morning, our desperate coupling. This warm affection we were sharing in the shower. It all felt so exciting. Unanticipated and unpredictable — unlike our lives back home. I couldn’t let go of it. Not yet.


“No,” I said, “I don’t want to stop.”


Emily kissed me, hard. Hugged me so tight I could barely breathe.


“I love you so much,” she said, “No matter what.”


*


We found Allison and Mike both waiting for us in the living room, fully dressed in their clothes from the day before. They handed us our own stuff, smiling shyly.


“We need to go back to our room and get changed,” Allison said.


The tall, athletic woman met my eye and for a second, a little spark of happiness raced through her eyes. Like she’d flicked a switch, the highlights of our coupling the night before started speeding by me.


Allison’s sharp, brash smirk. Her muscular thighs clutched around my waist. Her long fingers gripping at my chest hair. The taste of her vagina, so strong and sexy; just like Allison, herself. The way her little breasts and oh-so-sharp nipples felt in my palms. The sounds she made as her orgasm overtook her. My cock buried deep in the fluttering grasp of her pussy.


I could tell that Allison was reliving it all, too. Both of us, trapped in our memories, staring at each other in the middle of the living room. Bathed in the unflinching heat of the Florida sunlight.


“We’re already running behind,” Mike said, breaking us out of our shared reverie.


Allison startled. She nervously tucked her poker-straight, strawberry-blonde hair behind her ear. It was strange to see it all undone and hanging loose. In some ways, it felt more intimate than if she had one of her tits hanging out.


Emily and I got dressed right there in the living room. More than anything else that morning, it was a reminder of how far we’d come in a few days. Not that long ago, we’d been sitting in a hot tub, afraid to show the littlest bit of skin. Now we were casually naked in the living room, like this was just another morning.


Cassie, now dressed in a fresh blouse and jean shorts, hurried over from the kitchen. I’d seen her completely naked that morning, hugged her. Yet I’d been so focused on Emily that I hadn’t processed it.


Now that we were fully clothed, however, I was knocked over once again by how natural Cassie’s beauty was. Her flawless body and striking face. She was waking up, hadn’t done her make up or hair, yet still she looked better than most women after they spent hours primping themselves. People who looked like Cassie weren’t supposed to spend time with people like us. People who looked like Cassie weren’t supposed to exist.


The beautiful blonde woman gave each of us a quick kiss on the cheek. Like a mom sending us all off to school. When she got to Mike — standing at the end of the line like we were in a strange, post-orgy, wedding procession — Cassie grabbed his hands and pressed her mouth to his.


“I’ll catch up with you at breakfast,” she told him, a silly grin playing on her face. Like Allison and I a moment before, I could tell the two of them were reviewing their own, vivid remembrance of what they’d shared the night before.


We hurried back through the resort to our room. It was early enough that the paths were mostly empty. Sometime in the night, sprinklers must have run, because the flora around us was all dripping wet and noticeably verdant.


A few people passed us headed in the other direction, carrying trays of breakfast back to their rooms or heading out to the parks. I got the sense that all of them were staring at us. As if they knew exactly what we’d been up to.


Our room was waiting for us like a disapproving parent. I couldn’t think of the last time we’d been in there, let alone slept. Emily and I both dug fresh clothes out of our suitcase and got dressed (shorts and t-shirts for both of us).


Unlike us, Mike and Allison hadn’t had a chance to shower, so they each took a bathroom before getting dressed, themselves. Finally, we all regrouped and hurried back out to the resort.


As soon as we left our building, Allison grabbed my arm, pulling me back. Our spouses kept walking forward, talking amiably about the day we had planned. Like last night hadn’t happened at all. Or worse, very much like it had. A new kind of intimacy that made us all more than friends.


“We should talk,” Allison said, “Before we regroup with everyone. Well, I should talk, anyway.” She gave me a knowing look. I shrugged in response.


The tall, athletic woman was wearing her usual tank top (purple that day) and dark mesh shorts. Her hair was back in its usual tight, tied back state. Now that Allison was fully dressed, I couldn’t stop picturing her naked. Her small, round tits, trim tummy, and perfect, pink pussy.


She was my wife’s best friend — I wasn’t supposed to know how she looked undressed. How it felt to be buried inside her. The faces and sounds she made when she came. The wrong of it was undeniable, but my desire for more was equally inescapable.


Allison must have caught the look on my face because she cocked her eyebrow at me and shook her head. But she couldn’t hide the little grin on her face.


“Last night was…” Allison started, then stopped.


“A mistake,” I said.


“Yes,” Allison said.


“Amazing,” I said.


“Also yes,” Allison said. She barked out a laugh, a good one. Full and happy. “You and Emily are OK?”


“We talked,” I said.


Actually, we’d fucked like depraved animals in the shower, then talked. But I didn’t think Allison wanted to hear that. To be honest, I’d assumed that Allison and Mike had a similar conversation that morning. But now I wasn’t so sure.


“You and Mike?” I asked.


Allison sighed and rolled her eyes. “Fine enough.”


“And us?” I asked.


Allison ran her eyes up my body. I realized that she, too, couldn’t stop picturing me naked. What was the point in even getting dressed at this point?


“Oh yeah, we’re good,” Allison said. Her face filled with that lovely, competitive smirk.


The athletic blonde leaned in and gave me a quick peck on the lips. She grabbed my hand, and we raced off to catch up to our respective spouses.


*


“And I’m saying I won,” Allison said, “Clearly.”


“Sex isn’t a competition,” Cassie said, “It doesn’t work that way.”


“Spoken like someone who knows she lost,” Allison said.


The five of us — Allison, Cassie, Mike, Emily, and I — were all sitting at a table in the outdoor cafe nestled between the lobby and the pool. We sipped our coffees (iced, of course) and munched hungrily at fridge-burned danishes.


After Allison and I had caught up with Mike and Emily on the path to the pool, the four of us found Cassie waiting in the lobby. She explained that Jack was off with his kids for the day, so, it would just be the five of us. Don’t think I missed the look of disappointment on Emily’s face when the beautiful blonde told us.


“I think he’s trying to make up for this morning,” Cassie told us.


She didn’t need explain any more. I tried to imagine coming home and finding my father, post-orgy. A bunch of fat, naked old dudes lying around our living room. The floor, no doubt, covered in the remains of smoked fish and cured, salted meats. It was the only way I could picture it, honestly.


We were all starved (I can’t imagine why), so the five of us grabbed breakfast, then found a quiet spot to sit outside at one of the little tables under an umbrella. It was peaceful — the pool was yet to open — and so everything had a lovely hush. The wind whispered lushly through the leaves.


I expected it might be awkward, considering everything that had happened. Instead, as soon as we sat, Allison announced to the group that she was, clearly, the ‘winner’ of the previous evening’s event. As if she was talking about a foot race or a fantasy league.


And just like that, there we were, bantering about who got boffed the best the night before. Fortunately, the rest of the seating area was empty. I couldn’t imagine what would happen if another family happened to walk by.


“You didn’t win,” Cassie repeated, “There’s no ‘winning’ in sex. Not if you do it right, anyway.”


Allison shook her head in disdain. “Wow, and you were a cheerleader? You must have been terrible.”


Despite the harshness of their words, both women were grinning at each other while they argued. It was playful, almost flirty, honestly. Both Allison and Cassie seemed more than satisfied by the previous evening’s activities. So, it was natural, perhaps, to want to brag a bit. The fact that it had happened with men they weren’t married to only increased the urge to boast, I think.


“Of course I won,” Allison said, “We won. I mean, Paul came three times.” Allison reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “None of the other guys went more than once.”


“I went twice,” Mike said. He’d started to raise his hand, but stopped himself. “It was before. When Cassie was, um, sucking me.”


“They don’t need to know the details, sweetie,” Cassie said, rubbing Mike’s back affectionately.


I looked around the seating area to be sure we were truly alone. I knew I was being silly, acting so paranoid. But it really felt like the Mickey police were going to come drag us away at any second. Engaging in extramarital orgies was bad enough. Doing them in Disney (and debriefing each other afterward in public) was asking for disaster.


“Three times,” Allison repeated, holding up her fingers. “Three.” She spread the word out to multiple syllables, smiling broadly. Though my lack of staying power might have been embarrassing to me, apparently it was quite the accomplishment to the athletic woman who’d done it to me.




“Wait, how many times did you go?” Cassie asked, turning to Allison.


“Girl-gasms are different,” Allison said, “They’re like, worth less.”


“Not to the girl that’s having them,” Cassie said. She kissed Mike on the cheek.


“Paul got me off four times,” Allison said, proudly.


I gave her a surprised look. I didn’t think there were that many. But then, I hadn’t been keeping score like my paramour, apparently.


“First was when he licked me,” Allison said. Like her husband, she obviously felt like details were important. And she had no problem ticking them all off right there in front of everyone. I pinballed between pride and embarrassment. “The second was the nipple one. Then the time on top — that was the biggie. Blew my head clear off.”


All three girls nodded, like they all knew exactly what she was talking about.


“When he went the last time,” Allison said, smiling my way. “It pushed me over the top.”


“Holy crap, calm down,” Cassie said, holding up the palm of her hand in a clear stop signal. “I didn’t realize I’d turned on the director’s commentary.”


I noticed Emily, too, was now grinning behind her coffee tumbler. Apparently, I’d done my wife proud.


“You asked, I answered,” Allison said, “Anyway, how many did you have, Ms. Suddenly Prudish?”


“Two,” Cassie said, leaning back, proudly. Allison gave her a disdainful look. “They were both huge. Massive, really. Like, they should count for double or something.”


Something about Cassie’s claim seemed off for some reason. Though I can’t say why. Her insistence on repeating it only made me wonder about it more.


“Sure, whatever. I won,” Allison said, “We won. We. I meant we. Seriously.”


I looked over at Mike, expecting him to be, I don’t know, upset or something. His wife’s treatment of his orgasm total seemed kind of cruel to me. And worse, at the same time, Allison was bragging about how I, the man who was not her husband, had performed with her. It seemed like a recipe for bad feelings.


But the skinny, blond man sat back, looking bemused. Like this was a skit his wife was putting on or something. I guess the exchange rate on Cassie-cums was more than enough to keep him happy.


“Just admit it, I win,” Allison said.


“Hang on,” Cassie said, raising a finger, “We haven’t heard from everyone yet.”


Emily shrank into her chair.


“Please,” Allison said, “We all know Jack went only the one time.”


“Yes, but it was like, a really big one,” Emily said. She looked horrified to be speaking, but she said it all the same.


“Well aware,” Cassie said, “Don’t care. How many times did you go?”


“I went enough,” Emily said. She sipped her coffee and wouldn’t meet our eyes. Like the architecture of our hotel had become extremely interesting.


Cassie gave Allison a knowing look. “Enough sounds like a lot.”


“Tell us how many,” Allison said, “Come on math nerd, we know you can add them up.”


“Yes, what was your total, Em?” Cassie asked


“It’s no big deal to tell us,” Mike said, as engaged as he’d been all morning. “We all said ours already.”


“I had a few,” Emily said, “A good number.” She was squirming in her seat now, sweating under the spotlight. If I ever needed my wife to testify on my behalf, I was going to be on the bus to prison before she finished her statement.


“A few what?” Cassie said, “A few hundred? A few thousand?”


“Seriously,” Allison said, “Stop with this. How many?”


My wife looked down at the table. Her face flushed. She took a deep breath, like she was about to confess something awful.


“I lost count.” She said it so quietly, I almost couldn’t hear her.


The table erupted with a roar.


“We have a winner!” Cassie cried out, raising Emily’s hand in the air. For her part, my wife looked absolutely mortified over the attention. But I saw a little smile start to find its way across her face.


I looked over at Allison, but she was grinning too.


“We’ll get her,” she said, the fire roiling in her deep brown eyes. “Next time. Don’t you worry. We’ve got this.”


I guess the girl really liked a challenge.


*


After a day of being able to take the monorail to EPCOT, riding the bus to Animal Kingdom felt like a significant downgrade. Still, we swallowed our pride (not like we had much choice) and climbed aboard.


Being short of our sixth member limited our ability to couple up, so the five of us spread out where we could on the overly air-conditioned bus. I ended up next to Mike on one side with the three girls sitting across from us. Both groups shot each other naughty smiles and wicked, lascivious grins as we rumbled down the road.


On the surface, all this flirty fun seemed the same as what we’d been doing the entire trip. But it wasn’t. Up till that point there had been boundaries, places we weren’t willing to go. Risks we were afraid to take. All those limits were long gone, and it changed the tenor of everything we did together. It felt freeing to be so open with our affections. Also frightening.


Despite our messy morning, we managed to get to Animal Kingdom right when it was opening. We walked under the animal-themed gates and straight into a heavy forest. We paused to stare at an anteater, but Allison, in her role as Disney Director, urged us onward.


The forest fell away, opening up to a concrete clearing with a massive baobab tree in the center. On either side were the usual gift shops. A river of people streamed past us.


As we walked closer to the tree, I saw that it was covered in intricate carvings of animals, both familiar and foreign. We turned to the right — past an outdoor barbecue restaurant — and went over a chunky, stone bridge crossing a wide, green river.


On the other side, we entered what was made to look like a south Asian village. There were brightly colored signs, and buildings with tile walls. An abandoned bicycle leaned against a broken-down bus. The tall, bluish mountaintop of the Everest ride loomed in the distance.


We passed several buildings made to look like abandoned temples — tall, tan spires — with little monkeys running around on them. I knew better than to try to stop and look, however. Allison was in full martinet mode, leading us determinedly to the rides. Stopping was for suckers. We all shared a knowing look when Allison preemptively snapped at us that the monkeys would be there later in the day.


It seemed that most of the crowd had gone in the opposite direction, because the walkway was fairly empty. Since the park had only recently opened, most of the shops and food stalls were deserted. It was near-quiet and kind of peaceful.


“I hope everything is OK with Jack,” Emily said, out of nowhere.


The way she said it was meant to sound like a casual thought, but I could tell she’d been ruminating on it for a while. I should have been used to it by now, my wife obsessing over the older man, but it caught me off kilter sometimes.


“Jack’s fine,” Cassie said, waving her hand dismissively.


“I feel bad about this morning,” Emily said, “Like we’re, I dunno, messing up his family or something.”


“Please, that was broken a long time before any of us showed up,” Cassie said, “These are Jack’s choices, not yours.”


“You can tell it’s been going on for a while,” Allison said, unable to hide her disdain.


“Oh, Jack was never like this with Denise,” Cassie said, “Sorry, that’s his ex. He was loyal to her the whole time. That’s what he says anyways. All the other stuff — the, um, openness — came after.”


I didn’t know how to respond to that. None of us did. Even if Jack had cheated on his first wife, it wasn’t like any of us was in a position to judge. We’d all had sex with someone other than our spouses, and right in front of each other besides. That wasn’t just serving poison, it was straight up telling the person you were doing it. and watching them eagerly gulp it down anyway.


Yet, I think we felt superior in some way because we were all still together. No huge, blowout fights or tight, whispered arguments. We were fine. If anything, it seemed to have made our relationships stronger. The hardest lies to spot are the ones we tell ourselves, after all.


“Denise wanted Jack to be responsible,” Cassie said.


“What does that mean?” Mike asked.


“Be an adult,” Cassie said, “To her, that meant getting a corporate job and taking the kids to the park on weekends. Grilling with the neighbors in the backyard. That wasn’t Jack’s thing. He felt like she was trying to domesticate him.”


“Makes sense,” Emily said, “I wouldn’t want to feel that way. Forced to act like someone you’re not. It’d be like slowly getting smothered.”


“And Jack resents her for it,” Cassie said, “They married young, had kids right after, and he felt like he traded away his youth in the process. So now he’s trying to make up for lost time.”


“Deep,” Allison said.


“Dark,” Mike said.


“That’s my take, anyway,” Cassie said with a shrug, “It’s not like I was there to see it all happen.”


Despite the blonde’s disclaimer though, I believed her. As I’ve said, Cassie had shown she was smart about people. And her instincts made sense based on what I’d seen of Jack.


“In any case, Emily, I wouldn’t feel bad in the least,” Cassie said, “Jack’s a big boy and he makes his own choices.”


For a second, I sensed a little bitterness in Cassie’s usually bubbly tone. But I dismissed it. I didn’t know that woman or her relationship, reading into it at all was like trying to guess at the plot twists in a movie I’d never seen. Any intuition I had was almost certainly off.


We reached Everest and split up. No one even bothered to suggest that Emily would enjoy this one. However, the big shock was that Mike also begged out of it.


“I can’t do rides that go backwards,” he said, “Something about it breaks me.”


So, the tall blond man and my petite brunette wife found a large rock across from the ride and sat down to wait for us. For a moment, I wondered if the two of them might start up something while we were gone. But I shook it out of my head. Both of them were too obsessed with the other members of our group to care one bit about each other.


Cassie, Allison, and I were early enough that the ‘line’ was just us walking through the themed areas for the ride until we got to the front. The queue led us through a staged yeti museum, but I was only able to glance as we raced past


We were all held back from the platform when we got to the front, as cast members prepped for the morning.


“First ride of the day,” Allison said. When you’re competitive about everything, anything can be a victory, I suppose.


Finally, all of us were released to get on the train. The cars held two people each, and Cassie bravely volunteered to sit by herself so Allison and I could pair. They put the beautiful blonde woman right in front of us, then sent a twenty-something bro with carefully coiffed bedhead and a scruff beard to sit next to her.


“Whoa,” he said, as soon as he saw her. I couldn’t see his face, but I assumed he was goggling at her. “I mean, um, hi.”


“Hey,” Cassie said casually, not even turning to look his way.


“Are you here by yourself?” he asked her.


“No, I’m actually in a dedicated throuple with those two hotties sitting behind us,” Cassie said.


Allison and I, already snickering uncontrollably, burst out into giggles.


“Holy fuck,” the guy said, processing what Cassie had told him. “I mean, uh, good for you. I support nontraditional relationships. Or whatever.”


“I bet you do,” Cassie said.


Fortunately, the train took off, sparing that poor fellow any additional misery. Allison reached over and gripped my hand. I turned and she flashed me that wicked grin I liked so much.


“Let’s go!” she said, her brown eyes flashing wild.


*


After the ride, we made our way through the gift shop and out to the park. Emily and Mike were sitting on the same rock where we’d left them, but I noticed the two of them were holding hands. They quickly separated as soon as they saw us. It made their contact seem even more questionable.


With our group gathered, we headed back through Asia. Allison had a FastPass for the water ride, so we turned to the right of the monkey tower. It turned out to be one of those orange-tube-on-the-rapids things that almost every park seems to have some version of. We managed to stay mostly dry (Cassie got the worst of it), but you could tell that they were running the water lower than usual because it was early in the morning.


After that, we walked out of Asia and over to the Africa section. The transformation was immediate. Again, I had to appreciate the attention to detail as we turned to get on line for the Safari.


By now, the park had started to fill up more evenly and the wait to see the animals was about forty minutes. While we stood in line, despite the fact that she was still dripping, Mike hugged Cassie from behind, kissing the back of her neck.


Since her husband had started it, Allison took the opportunity to do the same to me.


“It’s not fair,” Emily said, pouty, “I don’t have anyone to hug me.”


“I’ve got you, sweetie,” Cassie said. She stepped out of Mike’s grasp, then squeezed Emily the same way, kissing her neck. I know the whole ‘girls making out’ thing is cliche, but my rapidly stiffening cock didn’t care.


However, Emily’s complaint made it clear: so long as there was an imbalance in the group, we had to limit the playing around. So, we all pretended to be actual adults instead of the wild, horny animals we usually acted like.


We saw actual horny animals (well, horned, anyway) on the safari, then did a nearby walking tour on a path through lush jungle. There were a bunch of exhibits on the walk, including a family of gorillas. Allison actually allowed us to stop and look at them, so you know they were pretty impressive.


After that, we left through another outdoor area, meant to look like a nondescript village in Africa. A group of men played the drums on a stage nearby. The stores were now open; the earlier drips of people had become a full-on flood.


We turned past a sign for a Lion King show and headed down a curving stone path that dipped to go under a bridge. When we came out the other side, we were on an alien planet. Well, a land made to look like one anyway.


Large, strangely colored plants surrounded us on either side. Above us, were several massive rocks, made to look like they were floating in the air. Everything was a mix of natural environment mixed with industrial looking science fiction props.


When we got to our spot, the line for Flight of Passage, we saw that the wait was close to 2 hours. Allison rested her hands on her hips and glared up at the sign, like it had done her a personal insult.


“I thought this might happen,” she said, “When we got here late, our only hope was to jump on Everest and gamble that the morning rush would die down.”


“We got here right when the park opened,” Emily said.


“That’s late,” Allison said, insistent.


“Well, I’m willing to wait for this ride,” Mike said, “It’s very cool. You get on the back of this giant bird-thing, and it feels like you’re flying. It’s like Soarin’ on steroids.”


“That doesn’t sound fun at all,” Emily said.


“Oh agreed,” Allison said, “You would hate this ride. But for the rest of us, it’s probably worth the wait.” She let out a big, resigned sigh.


“Hang on,” Cassie said. She whipped out her cell and made a call.


Meanwhile, the rest of us got lined up. The queue snaked back and around the land, to the point where we were barely on the ‘planet’ anymore. This was going to be rough. I felt bad for Emily, she’d be sitting around by herself for hours and wouldn’t even get the benefit of going on the ride, itself.


Cassie raced over and grabbed my and Allison’s hand. “Come on, we’re all set,” she said.


“Holy fuck,” Mike said, then shushed himself.


“Your guy got us through?” Allison asked.


“Concierge for the win!” Cassie said.


“Damn, we’ve got to get better jobs with higher salaries,” Mike said, shaking his head.


I gave Emily a quick kiss on the cheek, and the four of us raced off to the FastPass lane. We still waited for about fifteen minutes, but that was nothing compared to what we’d been doomed to before.


We followed a bunch of long, concrete corridors that eventually led to a room with roughly twenty individual riding mounts, all lined up in one row. They looked like a mix of a wheel-less motorcycle and a mechanical, headless horse.


We stowed our things in lockers at the back wall, then mounted our giant bird contraptions. The wall in front of us opened, revealing a huge screen, and we took off to the skies. Mike and Allison weren’t kidding — the ride was pretty cool. I may have cheered at one point, though I cannot confirm.


When the ride finished, we got off our mounts. As I went to get my things, I noticed Cassie was standing in the corner, her face half buried. I spun to find Mike, but he and Allison had already left the room. Cautiously, like approaching a tiger, I went over to Cassie.


“You OK?” I asked, very conscious of keeping my accent controlled.


Cassie looked up at me and I saw her face was wet. She’d been crying.


“Sorry,” the beautiful blonde said, “The whole flying thing. I guess it got to me for a sec.”


“That happens a lot, actually.” I turned to find the source of those words. There was a short, rotund cast member standing by the door. I gave her an appreciative nod.


I put my arm around Cassie’s shoulder. “The ride was great.”


“The whole experience was overwhelming,” Cassie said, “I got, like, caught up in it. I’m so embarrassed.”


“Don’t be,” I said, “I got excited too.”


“Clearly, I mean, you’re talking and everything,” Cassie said.


I gave her a tight nod. That was true.


“Sorry,” Cassie said, “I shouldn’t make fun. You’re a good guy, you know that?” Cassie reached for my hand and clasped it. A smile crinkled at the corners of her boundless blue eyes.


I didn’t know what to say. It was strange seeing Cassie vulnerable like this — like catching a Disney character with half their costume off. Suddenly I was very aware of how much the person I’d met was actually a performance. Cassie might be bubbly and beautiful, yes, but she was also an actual human being. Flawed. And I found myself liking her so much more because of that.


Cassie sniffled, then straightened. “I think that’s enough melodrama for one day.”


But the beautiful blonde didn’t let go of my hand until we were back outside the building.


*


We found Emily waiting for us at a nearby restaurant, sitting at an outdoor table. She was grinning excitedly, kicking her legs like a little girl. At first, I thought she was happy to see us. But then I saw what had her so pumped.


Emily held up her phone to show the group: Jack had texted her (when had they exchanged numbers?) that he was coming to meet us for lunch. That text had been about half an hour ago. He’d probably be joining us soon.


So, we ordered food at the restaurant (rice bowls with meat and vegetables, kind of like stir fry) and found ourselves a table inside the air-conditioned cafeteria. Jack arrived right when we sat down.


As soon as Emily saw the older man, she ran and hugged him tight. Cassie and I shared a look — our significant others were finding each other oddly significant. Allison must have noticed the look on my face, as well, because she reached over and squeezed my hand. A gentle reminder that I had someone to be excited about, too. It was easy to feel OK about my wife’s indiscretions with two attractive blondes there to comfort me.


Cassie had already ordered for her husband, so we all dug in. I don’t think I realized how much energy I’d expended. That huge bowl of food disappeared far too quickly.


“How was your time with your kids?” Emily asked, brightly.




Jack and Cassie shared a knowing look.


“They’re upset, understandably,” Jack said, “I don’t think anyone wants to think about their old man getting up to stuff like that.”


We all nodded, commiserating. As if this was a common problem that all families faced.


“Not gonna lie, things were already rough,” Jack continued, “They’re mad cause of the divorce and upset about Cassie. As you might imagine, me marrying a younger woman didn’t exactly go over too well. Finding us all this morning, well, it doesn’t help any.”


“I’m sorry, hon,” Cassie said, stroking her husband’s arm, supportively.


“Naw, it’s alright,” Jack said, “The good news is now I’ve got lots more time to spend with you all.”


Jack went right back to eating. We all felt a pall cast over us. What he’d left unsaid said it all.


“I’m sorry,” Emily said. She looked legitimately distraught. Like all her concerns from that morning had come to pass.


“They were going to find something to be angry about one way or the other,” Jack said, “Kids grow up, start to see themselves as adults. But you never stop being ‘Dad,’ you know?”


“We don’t want to get in the way of things,” Mike said, “Like, if you need time or whatever we’d understand.”


“For sure,” Allison said, “Family first.”


“I appreciate that,” Jack said, “But there’s nothing to be done about it for now. Let’s all have fun.”


After we finished eating, we walked back out of Pandora and headed over to the far side of the park. There was another walking trail in Asia that Allison wanted to do, then a ride with dinosaurs.


Now that we were back to our six-some, we began breaking off into little couples again. Not the people we were married to, of course. That would be ridiculous.


As usual, Mike went with Cassie, Emily with Jack, and me with Allison. Cassie didn’t even have to declare ‘date day.’ We all just did it, naturally. As before, though, we made sure to stay together as a larger group while we walked.


“I know, I know, everyone together,” Cassie said to Emily the first time we started to drift apart a little. “Don’t worry, I know the rules, you little perv.”


Emily blushed furiously, but she also smiled broadly. She’d gotten what she wanted.


Still, it was impossible for all of us to stay together in one big clump the whole time, and so we caught little private moments. It was Disney-approved level PDA, but it promised of more for later.


At one point, I caught Jack kissing Emily over by the tiger exhibit. And Mike and Cassie were giggling like crazy after they went into the bat house by themselves. Not that Allison and I didn’t engage in a little friendly competition, as well. We both won the ‘best kisser’ award in a stunning tie, mostly conducted while we waited to get on the dinosaur ride.


By mid-afternoon however, we started to feel like we were running out of things to do. There were shows we could have seen, or I guess we could have met Mickey or something, but we were all tired. According to my watch, I’d unintentionally done over 12,000 steps. I was lucky I could walk at all.


Plus, the promise of all that flirting meant that we were all thinking about the special ride we could all be enjoying back at the hotel. Even flying on a giant bird over an alien planet couldn’t compete with that.


“It’s OK, we need to get ready for tonight, anyway,” Allison said, after we suggested heading out for the day. We were standing near one of the gift shops. The air felt like it was heavy with rain, but I’d learned that didn’t mean much in central Florida.


As I looked over at Allison, her face twisted in a slight pout, I realized something. I couldn’t imagine this was the Disney experience that Allison had wanted at the start of the trip. Not that she was unhappy about some things, for sure, but it seemed like the athletic woman wasn’t indulging in the parks the way she would ordinarily.


“Every trip is different,” Allison said, smoothly, as we hiked back to the entrance of the park. The two other couples had gotten ahead of us, giving us a little private time. “That’s why we keep coming back.”


I couldn’t imagine that any trip was this different, though.


Allison laughed, agreeably. “You’re right,” she said, “This one is definitely unique.”


As soon as we got to the Poly, we started walking back towards the bungalow, like on autopilot. But Allison stopped us.


“I need to stop at our place first,” she said, “So I can get my outfit.”


“We can come along,” Cassie said.


Oh boy.


We headed to the back of the resort. After so much time at the bungalow, this felt like a fresh experience. When had our own hotel room become such an unfamiliar place?


When we got upstairs to our room, no one started digging through their suitcases or looking for their stuff. Instead, we each found our spots and settled in.


We’d folded up the second bed, so Emily and Jack sat on the couch. The two of them seemed drawn to that particular type of furniture for some reason. Mike and Cassie climbed onto the bed, which left Allison and I to sit on the floor. That was fine by us, and we all settled into a quiet, comfortable make out session.


This was so familiar, the six of us being together. Yet at the same time, it was totally different. No one was pretending that they had rules, or limits. Instead, we nonchalantly fooled around with our selected non-spouses. Like it was a totally normal thing to do. That difference, our casual indifference, should have made us all the more cautious.


The room filled with the sounds of people kissing. Little ‘hmmms’ and ‘ahhhs.’ It was nice, affectionate. We’d done all this before, of course, but in Cassie’s cabin there was more space so we could spread out. Here, we all felt on top of each other. Well, in a sense, anyway.


I don’t know if it was that closeness or just coming down from the day, but we all went about things at a more reasoned pace. There was none of the wild abandon we’d exhibited the night before. I guess it was a bit too slow for Cassie, however, because she broke it up a minute later.


“I think we should play a game,” she said.


For one minute, I pictured all of us sitting around a table naked and playing Parcheesi. I don’t know why that image entered my head. It was a bizarre, funny thing to imagine.


“It’s kind of like HORSE,” Cassie explained, “Well, WHORES, I guess, considering this group. We’ll play in our pairs, of course.”


Allison was into any kind of competition, so she immediately agreed. I noticed that Jack seemed less enthused by his wife’s suggestion, but he let it go.


“OK, so here’s the deal,” Cassie said, “Each couple gets a turn to do something that the others have to match exactly.”


“So, like, if you kiss Mike’s butt, we all have to do it,” Emily said.


“Exactly,” Cassie said.


“Please don’t kiss Mike’s butt,” Allison said, laughing.


“Yes, what if we can’t match for whatever reason?” Emily asked.


“Well, then you’re out of the game,” Allison said, “Seems simple enough.”


“I mean, I suppose,” Cassie said, “It’s not really about beating each other.”


“Sure, it’s not,” Allison said, smirking. Already, I was imagining the crazy crap that Allison was going to make me do, all in the service of ‘winning’ the game. This was going to end up with me in traction.


“Since she ‘won’ last night, Emily should go first,” Cassie said.


Jack gave my wife an evaluating look. The petite brunette leaned over to her lover and kissed him on the lips. Simple enough. We other four followed their lead and smooched.


Allison and I went next. I was expecting the athletic blonde to push for something nuts, but instead she reached for the hem of her purple tank top. I caught her cue and grabbed my own t-shirt.


Despite seeing them so much already, I still stared in appreciation as Allison’s cute, round breasts jiggled out. The athletic blonde saw what had my attention and smiled. All of her earlier discomfort about her chest had been burned away in the heat of my desire.


Now the rest of the group had to match. Emily’s pointy, perky tits were the next to arrive. I noticed her slightly upturned, puffy nipples were already reddening. Cassie’s large boobs were the last to appear. While they weren’t actually all that massive, they looked enormous compared to the other women in the room. Oh, and the guys also took off their shirts. I was too busy being distracted by all the boobage to truly notice.


Cassie and Mike took the next turn and chose the obvious; three rounds in and all of us were already completely naked. It was mind boggling to think of how far we’d come. On that first night, Allison hadn’t been comfortable exposing her tit for a few seconds. Now, getting totally nude was only a speed bump before the real race could begin.


Once again, I had the pleasure of seeing all three beautiful women in the buff. Allison with her bare pussy, and lanky, perfectly sculpted body. Cassie’s incredible curves — her wide hips with a tuft of golden hair covering her cunt. And my own wife, tiny and sexy with her full, brown bush and cute butt.


It really was something to be surrounded by so much feminine splendor. Each of the women so different, yet wonderful in their own ways. To see one of them naked was such a privilege. Having all three of them there, well, that was something else.


The other guys, obviously, agreed with me. All three of us were already quite erect. Mike’s long, thin dick stuck straight out, rising and falling slightly with his heartbeat. Again, I had that mental image of an oil dipstick. Jack’s penis pointed outward as well, nestled in that thick nest of silver hair. I had nothing to be ashamed of though, my own dick was slightly longer than Jack’s and the thickest of any of the three by far. Again, three very different anatomies each eager to accomplish the same thing.


Just as the guys had been perving on the girls, they too took the time to examine us, hungrily. I noticed Allison and Cassie both taking more than a quick glance at my body, broad and thick. Emily, herself, gave me a little wanton smirk. I knew how much it turned her on when I got the other women worked up.


The game was back to Jack and Emily. The older man sat down on the couch and spread his legs. Wordlessly, he pressed on my petite wife’s shoulders, pushing her to her knees. Emily lowered her eyelids, signaling her submission, and she started to slowly lick up and down Jack’s dick.


Cassie, dutifully, slid off the bed and took Mike in her mouth. He sat on the edge of the mattress, moaning at her ministrations. Running his fingers through her long, golden hair.


Finally, Allison dropped to the carpet, pushing me back so she could slurp at my shaft.


“So thick,” she grunted around my meat.


The room filled with the wet sounds of sucking, all three women working us over. Jack held Emily’s head, thrusting roughly. She made little choking sounds as she tried to keep up. When he noticed me looking, he slowed down a little, loosening his grip.


Cassie and Mike were more affectionate. She could barely get half of his long dick in her mouth, but Cassie licked and sucked at his cock like it was a holy object. The whole time, Mike ran his hands over the beautiful blonde’s head and shoulders, like checking to make sure she was really, truly, there. Tracing every inch of her — of that moment — into his mind.


Allison, of course, went after me with her usual determined aggression. It was wonderful to be worked way. Though it also left me with a lot of pressure to perform. I didn’t think I could fail at getting a blowjob, but Allison was making me rethink that assumption.


“Who’s next?” Cassie asked, her words muffled by the man she was sucking.


“I think the boys should return the favor,” Allison declared, letting my dick pop out of her mouth. She spun around and lay down on the ground. She lifted her hips and spread them. Her pussy was visibly wet, more than anxious for my arrival.


I knelt down between Allison’s legs. Emily being Emily, I hadn’t gotten a lot of practice with oral stuff. I felt a little nervous as I approached Allison’s sex. This truly was a performance, and I didn’t want to let anyone down. I reminded myself that the athletic blonde had said she’d cum from my cunnilingus the night before. That gave me a little reassurance as I began to tongue Allison’s eager twat.


I heard bodies shifting and light, feminine gasps as the other couples mirrored us. It was hard to see from where I was working, but I did my best to get the lay of the land.


Mike and Cassie were up on the bed. The tall blonde man was on his back, and Cassie slowly lowered her sex onto his mouth, using the headboard to hold herself up. I felt very bad for our neighbors, saying a silent prayer that they were out at the parks.


On the couch, Emily laid back with her legs spread. As I said, she’d never been a fan of oral, but she seemed more than happy to have Jack’s silvered head between her thighs. He ate at her noisily, like a starving man set upon a succulent supper.


Allison’s hands gripped my head, tight. Her legs snapped around my skull. Damn, but pleasing this woman turned painful. I did my best to stay with it. But instead of loosening up, Allison clenched tighter around me. She shoved my face into her groin, and I lost my breath. My head felt like an overripe melon about to burst.


Allison trembled, a tiny shake. Finally, she dropped back. I nearly passed out, myself, gulping for air as the athletic blonde gasped out her orgasm. I was just happy to be free from her grasp.


“Oh fuck,” I heard her say, sucking in a deep breath. Allison’s body stiffened again. A tiny aftershock. Fortunately, this time I was safely to the side


Finally, Allison recovered. Her brown eyes came back into focus. She looked down at me, lying near-dead at her feet and quickly pulled me up. She kissed me hard, despite the fact my face was sticky with her secretions.


“Who’s… next?” Cassie asked from the bed. She was having trouble forming words; her dedication to our game was truly admirable.


“Emily,” Allison said.


Jack didn’t give my wife the chance to answer. Instead, he climbed up on the couch, grabbed his dick in his fist, and slotted it into my wife’s tight, tiny pussy. Emily was already so lost in ecstasy, I don’t think she even noticed that her lover had switched from tongue to dick until his hardness was up to the hilt inside of her.


“Well OK then,” Cassie said. She didn’t seem too disappointed by this turn of events.


The beautiful blonde carefully dismounted from Mike’s face, then lay back in the missionary position. Mike gave her a hungry grin. He guided his dick into her. Cassie made a very, un-cheerleader like grunt as he settled in.


Allison and I were already in the right positions. The tall woman didn’t stop kissing me. She reached down and aimed my cock at her target. I plunged forward, groaning as her hot, dripping hole slowly accepted my urgent invader.


The six of us settled into a symphony of sexual sounds. The percussion of flesh on flesh. The headboard beating against the wall. The squeaky protests of the couch. High pitched gasps and whines counterpointed with low groans and deep sighs.


Then, our conductor changed our tempo, once again.


“Let’s flip this around,” Cassie said. I was impressed that she was able to remember a game was going on.


The beautiful blonde put Mike back on his back. She straddled his dick and settled onto his long shaft. Allison grinned at me, lustily. She didn’t need to tell me this was her favorite position. The athletic blonde rolled me over, not too aggressively. She sighed as her pussy slipped back over me. Like even a second of separation had been too long.


“Fuck that’s nice,” she said.


Over on the couch, Jack lay back at the cushions, a tiny grin dancing on his lips, while my little wife slowly lowered herself onto him. Her perfectly formed breasts pointed outward, nipples red as cherries. Her dark muff merged with Jack’s silvery pubes. She made a strangely girlish giggle as she stared down at him.


“Oooh, I like this,” she said.


Rather than riding up and down like Cassie or slowly rubbing back and forth like Allison, my wife had her own approach to humping another woman’s husband. She undulated back and forth, arcing her body in pronounced slithers. Curving and writing on the older man’s cock.


It was Allison’s turn to drive the action now and she didn’t need reminding. She lifted up slightly and began slowly turning on my dick, like she was a record on the turntable. When Allison was all the way around, I did the instinctual thing and grabbed hold of those perfect, pink cheeks. She started humping up and down on my shaft.


“Woohoo!” Cassie cried out. She was clearly a fan of this position. She jumped off Mike’s cock and spun, then slowly lowered herself back down. As the beautiful blonde carefully backed up into place, I could almost hear the beeping of a truck in reverse in my mind. Once Mike was fully encased in her pussy, Cassie slowly sat back up.


“This is new,” Emily said. That was true. Reverse cowgirl was a little much for a girl who, previous to this trip, considered over the covers to be particularly risque.


She got off Jack, climbed over him, and settled. But about halfway down, my petite brunette wife froze. For a second, I thought maybe she’d hit a painful spot. Subtly, she began rubbing herself in place. I realized I’d assumed the wrong kind of sensitivity.


“Ooo,” Emily said, “Ah!” Her eyes went wide. Her jaw fell open.


“Yeah girl!” Cassie cried out. All she needed was a pair of pom-poms. “Get that g-spot!”


“That’s it, little one,” Jack said, stroking her side, “Relax. Let it happen.”


Emily nodded her head. Her face went red. A little tear escaped the corner of her eye. Her whole body shook so hard, I really thought we might have to call the hospital. A long hiss slipped out of her, and she fell forward. Head resting on Jack’s knees.


“Wow,” she said, “Wow wow.”


I thought Emily might be done. But she sat back up again and started sliding on Jack’s dick. Clearly searching for that same magic place in her pussy.


All the women were now facing each other, like proudly displaying their bodies to the room. Rising and falling, each at their own pace.


Allison glanced back at me, little breasts flopping up and down as she rode my dick. Then she turned towards the couch.


“Your husband is so thick, Em,” she said, “It’s stretching me out so good.”


“Mike’s cock is so long, Allie,” Cassie said, joining in, “It’s poking my cervix. Hurts. But in a good way.”


“Uhhrrrr ah!” Emily said, pushed past coherence as she shimmied on Jack’s shlong.


“Sweet, tight pussy,” Jack said, doing his best to fill in as he filled my wife. “Such a. Great. Fuck.”


“Your wife’s gorgeous, Jack,” Mike said, “So fucking beautiful.”


“You like seeing me spitted on your dick, Michael?” Cassie asked, playfully.


“So good,” Mike said.


The room went silent. I knew they were all waiting for me to speak up. Dammit.


“Allison is incredible.” I forced out each word, as if the athletic woman’s incredible cunt was squeezing them forth.


I got a polite round of applause for my efforts.


Whether Jack realized it was his turn to give us something to do, or if he was doing it just because, I’ll never know. But he gave his thumb a gratuitous suck and pointed it right at my wife’s brown star.


Emily froze, mid stroke. Held there. Slowly, Jack sunk his digit into her rear end. She let out a low, animal moan as she settled down.


Cassie looked back at Mike, and gave him an enthusiastic thumbs up, providing both approval and a demonstration of what he needed to do. Mike licked his own thumb, then pressed it into Cassie’s ass. The blonde woman shuddered. Her movements slowed. Her beautiful face screwed so tight, I couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or pain. Probably both. But as Cassie had already admitted, she kind of liked that mixed sensation.




Allison saw what was going on and turned back to glare at me. “Don’t even think about it,” she said.


I held my hands up in surrender.


“I guess that means you lose,” Cassie said, smiling at Allison. It wasn’t mean-spirited. But that didn’t matter. Allison’s eyes flashed hot.


“Do it,” she said, through gritted teeth.


“I don’t want to hurt you,” I said.


“I. Don’t. Care,” Allison said.


I sucked my thumb so long, it was like being an infant all over again. Then I gingerly rested my digit on Allison’s rosebud. She flinched but held herself in place. Slowly, I pressed my thumb forward. Allison’s breaths came in tight, pained gasps. I got halfway to the knuckle before she grabbed my wrist, hard.


“Get it out,” she said. The look on her face almost desperate. Allison bore down and pushed my thumb right back out of her butt. “That’s good enough,” she told the room. No one was brave enough to disagree with her.


“Getting close,” Mike said.


We all turned to the copulating couple on the bed.


“OK, last call,” Cassie said, grinning.


“It’s your turn, cheerleader,” Allison said.


Cassie seemed about to say something when Mike pushed her off his dick. Her eyes went wide with surprise. The blond man steered his partner off the bed, back to her knees on the floor. He gripped his dick, holding it in front of her face. Cassie didn’t look thrilled by this, but she rested on her haunches, dutifully awaiting his spend.


Allison gave me a shrug, then climbed off. She knelt down on the ground and grabbed my dick, stroking it enthusiastically while keeping me pointed at her face.


When Jack tried to move, however, Emily’s hips clamped down.


“No!” my innocent wife cried out, “In! In me!”


Jack started thrusting upward with abandon. Every push elicited a new sound from Emily. A gasp, a grunt, a groan. A long stream of “Oh. Ah. Oh God. Please. Cum inside. Cum so deep.”


Finally, Jack arched his body upward, lifting Emily right off the couch. He let out a deep roar. Emily’s pretty face went pink. Her eyes squeezed shut.


“ah! OH! Oh God!” Emily’s whole body shook. “Sssssso gooood.”


She fell forward, hugging herself tight as her cum wriggled out of her. A little orgasm by her standards, lately. Bur clearly satisfying enough as she lay back on the couch, sated. Jack’s dick popped out. A thick glob of his spend slipped out of Emily’s pussy along with him.


“Emily’s out!” Allison shouted, but the rest of us were too engaged to care.


Mike groaned loudly. “Oh, yes,” he said, “Oh God. Cassie. My Cassie. So beautiful.” A pale white arc fired from his dick and splattered the blonde woman across her deep blue eyes and upturned nose. Her cheeks covered in fresh spatters of hot semen.


Cassie giggled, then sent out her pink tongue to lick the spend from her face. I understood why Mike had wanted this, to paint his crush girl with his cum. Seeing her perfect face marked by his pleasure was extremely hot.


Allison pulled at my pud perfectly, like she’d studied my instruction manual for months. She moved the loose skin up and down my shaft, smiling up at me the whole time.


“Do it,” she mouthed, and it was all I could take. “You’ve got this. Bring it home. Cum for me.”


My first burst fountained onto Allison’s face. She pointed the next at her tits. I lost track after that, my pleasure grabbing hold of me. When I blinked, I saw that I’d given Allison a healthy facial, her one eye winked closed by a fat glob of semen. Her little breasts were shiny with my spend. Her hand, too, was sticky with strands of cum.


I sank down to the floor. Allison held me close and kissed my cheek. I felt my own semen, slippery and cold, brush my skin.


“That was lovely,” she whispered in my ear.


“Did you?”


“Twice,” she said, “Not that anyone’s counting.”


*


We slowly untangled from each other. Our goal of getting ready for the night was completely undone. We were covered in each other’s juices, totally naked, and even more tired than before. We stumbled around the room, aimlessly, like we didn’t even know what to do with ourselves. Finally, Allison regained enough conscious thought to give us our marching orders.


“Showers,” she declared, “Then get dressed. We’ve got a party to get to.”


Emily stood up on shaking, spindly legs. I saw another glob of sperm slip out of her snatch and stain the carpeting. We were going to need to leave a massive tip for housekeeping, as well as a thirteen-page, handwritten apology letter. At minimum.


Carefully, like walking on ice, Emily made her way back to the bathroom. Jack leapt up from the couch and followed her.


“We’ll catch up with y’all in a bit,” he said, sliding the shoji door closed with finality.


Allison and I shared a knowing look.


“We’ll go shower at my place,” Cassie said, grabbing Mike’s hand. He pulled his outfit out of his suitcase, they threw on their clothes, and they sprinted out of the room, like fleeing a fire. Or racing for an ice cream truck. They slammed the front door behind them.


Allison grabbed my hand and we lay down on the bed. I heard the sound of water turning on in the bathroom. Instinctually, my gut twisted. To this point, we’d all shared our time together. Now, clearly, we’d moved on to something else. Again. Another barrier — whoosh! Gone. Were we even pretending at it anymore?


I couldn’t keep my mind from wandering into that bathroom, wondering exactly what was going on. Fortunately, the sounds were enough to give me a pretty good idea. There was a bonging noise as a body was shoved against glass. A loud feminine gasp.


Allison put her hand on my head and gently turned me to face her. She was completely naked, recumbent on the bed. Her shins stuck out beyond my feet. She’d wiped her face, but her tits were still slippery with my sperm.


The athletic blonde leaned over me and kissed me.


“Stay with me,” she said.


I nodded.


She reached for my dick. I think it impressed us both that I was already hard. Allison didn’t say a word, she just gathered me up till I was on top of her. Surrounded by her shapely legs and strong arms.


I ground my cock down into her furrow. Strained and needful. On the third press, I pushed inside. Allison reacted like it was our first time all over again. She groaned as I filled her.


In the distance I heard my wife. “Oh Jack! Fuck me! Fuck me hard.” It was so clearly her voice, yet so not her words. Odd and incongruent.


I felt Allison’s hand on my cheek. The little slap was implied.


“Sorry,” I said.


“I’ve got you,” Allison said.


She did. We moved slowly against each other, savoring every sensation. We’d fucked before. Several times. But this wasn’t fucking. We weren’t performing for the group or showing off. We were doing something else. Something far more intoxicating and intimate.


I glorified in every sensation. Not just the way her pussy squeezed me tight. But how her legs felt wrapped around my back. How her coral nipples stood straight up on her now nearly-flat chest. Her deep brown eyes, sparkling with mirth and desire.


Allison kissed me, warm and wanting. I ran my hands all over her. Like tracking every secret spot.


“Oh! Cumming!” Emily screamed from the bathroom. “Cum in MEEE!”


Allison lost her rhythm. She dropped her head back and started laughing.


“She used to be so shy,” she said.


I looked Allison in the eye, letting myself be totally immersed in our coupling. The tall blonde was right, we needed to let ourselves have our own moment. The sounds of my wife’s pleasure became ever more distant.


“Cum,” I told Allison, “Cum for me.”


“You’d like that, huh?” Allison asked, “See your wife’s bestie get herself off on your big, thick cock.”


“You know I would.”


Allison grinned. She knew a challenge when she heard one.


She slammed her eyes shut and started undulating under me. Her pussy squeezed at my cock like a little suckling mouth. Her fingers stuck between us, rubbing her clit frantically. I held myself over her, letting her get off on my dick.


“Come on,” she said, “Come on Allison. You’ve got this.”


I beamed down at her. That little mantra was so adorable. The way she pushed herself forward.


“You’ve got this, Allison.” she rambled on. “Make it happen. Get there. Don’t you dare you little…”


She paused, then pinched her clit between her fingers. She gasped in something that sounded a whole lot like pain.


“That’s it,” Allison said to herself, “Give it up! Don’t stop. Don’t… uhn! Come on, Allison, you useless… Come on, baby! Give it. Give it up. Give it…”


The athletic blonde stiffened. Her legs tightened at my waist. Her neck muscles strained.


“uhhhhhUP!” Allison cried out. It was loud enough to echo in the hotel room. I knew it was a sound just for me. “That’s it. That’s a girl. You got it. Yeah, baby. Got it good.” She panted heavily, mumbling as she caught her breath.


“Fuck me.” Allison’s words came out as a whimper. Broken and strained. “Hard.”


I started to pump into her with abandon. We regained our rhythm. Both of us now working the other for release. But it wasn’t about the orgasm anymore. We weren’t only getting each other off. We were sharing something far deeper. An expression of our affections that would never work with words.


I hitched as I felt myself ready to go. I didn’t want it to end. But the finish was something I couldn’t escape.


Allison kissed me, I buried myself as deep as I could.


“Cum inside me,” she said. Whispered it in my ear. A mirror of what I’d heard my wife shouting a few minutes before. The urgency of her words no less loud. “Fill me up.”


On cue, I unloaded my essence into Allison. Like streaming my soul straight into her womb. A long, pleasurable burst. The ecstasy overwhelming.


As I went, shaking, Allison held me close, kissing me. Whispering my name like it was magic.


When we finally disconnected, it was like we’d been glued. Sticky with sweat and spend. I lay back on the bed, blown. Allison reached over and squeezed my hand.


“I need a tissue,” she said.


“They’re in the bathroom,” I said.


“There’s two bathrooms,” Allison said.


“Tissues are only in the other one,” I said.


Allison groaned and fell back onto the bed. “Dammit,” she said, “I don’t want to go in there.”


“Me neither,” I said.


“She’s your wife, you should be used to seeing her naked,” Allison said.


“Not like that,” I said.


Allison twisted her lips, ruefully. “You’re seriously OK with all this?”


I shrugged. It was a little late to be complaining.


“I think Emily needed something,” I said, “We needed it.”


“Shake things up?”


“Maybe,” I said. Any attempts to conceal my accent were long gone. “I want a family, but maybe I pushed too much. Emily isn’t ready to be old yet.”


“She told me once,” Allison said, “Her mom had kids very young. A huge family.”


“Emily’s one of eight,” I said.


“I told her I thought it sounded nice,” Allison said, “I’m an only child and I was so lonely growing up. But Emily looked so envious. It was like, imagining being her mother made her ill. I think she’s afraid that’s going to happen. She’ll end up trapped, hemmed in, by her own loved ones.”


“Yes,” I said, “That sounds like Emily.”


At that moment, my wife let out another long, loud shriek. Muffled only slightly by the sounds of the shower.


“Jeez, he’s really giving it to her in there,” Allison said idly. Then she looked my way, abashed.


I rolled onto my side and started to lazily play my fingers over Allison’s chest. The casual contact was almost more transgressive than all the sex. We weren’t just coupling, this was being an actual couple.


“And you?” I asked.


“Cassie fucking Summers,” Allison said, “As soon as I saw Mike looking at her in ‘Ohana, I knew I couldn’t compete. I figured I could argue, lose, and have him fuck her anyway. Or I could be the good little wifey and let Mike have his fun, knowing that he’d come back to me. Eventually.”


“Are you having fun?” I asked.


Allison formed a half frown. “Sometimes,” she said, wistful. She looked right at me. “With you though, Paul? Always. You’re a great guy.”


“I am pretty amazing,” I said.


Allison growled. She punched me in the shoulder. It hurt a lot more than when her husband did it a few days before. The athletic blonde chortled — full and wonderful. She leaned in and kissed me, hard.


Then we fell back, lazily cuddling in the bed. Idle in a way that was wholly intimate. The silence wrapping around us like a warm, soft blanket.


I thought about what Allison had said, how she’d protected her marriage vows by letting Mike break them. Was I doing the same thing? Playing along in the hopes that, eventually, Emily would come back to me? Maybe even improved, a bit more sexually open; willing to try new things. Yet also calmed, content, and ready to start building a family.


That’s what I wanted, right? But what about all that I’d experienced? I realized I wasn’t sure I was ready to let go of all this, either.


What I’d found with Allison was so different. We’d connected in a way I’d never conceived. We’d been close before. The innocent teasing, the little winks and eye-rolls. We’d become so much more than that. ‘Friendship’ hardly described what we had. I knew, instinctively, that Allison and I were now linked in a way we could never break. Stronger than steel and harder than diamonds.


And yet, when I looked at that gorgeous face and those deep brown eyes, I knew. All that I felt for Allison — as close as I’d ever been to a woman who was not my wife — I realized in that moment.


I didn’t love her. I never would.


Allison was wonderful. But we could never evolve past what we were. Even if we fucked for weeks. Made love for months. Some bridges couldn’t be crossed, no matter how hard you tried to force yourself over.


In some ways, that revelation was a relief. A reminder that, no matter how far we went, there was still a limit. But it made me sad, too. I honestly can’t say why.


I groaned and got out of bed. Allison watched me go. I think she sensed what I’d been thinking. She gave me a wan little smile.


“First bathroom, right?” I said, referencing the morning when I’d accidentally walked in on her naked.


“Second,” she said, the grin on her face got fuller.


I went into the empty bathroom by myself. I could hear the rhythmic thumps of my wife getting epically fucked in the next room. I turned on the shower water and it all faded away. I stood there, soaking in the heat, just staring at the stone walls. Tracing the patterns like a Rorschach Test, searching for hidden meaning in the randomness.


Eventually I pumped out some soap and went about the business of actually cleaning myself. My body ached like I’d been in a fist fight. I was covered in bruises and blisters, unsure of whether they had come from the long days in the parks or the marathon sex sessions afterwards. Extreme Disney. Who’d have thought?


When I was done, I switched off the shower water and grabbed my towel. The other bathroom had gone quiet. I heard the sounds of conversation in the next room. Not sex; actual talking. I slid open the shoji door of the bathroom and, once again, was taken aback.


There, standing in the middle of our hotel room, was an actual, honest-to-God, Disney princess.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 06


I stood frozen in the doorway, mouth agape. An actual, honest-to-God, Disney princess was standing in the middle of our hotel room.


I’d seen so much crazy stuff the past few days at Disney. So many unexpected, incredible moments — I was never going to be able to process them all. Watching my innocent wife transform into a sex-crazed slut for an older man. Screwing my wife’s best friend in the same room. All while a third couple, that friend’s husband and the woman he’d lusted after for decades, fucked nearby.


And that was just one encounter only a few hours before.


Our perfectly normal, completely chaste, couples’ vacation had gone absolutely crazy. So much so, that seeing an actual Disney character at Disney World was the most unexpected thing I’d witnessed so far.


Except she wasn’t a princess. Not really.


Conscious thought reentered my brain, and I realized that the picture-perfect Princess Belle slowly twirling in the middle of our hotel room had golden blonde hair. And suddenly it all made sense.


Cassie fucking Summers. She’d truly gone all out with her outfit for the evening. The stunning, striking blonde woman was wearing the iconic amber dress, shoulders bare, with tiers of ruffles running down to the floor. She had the matching gloves, as well, running from her elbows to her fingertips. She’d even done her hair up in the same way as the character.


The only thing that broke the illusion (beyond the hair color of course), was that Cassie looked too good. Her full breasts pushed through that dress in a way that no Disney character’s ever would. Her butt, similarly, stood out beyond what was family friendly. The curves of Cassie’s body, alone, would give any movie an R-rating. She looked stunning. Literally breathtaking.


“I don’t think ‘sexy nude guy’ is a Disney-appropriate costume,” Cassie said to me, pursing her lips.


I hadn’t realized she’d noticed me. My outfit was the inverse of her own: I was wearing only a towel around my waist and standing in the doorway to the bathroom with my jaw on the ground.


Cassie’s comment should have startled me into action. Instead, all I heard was the word ‘sexy.’ Cassie was one of those women — she could call me a piece of crap and it would feel like a compliment. Getting actual praise felt like being elevated to the kingdom of heaven.


“I have your costume over here, honey,” Emily said.


I’d been so entranced, I’d hardly noticed there were other people in the room. My petite, brunette wife was standing over by the bed, also wrapped in only a towel. The combination of wet hair and pink cheeks (freshly showered and freshly fucked) looked incredible on her. She noticed my attention and gave me a shy smile.


“You’re going to love this,” Allison said, “The Halloween Party is so much fun.” The tall athletic blonde, the woman who I’d been coupling with the whole trip, was busy getting dressed behind Emily. Shared nudity wasn’t a big deal for any of us at this point. We’d all seen it all. If anything, it was more confusing when one of us stayed clothed.


Something about putting on my costume while everyone watched made me uncomfortable. So, I grabbed my bundled clothes from my wife and carried them back into the bathroom to get dressed by myself.


In all the excitement, I’d forgotten what I packed. When I saw what I had in my hands, I had to chuckle. Weeks before the trip had started, Allison had told us that we’d be going to a Disney-hosted Halloween party. So, I’d assumed that I should be on-brand.


I had considered a bunch of options. I figured Emily would have loved me as Han Solo, but I didn’t think I could pull it off. I thought about going as a Marvel character, but it was hard to make those costumes look good without spending a ton of money. And Allison had said we couldn’t wear masks. So that was out.


Then I’d looked down at my own, overly-hairy body, and realized exactly who I should be. The more I thought about it, the more it had seemed like the right choice — for my personality, for the way I was perceived. Almost like a kindred spirit, honestly.


Now, looking at what I’d chosen, I realized that some past version of me had been a genius. Or fucking clairvoyant.


I put on a white dress shirt followed by a blue coat with golden lining on the lapels. I stepped into the matching pants before tying on my black shoes. Finally, I slipped on two oversized furry, clawed gloves. I used my new paws to scruff up my dark hair.


I evaluated myself in the mirror. I didn’t look half bad. The jacket was too tight around the shoulders and the whole costume was itchy as heck, but it would be fine for one evening. I took a deep breath, steeled myself, then stepped back outside of the bathroom.


Cassie was standing closest to the door. She took one look at my costume and gasped, her blue eyes practically bursting with excited energy.


“My Prince!” she exclaimed.


The whole room turned my way. By some strange luck, on the day that Cassie had chosen to dress as Belle, I’d managed to show up as Beast.


It was odd enough to make me believe in a higher power. So strange I had to consider the existence of Fate. I don’t know why the universe decided to meddle in a random Halloween party held nearly three months before the actual event, but it was very clear that something powerful had intervened.


I didn’t think my costume was anything close to what Cassie had on, but the beautiful blonde woman gushed over me like I’d achieved something truly amazing. She ran her hands over my shoulders and sides, like trying to convince herself I was real. Finally, Cassie grabbed my arm, possessively — so tight it actually hurt — and held me close.


“Well, I’ve got my date for the night,” she said.


I became very aware of the fact that, again, Cassie and I weren’t the only ones in the room. In fact, a whole cast of characters was now eyeing the two of us. I couldn’t read their faces. But then I saw how things had worked out and I almost laughed. I wasn’t the only one the gods had messed with that night. Not by far.


Mike, the tall blond man whose crush on Cassie had created all of this canoodling in the first place, was dressed as a Return of the Jedi-era Luke Skywalker. It was a fairly simple costume: he had on a black shirt and pants with one dark glove on his right hand.


Standing next to him, in full Princess Leia regalia, was my own wife, Emily. The petite brunette had on the long, white dress from the first movie (sadly, the bronze bikini that complimented Mike’s look would not have been anything close to Disney appropriate). She’d also done up her hair in little side buns to help complete the look.


Meanwhile, Mike’s wife Allison, my usual partner from the last few days, had gone in a very different direction. She was dressed as Jessie from the Toy Story series. She had on a white and yellow flannel shirt and a pair of cow-print pants and brown boots. She was wearing the trademark red hat and had done her blonde hair up in braids, though they were far shorter than the actual character’s.


Jack, however — Cassie’s silver haired husband who’d been responsible for ravishing my wife regularly — hadn’t gone as a Disney character at all. Instead, he’d dressed up (appropriately, I might add) as a simple cowboy. He had on a checkered shirt and jeans with a pair of cowboy boots and a matching hat.


“Well shit,” Jack said, looking over at Allison and affecting his best cowboy drawl. “Looks like it’s gonna be you and me tonight, pardner.”


Allison shook her head at his silliness, but she didn’t disagree. I had the feeling that the athletic blonde didn’t like Jack all that much — she found him too pushy and condescending — but it was hard to argue with the way things had worked out.


“I guess that leaves you and me to go blow up the Death Star,” Mike said looking down at Emily. He couldn’t hide the smirk creeping across his face.


I thought Emily would be upset about being separated from Jack, but instead she seemed perfectly happy with this setup. In fact, Emily seemed quite excited as she hooked arms with her date for the evening.


“Use the force together, we must,” Emily said in her best Yoda voice. I’d never hear anything that sounded so extremely geeky and yet also exceptionally dirty at the same time.


“Ew, aren’t they brother and sister?!” Allison said.


“You know what they say,” Mike said, “If you can’t keep your lightsaber in your pants, at least keep it in the family.”


Allison shook her head at her husband disdainfully, while Emily giggled dutifully. She and Mike suddenly seemed very well-matched.


Now in our new groupings, the six of us all left our hotel room and headed over to the main lobby building. The night was hot, especially with my heavy costume, but it seemed to be getting cooler as the sun sank down. We saw a few other people on the way, also in costume, clearly heading to the same place we were.


Cassie held me close the entire walk over. I’d thought the beautiful blonde woman had been kidding before in the room. After all, we’d already figured out our assigned partners for the trip. They weren’t our spouses, of course, that would be silly.


To this point, I was able to rationalize how we’d recombined. Mike had a crush on Cassie since high school. Emily was enamored with Jack. I’d always been attracted to Allison. Our pairings seemed almost predestined in that context.


That night, however, we’d matched in much less expected ways. It made everything feel novel all over again. Like we were starting over from scratch. It was strange to see each of these new couples.


Mike practically towered over Emily. By size, the both of them looked more like Chewbacca and R2D2 than Luke and Leia. Personality-wise, they were equally mismatched. Mike liked to joke around and was easily outgoing, while Emily was quiet and shy.


To be fair, I’d noticed moments before where Emily and Mike seemed to be noticing each other. But they were both so into other people (Jack and Cassie, respectively), I couldn’t imagine them doing more.


Jack and Allison were equally as odd, but only because they were so similar. They both were strong willed; they seemed destined to butt heads against each other all night. Though, the two of them seemed to be enjoying taking little verbal jabs at each other.


I suppose some part of me expected to feel possessive of Allison. Once again, the woman I was having sex with had gone over to Jack. But I felt strangely cool about it all. That afternoon had made things clear to me: Allison was just a friend. A hot friend that I was happy to fuck, but still.


As for Cassie and I, well, we literally were beauty and the beast. Cassie was so gorgeous, everyone stared at us as we walked down the paths. In comparison I felt like a stain on her dress, an accidental blemish that was destined to be photoshopped out of pictures later.


In other words, as much as I thought it was fun for us to mix things up once again, I didn’t think anything would come of it. I assumed we’d play around a bit before going back to our usual (non-spouse) partners. Nothing more.


Rather than ride the monorail — again, it was an evening of changing things up — we decided to take a boat across the lake to the Magic Kingdom. So, we walked past Cassie’s fated bungalow and went down the nearby dock to wait for our ride. The wooden planks rolled lightly with the little waves of the lake.


Mike and Emily were locked in conversation, clearly enjoying being with someone who could speak their geeky language.


“I think you’ll find my stick is better than bacon,” Mike said with a wink.


We all looked at him, confused by a sentence that was clearly nonsense. But Emily picked it right up.


“That’s good,” she said, “Since we all have a chicken duck woman thing waiting for us.”


“As long as we can both agree that seagulls are the worst,” Mike replied.


The two of them broke into peals of laughter. The rest of us all shared worried glances; had our partners actually gone insane?


“It’s a Bad Lip-Reading Star Wars thing,” Mike said, as if that wasn’t more nonsense. Nerdy flirting — who knew?


Allison and Jack ignored them and went back to arguing, playfully, about anything and everything.


“I’d kick your ass in hoops,” Allison said.


“I don’t think so, beanpole,” Jack said, “Wisdom will beat youth, every time.”


“Just because you were there when they invented basketball doesn’t make you good at it,” Allison said.


“Well, you better watch your backdoor if we ever go one-on-one,” Jack said.


“Please, you don’t have the length to penetrate on me,” Allison replied, coolly.


Cassie, locked at my elbow, saw me staring at both couples and pulled me off to the side.


“You spend so much time paying attention to everyone else,” she said, “Do you ever think of yourself?”


I shrugged, dismissively. Cassie raised an eyebrow. She put her hands on my shoulders, giving me a probing look.


“You don’t think you’re handsome, do you?” she asked.


I stared back at her, dubious. I didn’t know how she’d reached that conclusion, but it’s not like I could argue she was wrong.


“You’re so down on yourself, Paul,” Cassie said, “But you shouldn’t be. You’ve got this whole dark, mysterious stranger vibe that makes women wet themselves. And you’re a good guy. Like, not the creepy Internet ‘good guy’ but the actual kind who cares about other people and wants them to be happy.”


Again, I didn’t know how to respond to that. So, I let Cassie continue.


“Maybe some other people…” and here Cassie looked pointedly over at my wife “…don’t appreciate what they have. But you should know, I’m not spending tonight with you because our costumes match. That’s only a side benefit.”


I gave Cassie a confused look. That whole paragraph was loaded with so many twists and turns, I couldn’t find my way out of it.


The beautiful blonde woman kissed my cheek. Then she whispered in my ear, “Just remember, you’re with Cassie fucking Summers. I could be out with anyone. But I chose you.”


I stepped back and stared at her, shocked. Cassie gave me a big grin, then pulled me close to her again. Her lovely red lips tickled at my earlobes. “And someday? Soon? My prince is going to cum. Hard.”


Remember what I said about nothing happening? I may have been wrong about that.


*


Our little pontoon boat churned noisily across the lake. We sat in rows on the hard metal benches of the fairly full boat. I was next to Cassie with Allison and Jack behind us and Emily and Mike in front. The other passengers were mostly families, all clearly headed out for an August Halloween. The slightly acrid smell of the lake filled my nose. The low drone of the boat’s engine rumbled in my ears.


As I thought about where we were headed, I was struck by the strangeness of it all. We’d been at Disney for four whole days. We’d visited three parks, consumed a ton of alcohol, and had wild, polyamorous encounters whenever we could.


And yet, somehow, this was the first time we were going to visit the Magic Kingdom. That’s like going to Vegas and skipping the casinos. Sure, you can have a ton of fun that way, but you’re kind of missing the point, you know?


At first, we saw nothing but forest and lake. The platformed tan track of the monorail cut through the greenery on the shore. Gradually, our destination rose before us. In some ways, it had felt like the Cinderella Castle had been watching us this whole time. Distant and aloof. The idea of a place not fully conceived in my mind.


Now, the building grew ever closer. All the more real. The low sun gave the world a golden tint. The castle, itself, was lit bright white and shining blue. Allison must have seen me staring because she reached over and squeezed my bicep.


“Amazing, isn’t it?”


I nodded my agreement.


“I can’t believe we didn’t make it to the Magic Kingdom till now,” Cassie said.


“In some ways, I think that makes it even better,” Mike said, “Like we’ve been building to this.”


Ironically, as we got closer, the magical castle became less visible, obscured by the entrance to the park itself. Our boat puttered to a stop at the dock, and we gingerly stepped off.


The six of us walked up a brick path to what looked like an old-time train station. In front of that was a field of bright, multicolored flowers. Even the glow of the security areas seemed to add to the atmosphere. We went through the gates, under a tunnel. And then, like stepping through a portal, we were there.


It looked like a small, old-time, midwestern town. Scarecrows in costumes ringed a large flagpole in the middle of the square. Mickey-shaped pumpkin heads hung from the streetlamps. Energetic, poppy music blared. I felt myself getting giddy, like a little boy.


People flowed past us as they entered the park. There were a lot of the expected superheroes, princesses, and Star Wars heroes. It says a lot that it was the guests who weren’t in costume that now stood out.


“What should we do first?” Emily asked.


Allison showed her wicked smile. “What we always do,” she said, “Have fun.”


*


On an evening of changes, we made one more crucial alteration: we broke the ‘Emily Rule.’ To this point, my wife had insisted that, even if the couples were coupling with other people, we should all stay together. This was part of her admission from the first night that while she enjoyed playing with another partner, she liked seeing me with someone else just as much.


Sure, we were apart on occasion, but, to this point, we mostly stayed grouped. That evening, though, we separated almost immediately. After all that this time, you’d think this would have been momentous. Maybe even requiring a large argument, followed by an eventual compromise. Instead, it happened naturally, without a second thought. Again, we broke a massive barrier without even giving it the proper due.


The six of us stayed connected as we walked down Main Street, past the souvenir stores and the inevitable Starbucks. In the middle of the street, photographers lined up shots of people standing in front of the castle. On the sidewalks, cast members held up massive bundles of Mickey balloons, looking like a strong wind might carry them away.


The majority of the traffic was headed in the other direction towards the exit. Halloween was a ticketed event, and most people wouldn’t attend. So the park was clearing for the party. It made for an odd chaotic flow, both upstream and down all at the same time.


It was when we got to the top of the street, with the iconic castle looming over us, that we broke.


Emily wanted to meet characters. The familiar Mickey cast would appear in different costumes (Winnie the Pooh as a bumblebee, etc.). She felt like it was part of the Disney experience she’d skipped to that point.


Allison, on the other hand, wanted to try all the special treats that were for sale only during the party.


“We can go on rides tomorrow,” the athletic blonde explained, “Tonight should be about doing the stuff that only happens at the Halloween parties: treats, parades, and fireworks shows.”


Cassie, however, didn’t care for characters, and she wasn’t interested in Allison’s logic.


“If I don’t go on Space Mountain on this trip, I’m going to rip someone’s lungs out,” she declared in her most bubbly voice.


Not wanting to be lungless, I took the hint and grabbed Cassie’s hand. Emily and Mike headed straight for the castle and Fantasyland, where most of the special character events were happening. Allison pulled Jack to the left, heading to Adventureland to start her snacking escapade. Cassie and I went the other way, past the statue of Mickey and Walt, towards Tomorrowland.


For a moment, as we headed towards the gear-shaped gateway, I let my thoughts wander to what might be happening that night. Were Allison and Jack going to make out over cupcakes and ice cream? Would Mike take a liberty or two with Emily — perhaps an ‘accidental’ grab during a picture or something like that?




To be honest, I couldn’t imagine it. Maybe I was naive, thinking that nothing was going to happen. Even Cassie commented on it as we speed-walked across the road.


“I’m surprised you didn’t argue,” she said, “About the whole split.”


“I’m learning from the expert,” I said, giving her a nod.


I expected Cassie to bring out her sunny smile, but instead her lips twisted. Like I’d said something that troubled her. I went to my reliable response.


“I’m sorry,” I said, “I meant no offense.”


“None taken,” Cassie said. Her grin returned, but it didn’t reach her eyes.


Tomorrowland was a large transition from where we’d been, with a sort of retro-future vibe and energetic electronica music. A spinning, 50s-style rocket ship reached upwards from the center of the area. I assumed that was Space Mountain, but it turned out that our ride was all the way in the back of the land in a large building that looked like a giant, vanilla-frosted cupcake.


The wait said 40 minutes, which seemed OK in the grand scheme of things. With eight hours at the park that evening, it felt like we had all the time in the world. Also, air conditioning would make everything way easier. So, we queued up.


Inside, it was surprisingly dark with tight hallways that almost felt claustrophobic. There were screens on either side of us with fake announcements about our ‘flight.’ We leaned against the carpeted walls and waited, patiently.


Cassie was very chatty, of course, carrying the conversation. She told me how she met Jack (at a PR event for his company), used her phone to show me pictures of their wedding (tasteful and classic, on the side of the East River; Cassie looked gorgeous in her dress), and talked about how they spent their time together (mostly trying fancy restaurants and going on adventures like this one).


It was all very surface. For my part, I nodded along, adding the appropriate ‘hms’ and ‘ahs’ as Cassie flowed along. It didn’t feel like much time had passed at all before we were climbing into our tiny spaceship.


The cars were surprisingly small. Cassie sat in front and I went behind her, spreading my legs around her seat to fit. We were so close, the vehicle so tiny, it felt more like were going to race down a hill in a box, Calvin and Hobbes style.


Apparently, Space Mountain usually had you going through a starfield, but their solution for how to make it more “Halloween-y” was to turn out the lights completely and play loud, scary music. I’d never been on the ride before to compare, but complete blackness — never knowing which way we were going to turn or drop — made it plenty thrilling (if not a little painful).


When we got out of our rocket, it felt like I’d been in a fight. My head and neck were sore, and my legs were so stiff it felt like they were made of balsa wood. Fortunately, it was a long walk to get out of the building. By the time we were in the gift shop, I felt better.


“Where next?” Cassie asked, “I got first choice so now it’s your turn.”


I’d never been to the park before, so I didn’t have a sense of it. Honestly, I’d wasn’t a ‘Disney’ person — I didn’t have a bucket list or a catalogue of must-dos. We were on this trip mostly because Emily had wanted to go with her friend to Florida and it was free so why the fuck not?


I was happy to have Cassie lead, and I told her so. I expected the beautiful blonde to get upset with me, the way Emily would when I didn’t make a decision. Instead, though, Cassie clapped her hands excitedly, then raced off, dragging me behind her.


We walked past a car ride that stank of gasoline fumes and went up a hill past the iconic Teacups ride. Cassie wanted to get on Seven Dwarfs Mine Train, but the wait was two hours long, so instead we kept walking into Fantasyland. I assumed that we’d bump into Mike and Emily there, but we didn’t see them.


Instead, Cassie led us right past Peter Pan and It’s a Small World, then down another small hill to a dark, foreboding mansion. Out on the front lawn were a couple of cast members dressed as old women and heckling the audience. A small crowd had gathered to be insulted.


We walked around that and got on line for the ride. I’d have thought the Haunted Mansion would be popular on Halloween, but we were able to walk right in. After that, we hurried past the giant steamship sitting at its dock and into Frontierland. Looking to the horizon, I could see a flume ride with a massive drop, and I assumed that’s where Cassie was taking us.


Instead, though, she veered left through an opening in a shop, past some bathrooms, bringing us into Adventureland. I knew this was where Allison and Jack had headed earlier, but again, we didn’t bump into them.


We went straight to Pirates of the Caribbean. This ride, too, had added some live cast members who sat in the ride and playfully harassed us as we passed them. The smell of bromide and chemical smoke filled my nose as animatronic Johnny Depp popped up in random places around us.


We’d only done three rides, and already I felt like I needed a break. But Cassie was now powering through the park like it was going to close forever in a few hours. I didn’t know you could binge rides like watching episodes on Netflix, but the beautiful blonde made it happen.


We raced onto the Jungle Cruise, Big Thunder Mountain, and finally that big flume ride I’d seen in the distance (Splash Mountain), all in quick succession. At one point, we realized we were both hungry and so we stopped and shared nachos at a nearby restaurant. Then we went back to jumping on rides.


Because we were going so quickly, and the lines were nonexistent, we didn’t have time for things like conversation, let alone the sorts of flirty behavior I was used to engaging in on this trip. Even when we were eating, we were so busy stuffing our faces that we didn’t say anything. I let Cassie drag me along, like chasing after a waistcoat-wearing rabbit, bounding from place to place..


I realized that the woman I was spending the evening with was subtly different than the one I thought I knew. This Cassie didn’t worry about whether everyone else was enjoying themselves. She didn’t work to keep things light and happy. She just threw herself into her own gratification, loving every minute, and letting me find my own fun. It was lovely, actually.


Like I said, I liked to be left to my own devices and I enjoyed silence. It didn’t feel like Cassie was ignoring me. Instead, it was almost like the comfortable trust of a long-term relationship. The two of us happily fit together in a way that was lovely for how unexpected it was.


After Splash, however, Cassie slowed down. She took my hand and we slowly strolled along the wooden boardwalk on the riverside, heading back the way we came. The sun had finally slipped below the horizon, and the park was now surprisingly dark.


“That was awesome,” Cassie said. She couldn’t keep the girlish grin off her face. She was practically skipping as she walked, swinging my arm with hers.


“It was fun,” I agreed, “Though a bit like being with Allison.”


Cassie gave me a wounded look. “I wasn’t that bad,” she said, “I didn’t try to beat you at everything. But if you want to be competitive…”


Her grin went from innocently happy to scheming and wicked. It reminded me of the aggressive looks that my tall, athletic companion would give me. It was different though, with Cassie’s bright blue eyes and her heart-shaped face — she couldn’t pull it off, even when she wanted to.


The beautiful blonde stopped sauntering and started marching us through the park. This time, we turned right before the Haunted Mansion and crossed back towards the castle. There was a stage show going on now, with iconic Disney villains parading in bright, glowing costumes. A crowd had formed there, though not so bad that we couldn’t skirt our way around and over to the other side.


I realized that Cassie had taken us all the way back to Tomorrowland. We’d crisscrossed the park entirely. Despite all that walking, my legs weren’t hurting, and I wondered if it was the adrenaline or hardcore denial.


This time, instead of leading me to the back towards Space Mountain, Cassie turned into a green and purple building with Buzz Lightyear on the front. This turned out to be another video game style ride, like the one we’d gone on that first day in Hollywood Studios. The one where Allison had lost and forced us to play again until she won


Competing with Cassie was different, though. She was playful about it. She didn’t need to win like Allison, but she didn’t opt out of the competition the way that Emily would have. Instead, Cassie made it fun as we fired our space lasers at two-dimensional aliens. Playfully teasing when I did well, yet also pumping me up when things went poorly.


After the ride, the machine tallied up our points and I saw that she’d beaten me pretty soundly, but she didn’t make me feel badly for it.


“You owe me,” Cassie said, “I won so now you have to give me my prize.”


“What does that mean?” I asked.


“You have to do something for me,” she said, “Just once. Whatever I want.”


I nodded my agreement. I hadn’t agreed to such terms, but I doubted that Cassie would be too mean about it. At least, I hoped not.


Since we were back in Tomorrowland, Cassie insisted that we get on the Peoplemover across from Buzz. We rode the flat escalator up and climbed into one of the blue, open cars. The benches were tight, so we sat facing each other. Our vehicle moved off at a comfortable clip.


I looked down at the land beneath us. The view was lovely in the electric light. Small crowds of people wandered around the park. The light breeze caused by the movement of our car tempered the heat of the evening. I sat back and sighed. Sometimes, a ride doesn’t need speed or drops to be thrilling.


Then I saw them. I noticed Mike first, of course, because of his height. I saw Emily was with him. Neither of them noticed us above them on the ride, of course. As I watched, the tall blonde man turned to my wife, tipped her face to his, and kissed her on the lips.


It hit me in the chest, hard. Like the percussive thump of a cannonball.


I don’t know why it bothered me. That afternoon, I’d overheard Emily in the shower getting epically fucked by Jack. I’d kissed Allison, Emily’s best friend, loads of times. And in places far more inappropriate and intimate. Why did a quick smooch on the lips from Allison’s husband seem so wrong to me?


Some of it, I think, was my lack of anticipation. Unlike most of these Disney days, I hadn’t been thinking about Emily this whole time. Having her shoved back into my focus like that made everything feel sharper. I thought about all the things my wife might have been doing that evening. Were she and Mike spending the whole time engaging with each other?


There was some jealousy mixed in, too. The stupid kind that thought about how I’d spent my evening with Cassie and how little we’d done. I hadn’t kissed the blonde woman at all; we’d barely even held hands. Meanwhile my wife was apparently making out with another man all over the Magic Kingdom.


Cassie caught my eye, then noticed what I’d seen. Her near-permanent smile shifted to a tight frown. She reached across the little car and grabbed my hands. It was strange with the Beast gloves on, almost silly, but the gesture was meaningful, nonetheless.


“It’s fine,” I said, more to myself than to my companion. “Nothing we haven’t been doing all along.”


I expected Cassie to agree. To lecture me on letting go, or trusting my wife, or all the other stuff she’d said that week. But the beautiful blonde didn’t say a word. She just squeezed my furry hands and let my eyes rest on hers.


We sped around a corner, leaving Mike and Emily to whatever they were up to. It was a blessing not to see, a curse to have to imagine. Why did this get to me so much? Again, I couldn’t rationalize it.


The Peoplemover whisked us into the surrounding blackness of the Space Mountain building. We heard the echoing screams of people on the ride, loud metallic clanks as their cars raced around the tracks. Our car rumbled along, then slowed. And stopped.


It was so dark, we couldn’t see anything. I could feel Cassie’s hands on mine, but I couldn’t make out much more than that. A voice came on and told us to stay in the car, that we’d be moving shortly. We stayed stuck in place.


Cassie dropped my hands. She let out a sigh, so long and loud I could hear it over the cacophony of the ride around us. I had the sense that she was leaning back in her seat.


“I wish,” she said, wistful. “I wish that I could find someone who’d stare at me the way you look at Emily.”


“Jack?” I asked.


Cassie made a dismissive noise. Almost like a raspberry. “My mom always told me that I was beautiful, and that meant I deserved more.”


I thought that sounded like a nice thing. The only thing my parents ever told me was that I needed to work hard because the world was horrible and unfair.


“In high school, I dated the captain of the football team,” Cassie continued, “My first real boyfriend. And I suffered through because I thought I was supposed to.”


“Not a great relationship?” I asked into the darkness. A slight breeze of A/C wafted over us, prickling at my sweaty back.


“He was gay,” Cassie said, “I was just a distraction so he could hook up with the starting tight end.”


I don’t know why, but her disdainful tone made me chuckle.


“So, in college, I made sure to find the best man on campus. He was devastatingly handsome, his family was fucking rich, the whole package. The problem was, he knew it.”


I frowned in sympathy, though I knew Cassie couldn’t see it.


“My mom loved him, of course.” She made her voice an octave higher. “Oh, when are you bringing Pierce around, he’s so dreamy. You’re so lucky.”


I laughed at her imitation.


“It took me almost two years to figure out that it was abuse,” Cassie said, “And it took another three to escape.”


“That was the nude video,” I said, remembering Cassie’s confession from our first night in the hot tub.


“Please don’t Google it,” Cassie said, her voice cracking.


“Of course not,” I said.


Cassie continued on like she hadn’t heard me.


“After that disaster, I knew I wanted someone that I could trust. An older man who’d act like a grown up and wouldn’t play games. Jack made sense for me. He was an adult, finally. It didn’t hurt that he had money. He takes good care of me. In that way, anyway.”


The car still wasn’t moving. My eyes kept searching the dark, but there was nothing to see. I reached for Cassie’s leg and found it, giving her knee a squeeze.


“So, you’re happy?” I asked, “Finally?”


“What you said before,” Cassie said, “About sharing. You want to know something stupid and sad? I actually don’t like it all that much. I mean, it was fun when Jack and I started doing it. But now? I feel like I’m just another object. A plaything that can be tossed to the side whenever he’s bored of me.”


Cassie let out another deep sigh. She continued.


“Emily doesn’t want a family? I’d love a family. A home, not a house. Surrounded by people who love me. But Jack’s over all that. He wants to have fun, so we have fun.”


The car lurched, then started to roll forward. It was only a crawl. The world around us stayed dark.


“When I saw Michael at the pool four days ago, that memory of high school came back,” Cassie said, “He was cute and funny. Kind of geeky but in a fun way, you know? Michael was the kind of guy I would totally fall for, except my mom would never let me. Not ‘special’ enough for her precious girl. So, when I saw him again, I thought it would be fun to pretend for a little bit. Be with someone who’d treat me right, for once.”


The Peoplemover finally picked up speed. We came around a corner and back out into the park. The lights of Tomorrowland suddenly seemed so bright. I saw Cassie’s face was wet with tears.


“Mike’s a good guy,” I said. It was hard to concede it, honestly. Especially after I’d seen him kissing my wife. But I had to admit he’d grown on me, somehow.


“Michael’s like everyone else,” Cassie said, “I’m just a trophy to him. Something to brag about. He’d mount my head on his wall if he could.”


“It was the facial,” I said, thinking back to what might have changed Cassie’s mind. “Wasn’t it?”


Cassie’s pursed her lips, wryly


“I want to be loved,” she said. A little sob slipped out. “Not wanted or desired or… I see how you look at Emily. Like your whole world revolves around her. Even when she’s fucking Jack, when you’re with Allison, you still stare after her like she’s the brightest thing in the whole universe.”


I grabbed Cassie’s hands, tight. The tears spilled down her face, anew. Even miserable, she looked so beautiful. But that was the problem, right? That’s all anyone ever saw: a gorgeous woman. And never the actual human being inside with the same imperfections and doubts that everyone else carries. I realized that I found that person, the actual Cassie, so much more beautiful than the character she played to protect herself.


Carefully, because the car was very much in motion, I moved across the bench and sat next to Cassie. Wrapped my arm around her shoulder and gently stroked her hair. She sobbed into my chest, then sniffled.


“You’re a good listener, you know that?” Cassie said.


“It’s easy when you don’t talk,” I said.


Cassie laughed at that. She sat up. “Sorry,” she said, “I must look a mess.” She did of course. Her makeup was running, and her face was red.


But I shook my head. “You just look like you,” I said.


“I didn’t mean to lay that on you,” Cassie said. I saw the mask slowly slip back over her face. “I’m a big girl. I’ll be fine.”


The ride made a huge deal about how it would continue on forever, then it dropped us off back at the station where we’d started. As we rode the escalator down, my phone buzzed in my pocket. It was Emily, texting me that the group was going to meet up and watch the fireworks back on Main Street.


I showed the text stream to Cassie, who nodded dutifully. She grabbed my hand, took a deep breath, and started walking us out of Tomorrowland.


The woman I’d been with a moment before disappeared into the evening air.


*


The six of us regrouped on the grass in front of the castle area.


I saw Mike first, standing about half a head above everyone else, waving us over. Emily was pressed next to his side. My petite wife gave me a shy little grin as I came over. She couldn’t have known that I’d caught her kissing Mike earlier, but she looked oddly guilty all the same.


Allison and Jack were already there, bickering playfully with each other. The athletic woman rolled her eyes my way, like she couldn’t believe he was still bothering her, but she was smiling.


“Hope your evening was better than mine,” Allison said, “The treats were good, and the parade was awesome but my company? Blech!” She stuck her tongue out at Jack and he responded by trying to bite it. Both of them cackled.


“Well, we had a ton of fun!” Cassie started into it immediately, running through the list of rides we’d done with an enthusiasm even a Disney-sponsored streamer couldn’t match. “…we went on all three mountains, then did Buzz — I kicked Paul’s ass — and got on the Peoplemover and now we’re here!”


The whole thing sounded so forced to me, so obviously fake-happy. But no one else noticed.


“What about you guys?” Cassie asked. I noticed she was staring right at Emily.


“Oh, we just hung around,” Emily said, evasive. “Saw some characters.”


“Winnie the Pooh. All seven of the dwarfs. Jafar,” Mike ticked them off his fingers.


“We tried for Jack Skellington but the line was too long,” Emily said.


“All of you were so well behaved,” Cassie said with a knowing smirk, “I’m disappointed in you.”




Emily’s eyes raced to the ground. “Yeah, you know. Disney.” She waved her hand dismissively.


The fireworks show started and we all turned towards the castle to watch. By now, explosive spectaculars seemed almost banal. The soaring music and bright colors were amazing, of course, but they couldn’t live up to the other events we got up to in the evenings.


When it was over, the pounding of everything we’d done that night finally caught up with me. My knees ached something awful and I was sure I had multiple blisters on both my feet. I looked at my watch and saw it was after 10:30. What had seemed like an incredible amount of time at the start of the party had burned away in a blink.


“We should do Dwarven Mine Train,” Cassie said, “It’s the only ride I wanted to do that I didn’t get a chance to go on.”


Allison immediately agreed. “There should be almost no wait now,” she said.


The six of us hurried around the side of the castle and over to Fantasyland. The park was near-empty — people were either gathering by the castle for the next appearance of the parade or heading for home. But there was a small line trailing out of our ride.


Because we’d raced over, any semblance of our pairings had been broken apart. I ended up standing next to Mike of all people, with Jack, Emily, Allison, and Cassie all grouped up a few yards in front of us.


The taller man put his hand on my shoulder, convivially. “Emily’s so much fun,” he said.


I did my best to hold back my grumble. I had no doubt of the kind of ‘fun’ Mike had been having with my wife.


“I mean, I don’t know. She seemed so quiet back home,” Mike continued, “She’s funny, though. And I love that she’s into stuff like Star Wars, Zelda…”


“Catan,” I offered.


“Wait, really?” Mike said, “Fuck, she didn’t even mention that. I’m used to Allison, all women honestly, looking down on the things I like because it’s too geeky or whatever. I guess I’m just saying. I don’t know what I’m saying. I’m not doing a very good job of this, am I? I just thought you’d want to know.”


I shrugged. I wasn’t sure how to respond. I knew that Mike was trying to compliment my wife, but with everything I’d seen and heard that evening, all that we’d been up to the last few days, his amiable nature bounced off my chest and puddled on the pavement below. So, I didn’t say anything at all. Silence isn’t my best trick, but as I’m sure you’ve figured out by now, it works quite well most of the time.


“Anyway, I’m hoping when we get back to PA, when all of this is over, we’ll be able to all hang out more,” Mike said, “Maybe a boardgame day or something.”


I agreed, but something about it felt disingenuous. Were we all really going to be able to sit around and roll dice after all this? I couldn’t imagine it without also picturing our wives naked and bent over the table. Although maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing, either.


We got to the front of the ride and organized back into our assigned pairs. I sat with Cassie and the other two couples climbed on right behind us. Our train took off, rolling and rumbling over the hills. We entered the mine, itself, saw the Dwarves, then came back around to the end.


With that last ride done, we started heading for the exit. The party had another half hour to go, but we were all clearly finished. The six of us limped down Main Street, barely noticing the world around us. The sign above the exit said, ‘see you real soon!’ and I legitimately couldn’t tell if that was a promise or a threat.


There was quite a crowd lined up for the boat back to our resort, so we turned up the ramp to the monorail. The wait there wasn’t terrible — the party and the late hour had gradually weeded out most guests. Still, we were crushed in with two other families in our car. I stood off to the side, holding on to one of the silver poles.


As the monorail whooshed off, I stared out the window at the night sky and wondered what was next. I knew, despite the fact that we were all tired, that going right to sleep was unlikely. I imagined Cassie would come up with some new game for all of us to play. Maybe strip shuffleboard or whatever. And slowly we’d end up, once again, surrendering to our worst/best impulses.


I glanced across the car at Allison. The athletic blonde was also staring off into space. I’ll admit, while my evening with Cassie had been fun, I was looking forward to being with my usual partner once again. Notice it didn’t even occur to me that I might spend the evening with my actual wife.


The train curved around the lake till we got to the Polynesian. Once we were in the lobby, I assumed someone would propose we head to one of our respective rooms. A suggestive tilt of the head or a little flirty back and forth


Instead, we simply walked out of the building without any discussion. Emily was in the crook of Mike’s arm. Jack and Allison casually held hands. Cassie twined my fingers with hers.


When we got past the pool area, we all turned towards the bungalow. Like we’d agreed to it without actually talking. It felt inevitable, in a way. The magnetic pull of all our uninhibited evenings.


At the front door of the cabin, Jack waved his wrist to let us inside. The six of us dutifully marched into the hall. As I’d imagined on the ride over, now was when Cassie was going to come up with some new sexy shenanigans to get us started.


Here we go, I thought.


Emily led Mike over to the couch. She sat, pulling his face down to hers. He leaned forward, practically bent in half, and they kissed.


Jack pinched Allison’s rear. The athletic woman gasped, then sprinted off. Jack chased her into the living room. Allison fell back onto the floor and the older man went with her, pressing his lips to hers.


Cassie turned to me in the hallway. She gave me a little shimmy. Again, I was struck by how good she looked in that princess dress. Like a dirty fantasy brought to life.


“Hi,” she said, smiling shyly. She tucked her blonde hair behind her ear.


“Hello?” I said, confused. The beautiful blonde pushed me back against the wall, kissing me hard. I found my hand running through her golden hair, while her own digits rested possessively on my chest.


OK, well, we’d fallen into making out pretty easily. But I thought for sure it was going to take some encouragement for us to go any further. Despite my expectation, though, we didn’t need it. I realized, the days of needing a push, of tricking ourselves into doing things, were gone. We simply were this now; it was comforting and frightening all at once.


Mike reached for the hem of Emily’s long white dress — all the way down at her ankles — and started lifting upwards. Just like that, my petite wife was wearing only her little, lacy white bra and panties. Emily responded by pulling at Mike’s outfit, like she was desperate to see more.


Allison began hurriedly unbuttoning Jack’s shirt, exposing his silver-haired chest. At the same time, he was ripping at her blue jeans, pulling them down over her muscular thighs. Both of them racing to get each other naked first. Whenever one of them reached for a piece of clothing, the other slapped their hand away. It was the most aggressive, violent stripping I’d ever seen.


Cassie’s hand left my pec and grabbed at the lapel of my blue sport coat. I realized I still had on those furry gloves, and I shook them to the floor, like a hockey player getting ready to throw down. With my fingers free, I pulled the straps of Cassie’s golden dress off her shoulders. She reached back for the zipper and the amazing dress pooled like liquid gold at her feet. The beautiful blonde woman was wearing only a scarlet bra and panties.


With some of us half-naked and others mostly clothed, the couples starting balancing things out. Emily undid Mike’s belt, shoving his black pants to the ground. Allison had kept her cowboy shirt, but below the waist she was down to a yellow thong. She managed to rip off Jack’s flannel, leaving him in only jeans and boots.


But when Cassie reached for my chest a second time, she didn’t unbutton my white dress shirt. Instead, she pushed me back against the wall, lightly.


“I need some fresh air,” she said, breathily. Like we’d been sprinting this whole time.


The beautiful blonde woman stepped away and I looked after her, confused. Lost. I stared after Cassie’s panty-clad butt as it bounced rhythmic with her hips. She turned back to look at me. She seemed equally as confused as I was.


Cassie shook her head, disdainfully. She curled her finger my way.


Oh. Duh.


Cassie reached for the glass door and slid it open, walking out onto the back deck. I hurried after her, like she had me on a leash.


We hadn’t been out here once this whole time. All of Disney stared back at us across the glassy lake. The sound of distant, chirping crickets filled the air. Everything was thick and sweaty hot. Despite the ambient light, a few stars managed to gamely shine through. The world felt oddly ours.


Closer to home, I saw a tiny, private, plunge pool on one side of the deck. Almost more like a pit filled with light blue water; too small to hold more than two adults. On the other side was a round picnic table with four chairs. Behind that were two matching, wooden loungers. Lying on one of them, recumbent like a Roman emperor, was Cassie. Still in that striking scarlet underwear.


I didn’t need encouragement this time. I raced across the deck, knocking over a chair, to get to Cassie. When I reached the foot of the lounger, I stopped to rip off my pants and shirt, leaving only my black boxers.


Correctly outfitted, I leapt onto the cushions. Cassie screeched in surprise, then broke into giggles. She welcomed me to her body with a warm kiss. I let her envelop me in her incredible body.


I felt something brush behind me and realized that we weren’t alone. Mike gave me a strange, awkward wave. My own Emily pushed him down on the lounger next to us and climbed on top. Kissing Mike like she couldn’t breathe without his mouth. Both were in their underwear. Again, I was struck by how tiny my wife appeared next to the tall man. It looked like he could wear her as a backpack.


“You like this?” Emily asked, sitting over him, a strange mix of awkward and seductive.


“Yeah,” Mike said, “So nice.”


A crashing stumble announced that Allison and Jack had joined us outside, as well. The two of them tumbled onto the hardwood. What they were doing looked almost more like wrestling than sex. They rolled around on the deck, each trying to gain the advantage.


Cassie saw them too and shook her head, a funny little laugh at the silliness of her husband and his new conquest. Again, I expected to feel jealousy over Allison, my partner for this trip, being with someone new — but it never showed.


On the other hand, the envy I felt seeing Emily kissing Mike — my wife running her hands over his bare chest, his own fingers gripped on her panty-covered ass — redoubled. They kept cooing to each other, encouraging and sweet. Like two young lovers excited to share in each other. It was oddly worse than watching Emily submit herself to Jack.


Wasn’t this balance? I’d been with Mike’s wife — why couldn’t he take a turn with mine? Yet something about it truly bothered me. More than I let on. I knew I couldn’t say anything to stop it, but it left my stomach twisting.


With Jack, Emily was clearly infatuated. But, oddly, it felt like he’d earned it. He showed my wife his admiration as she slowly shed her inhibitions for him. But Mike was just taking. He’d never appreciated Emily before our trip. He’d told me as much earlier in the evening. But now he was grabbing, grasping at her. Acting like he actually cared.


Fortunately, I had my own incredible distraction to keep me engaged. I looked at the beautiful blonde underneath me, running my eyes over every inch of her fantastic body. But then, there was more to see, wasn’t there?


“Front clasp?” I asked, remembering the incident from a few days before.


Cassie shook her head and leaned forward to give me access. I snapped her bra between my fingers. There were two more clasps than I was used to undoing. Cassie’s breasts burst free. Her pink nipples erect and wanting.


I reached down and reverently hefted her boobs in my hands. I was used to being with much smaller-chested women. Not that Cassie had massive tits by any means. But when all you’ve ever seen are lemons and oranges, grapefruits can seem like a whole other species of citrus.


I looked down at the beautiful blonde woman while I massaged her breasts. So full, they overspilled my palms. Cassie’s eyes were closed. She was biting her lip. She looked amazing under my ministrations. So sexy and near-perfect. The kind of woman you dreamed about being with. And even then, dismissed the idea as imposs…


I froze.


It all rushed back to me. Everything that Cassie had said before. Yet there I was, doing it too. Like I hadn’t heard a word.


I took a deep breath. I released Cassie’s breasts and closed my eyes. Instead of glorifying in the gorgeous creature currently writhing under me, I focused on the woman I’d come to know in those last few days.


The longing look in her bright blue eyes while she watched Jack with Emily. That time after Flight of Passage when it had affected her so deeply. The way she’d snorted once, when she’d laughed a little harder than she usually let herself. A stolen moment on Splash Mountain when I’d caught her really, truly, smiling at the adventure we were sharing. The way her voice trembled in the darkness when she’d broken down on the Peoplemover.


The real Cassie was beautiful, yes, but vulnerable, too. Broken, cracked, in the way that all of us get after a few too many rides on this thing called life. A real, actual woman who wanted, more than anything, to be loved.


I leaned down and kissed Cassie. Not as a horny dude who wanted to get laid. Not as some victorious hunter who’d finally bagged the big game. Just as a man who’d truly seen the woman he was with and found her amazing. I pressed my lips against hers. Long, soft, and loving.


Cassie’s bright blue orbs searched my face. She looked nervous, like she wasn’t sure what I was about to do. It wasn’t fear, exactly. More like the look you get when you feel the roller coaster start to tip on that first, huge hill. When you realize that something amazing is about to happen.


I mouthed my way around Cassie’s body. Her cute pink ears and slender neck. Broad shoulders and long, lithe fingers. Slowly teased my way to her breasts.


When I finally suckled at her nipples, Cassie gasped. Back arched, pushing her tits forward like she wanted me to swallow them whole. Her hands shot down to my boxers and she shoved them down. My dick, hard as I could remember, popped out. Eager for Cassie’s elegant grasp.


I heard a feminine squeak and, for the first time in what felt like ages, I glanced at what was going on around us.


Emily was completely naked, slowly lowering her pussy down over Mike’s face. She was facing his feet, stroking his long, bare dick with both hands. Mike’s tongue plied at her folds. Emily’s face tightened in pleasure.


“Damn, Em,” Mike said between licks, “Taste so good.”


So much for my wife who never liked feeling so exposed. Mike buried himself deeper between Emily’s legs. She grunted out his name like one long string of syllables.


Allison and Jack were still scrambling on the ground. They’d gotten each other naked and now seemed to be struggling for who got to be on top. Finally, Allison lay back and spread her legs. Jack grabbed his dick and steered it towards her center.


“You gonna need to pop a Viagra, old man?” Allison asked, nipping at his lips.


“I might,” Jack snapped back, “Just to get it up after looking at your nothing body, scarecrow,”


Allison cackled, then groaned as Jack slipped himself inside her.


I had the very strange thought that Cassie and I were running behind. Like sex was on a schedule and if we were late, we’d never get to our destination in time. I kissed my way down Cassie’s stomach, not as taut as Allison’s but lovely, and pulled her red panties down to her ankles.


I paused and appreciated Cassie’s pussy. We’d already done so much, but I’d never been this close to her sex. Her outer lips were petite, with long inner labia that flowered outward. The bump of her clitoris, too, seemed to burst forth from her sex. Like it couldn’t wait to get my attention.


I took a deep breath, again, focusing on the woman beneath me. The scent of her, womanly, with a hint of peaches and vanilla from her body wash. That cute little tuft of curly blonde pubic hair. I reminded myself of how lucky I was to be there, to experience this slice of Cassie’s true self. Then I buried my head between her legs.


Again, I lost my sense of the outer world. Emily’s sharp gasps and Allison’s throaty guffaws fell back to background noise. It all became a low buzz through Cassie’s lovely legs, hanging languid over my shoulders. I put all of my focus on that one spot, teaching myself how to please the woman beneath me.


I remembered all the things that I’d loved from each of the women I’d been with that week. Cassie’s enthusiasm, Allison’s determination, Emily’s adoration. I put those pieces together with my tongue, my lips. And felt Cassie slowly coil around me.


After far less time than I expected, Cassie let out a sharp gasp. Like she’d been burned. Her hand shot out and squeezed my head, nails dug into my skull. She let out a long, anguished cry. A short sob. Something wet splashed against my chin. Then Cassie collapsed into the cushions. Her legs fell limp.


I lifted my head and saw Cassie lying there like she’d been shot. But as I examined her more closely, I saw she was shaking. Whole tremors, racing across her body, subtle but still there. Like she was seizing. Eyes rolled back in her head.


I tried to think back to what I’d seen before. I couldn’t remember Cassie cumming like this. In fact, now that I watched her orgasm take hold of her, I wondered if I’d ever seen Cassie peak at all.


I quickly put that thought aside. I wasn’t competing.


“I’m kicking your ass,” Allison said, as Jack continued to thrust his dick into her. Loud slaps as he beat her into the deck with his dick. “You can’t handle this pussy.”


“Listen. Little. Girl,” Jack gasped out, “Shut up. And take it.”


“I’m not little,” Allison said.


In response, Jack reached down and pinched her pink nipples, practically twisting them off. Allison gasped and her face went red. Neck straining. When her orgasm let go of her again, she growled at the older man. He responded by slapping her flank, like he really was a cowboy, and Allison was his horse.


Emily slowly lifted herself off Mike’s face, holding herself carefully, like she couldn’t trust her body. Her nipples pointed so red and puffy they looked painful.


“That was nice,” Emily said. She turned around and patted Mike’s sticky cheek.


“I liked it too,” Mike said.


“Ready to try something else?” Emily asked.


“Oh fuck yeah,” Mike said, an enthusiastic grin filling his face.


Emily reached down and lifted Mike’s long, thin dick upwards. Aimed it at her wanting pussy. For a moment, my wife caught my eye. She gave me a strange look. Challenging and proud. Regretful and sad. A mix of so many conflicting emotions I couldn’t sort through them all.


Emily slowly lowered herself onto Mike’s long dick. He groaned.


“Oh fuck, so good,” he said.


Emily slid down his skinny cock inch by inch. She reached the point where she was used to hitting the end and kept going. Her eyes widened as Mike’s penis pressed deeper than she’d ever experienced.


“Fuck, Em,” Mike said, “You feel so good.”


Emily froze about an inch from the bottom. It was clear Mike had hit something painful, and she stopped herself. She carefully rose up, then settled down again. This time she was able to take it all, but not without making a wry frown as she did so. Emily leaned forward, resting her hands on Mike’s chest, and started to slowly rock back and forth on top of him.




“Fuck. Your pussy,” Mike said, “Gripping me like… Fucking hell, Em.”


Emily only nodded absently. She was moving around gingerly, like she was trying out some new contraption; figuring out what all the buttons do.


Beneath me, Cassie finally stilled. Her eyes met mine — her face a mix of complete satisfaction and utter embarrassment. She gave me a slight smile, almost like apologizing.


“That was amazing,” I said. I leaned forward, cautiously, to kiss her. If she didn’t want to taste herself on my lips, I wanted to give her the chance to say ‘no.’ Instead, Cassie kissed me back, passionately. Not in the showy way I was used to. But with real warmth and affection. “You’re amazing.”


“I’m pretty sure it’s the other way around,” Cassie said. She leaned in and whispered in my ear. “I’ve never cum like that. Ever.”


The fact that she wouldn’t say it aloud told me that it was true. Our eyes met, intimate. I could tell she was searching for reassurance. Her hand shot down and gripped my cock. OK, so maybe she was looking for something else, too.


“Put it in me, Paul,” Cassie said, “Please.”


She wasn’t quiet that time. Quite the opposite.


“I need it,” Cassie said, “Your big, thick dick.”


Cassie didn’t wait for my answer. She took my cock and steered it into place, practically stuffing me into her sex. She was certainly slippery but surprisingly tight. Her cunt clamped down from her previous cum. She grunted as I entered her. I expected she would want me to wait, but she shoved me forward. Almost like she welcomed the pain of my penetration.


The walls of her pussy slowly gave way to my insistent invader. Cassie’s entire body welcomed me forward. Arms clasped my neck. Legs wrapped around my waist. Completely surrendering herself.


“aaaaaAH!” Cassie’s body reacted as I slid inside her. Blue eyes burst wide.


I realized she was on the edge of orgasm from the last time and my entry had taken her, again, over the top. Her nails dug into my arms, sharp. She was slowly slicing me to pieces.


“Oh — ah,” Cassie gasped out, “Fuck. Feels so. Ah! Nee…needed this. So bad.”


I finally buried myself completely. Again, I paused. I assumed Cassie would want a second to get used. Catch her breath. Instead, though, she was already writhing. Humping up and back as much as she could.


“Fuck me,” she said. Repeated it louder. “Fuck me, hard!”


That got the group’s attention. The other two couples, both already in mid-copulation, turned to look our way. If Cassie noticed their attention, she didn’t react. At that point, surrounded by her grasping pussy, I didn’t care.


I gripped the girl’s shoulders for purchase and slammed into her. Cassie rolled her hips in time with my thrusts. Neither of us holding back.


“Ohhhhh, oh God. Keep. Keep fucking me. Harder. Please. Pump me.” I doubt Cassie even realized she was saying the words. It was more like a long stream of sounds that happened to make sense. Again, I thought of what I’d witnessed earlier. This was a very different kind of cheerleader urging me on. One barely able to keep hold of coherence. “Oh! FUCK! That’s so fucking GOOD!”


I became very aware of where we were doing all this. The six of us were outside, fucking madly, in what was actually a very public place. The other bungalows around us were quiet and dark. But that didn’t mean anything.


I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked over. It was Emily. Her green eyes ran up and down my body. My wife gave me a funny little grin.


“Having fun?” she asked. I knew that didn’t require an answer. “I love this. Love you. Watching. Make her go. Cum so hard.”


The whole time, Emily kept riding up and down Mike’s dick. Long, slow strokes. Her stomach and ass undulating over him. I told her I liked watching her, too.


“Sssooooo deep,” Emily said. My poor petite wife. Mike had to be pushing up to her guts by that point. Still, she gamely carried on. Her lover staring up at her, a cocky little smirk played on his face.


“Yeah, Em,” Mike said, “Ride it. I got you. I got you, Emily. Fuck, that tight pussy feels so sweet.”


Emily froze halfway down. A little shiver ran through her. Her fingers dug into my bicep as her cum overcame her. Now I was getting wounded by two women at once.


“Come on, old man, you can do it harder than that!” Allison shouted out. She bucked him off her, breaking them apart. Allison grabbed Jack by the waist and flipped him over. His silver head bounced against the hardwood as she threw him back. Without a pause, the athletic blonde impaled herself on his dick. “Jeez, you want something done right, you’ve gotta do it yourself.”


“You’re such a brat,” Jack said, “Always has to be your way.”


“Damn straight,” Allison said, “Cause I’m the one who knows what I’m doing. Now shut up and enjoy it.”


Jack started to argue, but Allison silenced him with a kiss. Her ass bounced up and down on him lewdly.


With the four of them now in the same position, I wondered if I should flip Cassie, as well. But she seemed more than content to lie there and let me plow into her. Even the random words she’d been rambling before had devolved to grunts and cries.


“Oh! Ohfuck. Guh… uhn…uh…aahhhhhhhAH!” Cassie peaked again.


I could tell she was cumming because her arms trembled, and her eyes crossed. Her face cinched; lips curled up in a half smile. Plus, her pussy would squeeze down so hard it almost hurt.


Cassie’s orgasms seemed be coming in groups. Rolling through her like a convoy of cums. One barely finished before another started.


“It’s good right? Fucking Cassie?” I realized Mike was talking to me.


I didn’t have the heart to tell him, he didn’t know the half of it. It made me feel a little better about the fact that he was doing my wife at the same time.


“Emily’s amazing,” Mike said, “Fucking awesome. That tight pussy, fucking squeezing on me. Like she’s trying to, uhn, suck the cum right out of my cock.”


Emily reached over again, but this time she grabbed Cassie’s arm.


“My husband’s giving it to you good,” she said, “Isn’t he?” My innocent wife acting so strangely dominant, it was maybe the sexiest thing I’d seen from her yet.


“Uhn. Uh. Uh huh.” Cassie nodded, unable to say much of anything.


“Fuck yeah,” Emily said, “Take it. Cum on that thick cock.”


Like it was a command, I felt Cassie’s cunt writhe around me as another orgasm ripped through her.


“That’s a good — oh! — girl,” Emily said, then stiffened as her own pleasure crested. Like watching Cassie had brought her off. “OhhhhAH! That long dick. Fucking stabbing me.”


“Yuh… yeah.” Cassie gamely tried to continue the conversation, but to no avail. “Oh fuh-fuck! Cumming. Gonna cum. Again. OH!”


I hadn’t stopped thrusting through all of this. Cassie’s body felt amazing, her orgasms making it all the more incredible. But I stayed in control. After days of this, I felt like I could go on forever.


But even more than that, I wasn’t focusing on my own enjoyment. Instead, I concentrated on what Cassie liked. I didn’t worry about what felt best for me, I moved in ways that she seemed to respond to. If anything, with all that attention, it seemed like Cassie might tap out before I did. The way she was gasping, panting — her body slick with sweat — I thought that was a real possibility.


Everyone else, however, was starting to reach the finish.


“Come on, Allison,” I heard the athletic blonde start her little chant. “Come… on… AH!”


The athletic blonde threw her head back, little tits pointed to the sky. Jack’s hands shot out and grabbed Allison’s hips, like keeping her from rocketing off.


“Here it comes,” he grunted. His face went lax. “Ohhhhh yeah. There it is. Take it. Take my cum, you skinny bitch.”


“Yuh-yeah,” Allison finally fell slack. “Give it to me. You old bastard. Fill me up.”


“Getting close,” Mike warned Emily.


My wife hopped off his dick. She grabbed it in both fists and started pumping up and down with abandon. Mike groaned loudly as the first burst of his seed fountained upwards and landed on his own chest. Emily aimed his long, skinny cock so the next burst splattered on her upturned breasts.


Mike groaned out. “Ahhhh… so good…”


Emily giggled as he covered her with his spend.


“Puh - Paul?” I felt Cassie’s hand on my arm. I looked down at my gorgeous lover. Cassie’s mouth hung open. Her eyes dilated. “Cuh-cumming. I need…”


The words came out of her strained, like she was fighting through her orgasm to get them there. She tried to lean up and kiss me, but her body wouldn’t let her. She fell back.


Yet some part of me had the sense, at the last moment, that she’d squeezed off her true climax. Like she’d felt something bigger building and she’d backed off it. I can’t say how I knew it, but I did. Cassie’s body seemed to edge away, like throttling her cum. A slight twist of her hips. Like cutting off a faucet at the source.


“So good,” Cassie said, “Cum Paul. I need you to. Please… Fill me. It’s yours - all yours. My pussy. Take it. Uhhhhn… Take me.”


Her request, the need of her voice, finally brought me to the edge of orgasm.


“Getting… close…” I said.


“Inside,” Cassie said, “I want it. So deep… Your load. Give me all of it.”


I stood up and pulled Cassie by her hips to the edge of the lounger. I took her shapely legs brought and them up against my shoulders. I could have turned my head and kissed her foot. Cassie lay splayed, submissive before me. I caught her bright blue eyes with my own.


“I will,” I said, “But only if you let it go, Cassie. Don’t hold back.”


“Oh.” Cassie tried to escape my gaze, but I wouldn’t let her. Her greedy pussy tried to capture more of my cock, but I held it back. Her nostrils flared; neck muscles strained. “OK.”


“Cum for me, Cassie,” I said. I thrust into her, hard. So much deeper and more aggressive than what I’d done before. Holding her in my thrall. “Give it up.”


“Yeah, do it! Cum on that cock!” Emily cheered. Her chest dripping with Mike’s spend.


“Fill her up!” Allison shouted. I saw she was sitting back on the deck, strumming her pussy hard.


“Let it out,” I said, “Show me. You have to let me see.”


I buried myself to the hilt. I could feel my climax building. Cassie’s body bucked under me.


“Oh. Oh. Oh… OH! Ohhhhhhh fuck, I… yyyyyyyyyyyYES!”


I felt something warm splash against me. I looked down and saw the last of a long, clear spurt arcing out of Cassie’s pussy. Her face was purple. Jaw frozen open. A long, stuttered grunt escaped her lips, pitching higher with each gasp.


And then, with Cassie’s pussy gripping me harder than I thought was possible, I finally let loose.


The heat of my liquid bliss surged forth and blasted into Cassie’s pussy. A long, exultant burst of ecstasy that practically knocked me back.


“Ahh ah AHHHHHHHHHH!” Cassie cried out, sharp as she felt me finally fill her. She sobbed and whimpered. Keened up at the heavens. A broken, joyful lament as she was crushed by her reckless bliss.


My own orgasm was only beginning. My second spurt felt almost fuller than the first. Harder. Almost painful. I gripped Cassie’s hips tight enough to leave ten tiny bruises. I roared out my orgasm, unaware I was even making a sound.


My cum shot deep into her cervix. A roaring, raging river, racing inside Cassie’s pussy, battering down anything in its path. Bathing her womb in my ecstatic essence.


“Oh God. So good. Cumming so… Fuck. Ohhhhh fuck that feels so good.” Cassie’s voice was weak and raspy. Like her shouting had snapped it. She bucked and shuddered like an invisible hand was shaking her.


I felt my knees go weak, but Cassie caught me in her arms. She drew me forward, kissing my lips and cheeks. My spend sputtered outward, dripping on her legs and stomach.


Cassie kept me close, patting my head. Both of us clasped each other tight, trying to draw out the last little bits of our orgasms. Savoring the lingering sweetness. I became aware of how hot everything was. Sticky and slippery. My lungs burned. My body ached. My head throbbed, pulsing with my heartbeat.


I glanced over and saw Emily cuddled into Mike on the lounger next to us. Allison and Jack both slumped on the side of the cabin.


We’d done it. Without tricks or games. No built-up boundaries or precious little limits. We’d all just fucked. Wild. Slamming into each other with abandon.


Like it was nothing at all.


*


I blinked my eyes open to the early haze. The sun was sneaking quietly over the horizon like it didn’t want to be seen. Everything around me — the lounger I was lying on, the deck, the nearby tables — was wet with dew. The air smelled clean and fresh.


I realized I was alone. Everyone else had slipped off, I assumed to sleep inside. About now, I was supposed to be worrying where my wife was, who she was with. I couldn’t drum up the energy.


I rolled over to my side and saw Cassie. She was on the other side of the deck, sitting on the steps of the tiny plunge pool. She was naked, her fantastic body half submerged in the clear-blue water. Her pink nipples were taut on her full breasts. The wind played in her golden blonde hair.


Cassie didn’t notice me looking. She stared off into the horizon. Like searching for something that would never arrive. A sailor’s wife, waiting for her husband to return from another fruitless voyage.


I slowly rolled off the lounger and limped over. Cassie glanced my way and smiled. She scooched over so I could climb into the water with her. Since she was sitting on the stairs, the only place I could go was into the pool, itself. The water was warm, like a bathtub. I went about shoulder deep before my feet hit the tile. It felt like being dropped in a human-sized bucket. My shoulders brushed the walls.


As soon as I was in, Cassie hugged me, tight. Her skin was prickled from the cool, morning air. She shivered into my chest.


“That was, ummm,” Cassie said, “I mean. The whole thing? It was pretty amazing.”


“It was,” I said.


“I’m sorry about what I did, though,” she said.


I gave her a questioning look. ‘Sorry’ was not the sentiment I expected.


“You know,” Cassie said. “The squirting.” The word came out of her so quiet, it might as well have been the wind.


“It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” I said, meaning it.


Cassie looked at me like I was nuts, but then a smile broke across her face. “Really? Because that was crazy. I don’t usually… I mean. Fucking hell, Paul. I’ve cum lots of times with guys, I swear, but it’s never felt like that. So out of control and… Wow. You’re not supposed to do that to me, you know?”


Cassie couldn’t hide her excitement now. Her bubbly personality overflowed.


“I enjoyed it, too,” I said, flatly. Cassie growled at me and gave me a shove. I beamed at her, widely. “It was fucking amazing.”


Cassie’s face shifted. She raised an eyebrow, and I could tell she was processing.


“Why don’t you talk more?” Cassie asked, “Seriously. Don’t give me that whole thing about the accent. Your voice is sexy as hell. So why? What happened?”


I shrugged. I took a deep breath and switched into my deepest, sharpest patois.


“Americans talk too much,” I said. It may as well have been my father’s voice for how well I’d imitated it. Not that Cassie would know. I went back to my regular way of speaking. “That’s what my father told me.”


“So?” Cassie asked.


“It’s hard,” I said, “Hard to understand when you grew up here. My father, he just…” I went back into the accent. “Words! Too many words! All meaningless.”


“He made you feel bad for speaking?” Cassie asked. She couldn’t keep the shock out of her voice.


“I don’t feel comfortable with it,” I said, “It feels fake. I’m sorry.”


“I get that,” Cassie said, “Conversation can be empty. But not all of it is hollow. And sometimes you have to work through the surface bullshit to dig into the real stuff.”


The real stuff was kind of the problem, though. “I find it hard to share myself,” I said, “Especially when I know others don’t care about what I’m saying.”


“You could talk to me,” Cassie said. And it was so warm and affectionate, it made my heart ache a little. “I care. I’d love to talk to you more. If you’ll let me.”


“OK,” I said, “I will try.”


Cassie slipped down into the pool and hugged me close. There wasn’t enough room in there for us to be any less tight together. She rested her head on my shoulder. I know it sounds simplistic, but there was something nice about holding someone my height. The ease of our togetherness. OK, maybe it was more than a size thing.


“Like, maybe we could start talking now?” Cassie asked.


I chuckled. Silence still came easier to me. I took a deep breath. There’d been a thought lodged in my mind for a while. And I realized that now was the time to spit it out.


“Your mother was right,” I said, “You do deserve more.”


Cassie stepped back. Her face twisted in hurt.


“Not because you’re hot or you have blonde hair and big boobs,” I said, “But because you’re a unique, incredible woman. Special. Anyone would be lucky to feel your love. Your true love. Even if it was only for an instant.”


Cassie hugged me tight. Then we were kissing. I don’t know how it started. Our lips came together. It was soft, warm. Not the needful, hungry smacks of before. This felt more like true fondness.


We hugged each other tight. I felt my erection press warm against her furrow. I backed Cassie into the wall behind her and we ground into each other. Cassie let out a gasp.


She spun us around, put her hands near my hips, and lifted upwards. I got her hint and slid up to the steps of the pool. My erection pointed through the shallow water, lewdly. The air now felt cold on my bare shoulders.


Cassie followed me up to the steps. Still kissing, reaching. Like she didn’t want to be parted. She lowered her cute bottom into my lap. Wrapped her legs around my waist. Cassie reached down for my dick and scooted forward.


Slipping in wasn’t easy. The wetness of the water made everything weirdly dry. Pushing forward was almost painful. But then I was ensconced in a far warmer, slicker place. We both groaned as we finally connected.


This position was so intimate. Both of us clung to each other. Neither able to really move. We didn’t slam so much as we soaked. Slowly rocked against each other. Any movement, any build, required coordinated effort. It forced us to be slow, loving.


We rutted back and forth in the pool, languid. We’d had sex before, but this was something else entirely. The little droplets of water on Cassie’s skin. Her hair darkened by the wet. The smell of chorine and Cassie’s own unique perfume.


We held onto each other tightly, like surviving a storm. My dick slid back and forth in a way that was so delicious yet frustrating. I wanted to pump her, but I couldn’t. We had to work each other through it. A sensuous struggle.


I reached between us and found Cassie’s clit. She stopped humping to help me along. I strummed at her center. Cassie’s mouth dropped open. She let out deep, halting gasps. Her hand shot down and held mine in place. Her chest flushed. Her body rose, then fell.


When I saw that she had recovered, I started to rub again. But Cassie pushed my palm away, gently.


“Too sensitive,” she said.


Instead, I used my pussy-slicked fingers to pull at her nipple. Cassie began humping up and down on my shaft. Doing her best to move despite the lack of leverage.


But desire had already taken hold. I pushed Cassie back to the hardwood deck, pulling her out of the pool.


“Oh!” she let out in shock, but she let me position her.


I shoved myself back inside of Cassie, glorifying in my new leverage. But it wasn’t to last. Those final, full strokes were all too much for me. I pumped her once. Twice. On the third push, as my cock was fully sheathed inside Cassie, my orgasm took hold of me.




A shout escaped my lips. My cum sharp and hot as it vaulted into her grasping pussy. She let out a little giggle, holding me tight as I filled her.


“Oh yes,” she said, stroking my back, “That’s it. Take that married pussy. Let it all out. I want it. Fill me up so deep.”


I lost track of her words. Only focusing on the bursting peaks of pleasure. I strained, squeezing out all that I could. The bliss slowly drained from me. Like every inch of my body was letting out a long, joyous song.


Cassie and I stayed connected like that on the deck. Holding each other. Whispering. Kissing. My dick, soft, stayed surrounded in her soft wetness.


“I could get used to that,” Cassie said.


“The sex?” I asked.


“All of it,” Cassie said.


I lifted my head, giving her an odd look. Cassie’s blue eyes stared back, fierce. Was she saying what I thought? I couldn’t imagine it. Instead, I tried to play it off.


“You deserve to be happy, Cassie,” I said. The implication of ‘with someone else’ was clear.


Cassie nodded at me, sadly. Like I’d told her she could go to Hogwarts or pet a unicorn. It was a nice thought, but this was reality. And for Cassie, that meant compromise.


I heard a feminine throat clear.


“Ahem.”


Clear as day.


Cassie and I both turned behind us to look at where that sound had come from and found a pair of very adorable feet staring back at us. We followed the toes upwards, till we found their source.


Emily was staring down at me and Cassie. My petite wife was wearing another fuzzy bath robe. Her arms were crossed under her little boobs. Her green eyes burned fire.


“We need to talk.”


Poly at the Poly Pt. 07


“We need to talk,” Emily said.


My wife stared down at me as I lay naked on the hardwood deck, entangled with another woman. The expression on her face said she was upset, though I couldn’t imagine why. We’d all engaged in this crazed, ongoing orgy since we’d arrived at Disney, four days before. If anything, I felt that Emily had started it, being all flirty with Jack that first night in the hot tub.


We had since gone way farther than that.


I’d had sex with Emily’s best friend, Allison, and Jack’s wife, Cassie. Em had slept with Jack, of course, but also Mike, Allison’s husband, as well. Everyone had been with everyone, to the point that what few boundaries we had left had been obliterated.


And yet, I found myself feeling guilty under my wife’s glare. It didn’t help that my wilting dick was still buried in Cassie’s wet, welcoming pussy. We’d just finished an early morning pool fuck, as casual as a wake up cappuccino.


“Please,” Emily said. Her stance softened. Emily was wearing one of the white, fluffy bathrobes the hotel provided, but nothing else. Strange how that one piece of clothing made her seem so much more proper than Cassie and me. As if Emily hadn’t been equally debauched only a few hours before.


I slowly stood, separating myself from my most recent lover. Cassie let her hands trail my legs as we broke apart, like she didn’t want to let me go. The beautiful blonde woman didn’t say a word, just gave me a little nod. A bit of a reassuring smile.


I took in the world around me. Everything on the deck was wet with dew, like it had been hosed down. The was slowly climbing over the horizon, giving everything a pale, bluish hue. The little chirps and songs of the world waking up filled my ears.


Emily gave Cassie a little courtesy wave, then my wife lead me back into the bungalow. Emily flopped down on the couch, but I felt off sitting next to her naked. So, like following breadcrumbs through a forest, I traced my steps till I was able to retrieve my boxers, pants, and dress shirt from the night before. I threw them on and sat down next to Emily. The house was completely silent.


As soon as I sat, Emily grabbed my hand. She gripped my fingers, possessively. Like I might escape.


“Last night,” she said, like that summarized the entire evening we’d had of sucking and fucking people that we weren’t, personally, married to. “It was a lot.”


I raised an eyebrow. Was it? OK, so we’d had yet another epic orgy out on the deck in the middle of Disney’s Polynesian Resort. But was it truly any different than the wild groupings we’d gotten into already?


We’d done almost the same thing, with different partners, in that very living room, not long before. We’d also made out in our own little hotel room on the other side of the resort. We’d done it in the bathroom, on the floor, on the kitchen table, in each other’s beds, in a hot tub… The only thing we hadn’t done was have sex with our actual, married partners. Well, except for Emily and I one time in the shower and, weirdly, that had been the outlier.


I expected my wife to explain herself, but she stared at me. Her face creased with concern. I wondered how much of my morning sex with Cassie that she’d caught. I’d seen her in similarly compromised positions the whole trip. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was in trouble for some reason. And it irked me.


Yet, wasn’t this what I’d wanted from the start? Emily had seemed distant this whole trip. Totally removed. And while fooling around like this had been fun, I can admit that some part of me had been yearning for something to upset my wife. To grab her attention from Jack and Mike and bring her back to me. So why did this feel like a failure rather than a triumph?


Sitting on the couch — Emily squeezing my hand like she wanted to strangle it — I thought she was about to read me the riot act. Instead, she went somewhere unexpected.


“That story I told you about me and the quarterback,” Emily said, “When we played two truths and a lie on the first night.”


I remembered it, of course. The six of us had been drinking in the hot tub. Things had been getting racy. When it was her turn, Emily had surprised me twice. She’d confessed that I had been her first (To that point, her only. My, how the times had changed), which was quite the shock in and of itself. But I hadn’t forgotten about her other admission. That she’d sucked off the star quarterback under the bleachers back in college.


“I wasn’t very popular in high school,” Emily said, “With boys, I mean. I was always the quiet one in the corner. When I got to college, I had this philosophy class my freshman year. Derek, that’s the quarterback, he was in it. He was, like, the guy. You know? Athletic, totally handsome. Dumb as a rock.”


I laughed and so did Emily.


“I’d never gone for boys like that,” Emily continued, “I didn’t see the attraction. But something about Derek made my knees melt.”


I gave Emily a pained look. Did I really need to hear about how she was attracted to another man? Sure, it was before she knew me. But this felt like a particularly open wound to pick at.


“There’s a point to this, I promise,’ Emily said, “It was a stupid crush, nothing was going to come of it. But then he asked me for help with the class. Apparently, he was struggling, and he thought I could tutor him. He basically begged.”


I could hear the swagger in Emily’s voice. She’d always been proud of how she did in school. It was the one thing I’d ever seen her be truly competitive about.


“We went back to my dorm room for study sessions,” she said, “I had these silly fantasies about how our eyes would meet over the textbook. He’d lean forward and…” She cleared her throat. “Nothing ever happened. He was a perfect gentleman the whole time. And again, I guess I felt forgotten. Ignored. Like, was I even a woman if I couldn’t get some fuckboy jock to make out with me?”


“You’re very much a woman,” I said, eyeing her body. Emily was sitting primly, wearing that bulky robe, yet she might as well have been posing for a boudoir shoot. Her perky breasts and shapely legs looked so good. Damn but my wife was hot. Who wouldn’t be turned on by her?


“Derek passed the philosophy test,” Emily said, “I didn’t see him for a few months. One day I was crossing the quad, on my way to class, and I saw him walking with some friends. I don’t know what came over me. I marched over, grabbed his hand, and dragged him away.”


Emily’s chest and neck went pink. She licked her lips, slowly. A little grin played on her face.


“We ended up under the bleachers by the practice field. I shoved his pants down. I felt this incredible rush. I was sexy. Powerful. The hot quarterback was worshipping me. The way he stared — eyes wide. Confused and excited all at once. Eager and amazed. I felt like a goddess.”


Emily stopped herself. She took a deep breath. She realized she’d dropped my hand and she grabbed it again. Holding it close to her bare belly.


“After it was over, walking home, I felt awful,” Emily said, “None of it was like I imagined. His dick was actually kind of small and it tasted wrong, like he hadn’t washed it in a while. But the worst part was, there was no connection. I might as well have sucked off a mannequin for all that it mattered. In the end, Derek was only a stranger; I didn’t care about him.”


“I’m sorry,” I said. I felt like I needed to say something, and it was the only phrase that came to mind. Emily continued her story.


“I showered, like, six times that night. Trying to make it all go away. I thought about Derek bragging to his friends about how he’d gotten a BJ from some horny geek. I pictured running into him on campus again and being horribly embarrassed. All of it was a mess and I wished I’d never done it.”


I extricated my hand from Emily’s grasp and pulled her close, hugging her tight. Emily let me hold her, then settled back into the cushions.


“And most of the time that’s how I remember it,” Emily said, “As this stupid mistake that I’d regret for the rest of my life. But every now and then, I think about the thrill beforehand. The power I felt right before it happened. I guess that’s how Cassie feels all the time. I envy her something awful.”


For a second, I thought about telling Emily that wasn’t the case — that, actually, Cassie was as insecure as Emily. Maybe moreso in some ways. But it felt like betraying the blonde woman’s trust. So, instead, I nodded noncommittally.


“When you started talking about having kids, I don’t know, it all flooded back to me,” Emily said, “Like my life was instantly over and I’d missed out on actually living it. I told you about my mom. She handed her whole life over to us kids and I promised myself I’d never do that. But here we are.”


“It’s not…” I started, but Emily shushed me. Being told to be quiet was a new experience for me.


“I love what we have together,” Emily said, “I truly do. I don’t want to lose that. Ever. But thinking about making a family made me feel wasted. Used up. Like I was ending my life as an individual being.”


“It’s not the end,” I said, “Just a new chapter.”


“Rationally, I know that. Emotionally? It’s not the same.”


“I get that,” I said, “I want you to be happy.”


“I know. Everything that’s happened on this trip has been…” Emily waved her hand, like that could encompass all she felt.


“You’ve seemed like you’re enjoying it,” I said, “Sometimes.”


“Sometimes,” Emily said, “Sometimes it’s been amazing. Getting to be this other person — this wild, uninhibited woman — is wonderful in a lot of ways. Like living out a fantasy. But it’s also been awful. Scary. Is this what we are now? Is this who I am?”


“You can be who you want to be,” I said.


“I don’t even know who that is anymore,” Emily said, “I’m scared I’m losing myself. Losing you.”


I saw a tear well in her eye. It slipped down her cheek. She sniffled and brushed it away.


“I don’t regret what I did,” Emily said, forcing her voice to stay steady. “What I’ve done. But at the same time.”


“We can stop it,” I said, “Right now. We’ll tell them we don’t want to do it anymore. Just go to the park you and me if you’d like.”


“No, it’s OK,” Emily said, “One more day. I’m not ready to let go of it. Not yet.”


I nodded my head. Part of me was disappointed to hear her say that. Another part, a greedy part I would never acknowledge, was relieved. I guess I wasn’t ready to end our escapades either.


“But when we get home,” Emily said. She took my hand and put it on her heart. “When all this ends? I’m going off birth control.”


For a moment, I was confused. Then, suddenly, I understood what Emily was saying. I couldn’t stop myself from beaming. Now my eyes were the ones welling with tears.


“Really?”


“Let’s make a family, Paul,” Emily said, “You and me.”


“I’d like that very much,” I said.


Emily hugged me tight and both of us wept. Holding each other half-dressed on the couch in the middle of a bungalow where we’d been having wild sex for days. Like it was the most romantic, wholesome thing in the world.


Emily separated herself and straightened.


“So,” I said, “A little more fun.”


“One more day,” Emily said, “Then we go home and start something new. Together.”


“That sounds wonderful.”


*


“This is a disaster,” Allison said. All six of us nodded in agreement.


We were standing in the center of the courtyard in front of Cinderella Castle. The white and blue spires loomed over us, almost sparkling in the summer sun. Bright, happy music blared.


It was the archetypal ‘Disney’ moment that you see in promotions for the park. But we were having anything but a magical day. Everything had started out so well, all of us in happy alignment. Now, it seemed, we couldn’t agree on anything at all.


Back at the Poly, after Emily and I had concluded our conversation, we’d collected the rest of the group. Everyone had found themselves passed out somewhere, and no one was completely confident about how they’d ended up where they were. We were drunk on hormones, high on adrenaline, yet no one thought that maybe we were out of control.


Emily and I were dressed, somewhat, but the rest of the group was completely naked. I couldn’t help but stare at Cassie’s naked form, her large breasts and golden blonde hair. But I also couldn’t keep my eyes off of Allison, so tall and lithe with her small, pert boobs and poker-straight, strawberry-blonde hair.


I noticed all of us were eyeing each other, as if sharing in our appreciation. The group had grown together so thoroughly the last few days, yet we couldn’t keep ourselves from ogling, amazed, all over again.


Despite the urge to throw ourselves right back down the rabbit hole, we all agreed that we needed to spend our last day at Disney actually at Disney. Our costumes from the night before were all gross and sweaty, stained with who knows what, but they were the only clothes we had. So, we put them on as best we could.


Once again, Allison, Mike, Emily and I headed back to our hotel room. Stepping out from the bungalow was like entering a different universe. Families raced around us, getting ready for the day. Couples strutted past with their morning coffee. Kids were already throwing tantrums. I remembered a few days before, thinking we were on a shared walk of shame. If that was the case, then this had to be a full-on parade of disgrace. Our only reprieve was that it was still early enough that most people hadn’t woken up yet.


The four of us hurried back to our hotel room. Allison only paused to check her watch and tut her tongue. But when we got back to our room, we didn’t start changing right away. Instead, Allison immediately pulled me over to the couch while Mike led Emily to the bed. The other couple looked so deadly serious, it was scary.


“Mike and I had a talk this morning,” Allison said, looking me right in the eyes. “About, you know, everything.”


I felt my chest tighten. This sounded bad. Despite all the wildness we’d been working through, we’d only gone on this trip because Allison was Emily’s best friend. But this was starting to sound like a breakup speech.


“Yeah, somehow, Allie and I ended up in the same bedroom together last night,” Mike said. He gave us all an oversized wink. “Weird, right? You’d almost think we were husband and wife.”


Allison shook her head at him, but she smiled. “In any case, we want to make sure you both know how much fun this week has been. For both of us.”


“Amazing,” Mike said, his eyes twinkling.


“Paul, what we shared this week was incredible,” Allison said, “I can’t tell you how much I treasure what we’ve had together. I hope you know I truly value you as a friend.”.


“Emily,” Mike said, “This has been so amazing. You’re amazing. I mean, your incredible tits and that tight twisting pussy. Holy fuck, Em.”


“Michael!” Allison snapped at her husband. Mike bowed his head. Allison gave him a gesture that he needed to move on.


“Right, sorry,” Mike said, “I never thought of you this way before, Emily. But now I see there’s this amazing connection we can share — beyond the, you know, the dirty stuff — and I’m hoping it will continue for long after this week.”


“I feel the same way,” Emily said, her voice tentative. “We care about you both so much.”


I gave Allison a firm nod of agreement.


“I’m glad to hear that,” Allison said, “But we also want to make sure you understand. Mike and I made a decision. After everything that’s happened, what we’ve all been through. It’s important for us, for you, to know…”


“We’re done,” Mike said. He looked over at his wife with a loving expression. “No more sharing, swapping, schtupping. Whatever you want to call it.”


“Yes,” Allison said, “That.”


“Paul and I had the same conversation,” Emily said.


“Oh, thank God,” Allison said. She let out a huge sigh of relief. Her whole body went limp. I hadn’t realized how tight she’d been until she relaxed. A joyous grin spread across her face.


“Did you really think we would?”


“I didn’t know what to think,” Allison said, “Your friendship means so much to us. To me. I was so worried that this was going to end it.”


“Of course not,” I said, “We’ll stop immediately.”


“Well, we don’t need to go that far,” Mike said, “At least, not yet.”


He and Emily shared a naughty smirk.


“We agreed to one more day,” Allison said. She gave me a flirty smirk of her own.


“A last hurrah, if you will,” Mike said.


“We’d kinda reached the same conclusion,” Emily said.


“So, we’re cool?” Allison asked.


“Very much, yes,” I said.


The tall blonde leaned down and hugged me, tight. When she did, she whispered in my ear. “I missed you last night. Jack was fine, but it wasn’t the same.”


“I missed you, too,” I said. It was sort of the truth. Kind of a lie. But what else was I going to say? And, being fair, there were times when I had truly missed Allison. Fleeting but real.


“OK,” Allison clapped her hands loudly, “Now we really need to hurry up and go.”


All four of us scrambled to get our things together. It might have been more efficient to share showers, but in this group, we knew washing together would only cost us more time, so we cleaned up separately.


Still, things like privacy or propriety went right out the window. We stripped naked right in front of each other, a far cry from earlier in the trip when an accidental glance at a naked Allison had gotten me in so much trouble.


Each of us put on our usual outfits: shorts, t-shirts, and sandals. We looked like a group of oversized kids getting ready for summer camp. We slathered on sunscreen — yet another golden opportunity to get dirty with each other — but we managed to keep ourselves in check. Now, finally, we were ready to head out.


“Should we tell Jack and Cassie?” Emily asked as we hurried out of our hotel room. “About what we agreed to, I mean.”


“I don’t see why,” Allison said, “I mean, we’re not changing anything for today. And tomorrow we’re all flying off on our separate ways.”


“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” Emily said, wistful.


We raced back through the resort and over to the main building to get the monorail. Cassie and Jack were both already standing there, waiting. They waved our way excitedly, but I could tell they were both sleepy. We all were. Our lifestyle was starting to eat at us in all sorts of ways.


Cassie was wearing a gorgeous, white, diaphanous dress with a plunging cut down the center of her chest. She looked more like she was going out for a fine evening rather than heading to a theme park.


“I was feeling fancy,” Cassie said, shrugging, when Emily complimented her outfit. The beautiful blonde leaned in to kiss my cheek, then wrapped her arm around my back. Protective.


Jack, as usual, had on his jeans and a Hawaiian shirt. He gave Emily and Allison quick hugs. Mike and I got the usual guy nod.


“Last day at Disney,” Cassie said. She let out a long sigh. “I’m so excited for today. But sad, too. It’s strange.”


“Stay in the now,” I said. Both Allison and Cassie gave me a shocked look. “Some very smart people told me that.”


We went up the steps to the monorail station and waited for the train. Outside, the sky was the same striking blue I’d become used to. The air was clean, if a bit heavy with humidity. A light breeze played at our clothes, like a mischievous fairy.


I took in the world around us and couldn’t help but smile. This felt good. Safe. We were out with friends on a beautiful day, about to have an incredible adventure together. Nothing could be better.


It almost felt like we were celebrating. After all, we’d done it. We’d reached the end (well, almost) and had survived. The gauntlet of everything we’d gone through, it would have destroyed most people, most marriages. But there we were, triumphant, with hardly a scratch on us.




The next day, we’d head home; back to our regular lives. If anything, our bonds would be stronger now for everything we’d experienced and shared. We’d done the impossible. Could you blame us for feeling unbreakable?


Then we got on the train.


Mike tried to sit next to Emily, but she clung to Jack. Cassie hung on to me, but she got shoved aside by Allison. We tried to recombine again — Emily with Jack and Mike with Cassie — but Jack crossed to the other side of the car and pointedly sat by himself. Instead of coupling together, we ricocheted apart.


Our group, to this point, had fit together like we were shaped that way. But abruptly we found ourselves jumbled. Like pieces from six separate puzzles all trying to fit together and form a picture that couldn’t exist.


I assumed it was a momentary set back. A strange, awkward eddy in an otherwise easy flow. But when we got to the Magic Kingdom, it only got worse.


The morning energy should have felt infectious. Despite the fact that we’d been in that very place only a few hours before for the Halloween party, the park felt fresh and new. Crowds streamed through the gates, mostly families with small kids. Happy, oompah music welcomed us inside. The sweet, salty smell of fresh popcorn and baked goods filled the air. So why did everything seem so sour?


As we went down Main Street, the six of us engaged in something that looked more like a shoving match than a morning stroll. Cutting each other off, grumbling and grousing. We were as rambunctious as a group of middle school-aged boys.


“Can you walk normally, please?” Allison asked after Cassie nudged the tall blonde off the sidewalk.


“Can you?!” Cassie snapped back.


I noticed that Mike and Jack were similarly jostling, although in a much quieter way. Well, Mike was pushing for Emily, but my wife was homing in on Jack. Kind of different, though much the same.


But if being together was hard, separating was almost impossible. Once we got to the front of Cinderella Castle, that iconic spot, we bickered endlessly about where we were going to go first.


“We should head to Pirates,” Allison said, confidently, “That part of the park is always emptiest in the morning.”


“You go do that,” Cassie said, “I want to go do Peter Pan with Paul. We didn’t get the chance to do that one last night.”


“I was hoping to do Space Mountain,” Mike said, “I’d love to go on that with you, Em.”


“You know I can’t handle rollercoasters,” Emily said.


“Well, what about Buzz Lightyear,” Mike said, unfazed, “You’d love it, it’s like a video game.”


“I just want a coffee,” Jack said.


“I’d like to get one too,” Emily said.


“OK, so do we have a plan?” Cassie asked.


“NO!” Everyone yelled. Jack buried his head in his hand, like existence, itself, was too painful to bear.


At least our scramble on the train had been quiet. Now that we were outright shouting in public, it was really embarrassing. I felt like everyone who walked by was staring. The heat of their glares burned worse than the Florida sun.


All this time, so much had happened. Yet, we’d managed to mostly avoid arguing. It felt new, and not at all in the fun way everything else was so far. And it kept escalating.


Mike would suggest something to Emily, but my wife would look to Jack who would simply shrug. So, Mike would ask Cassie, instead, but she was too busy fighting with Allison. And so round and round we went.


That’s when Allison made her pronouncement. “This is a disaster,” she said, “Seriously, I just want to have a nice day in Disney.” She shifted towards me, making her meaning clear.


“We all do,” Cassie said, moving next to me on the other side. The two blondes glared, like they couldn’t believe the other had the audacity to agree. “So, Paul and I can have our day and the rest of you can do whatever.”


“You’re not his wife,” Allison said with a snarl.


“Neither are you!” Cassie retorted.


You might think it would be fun to have two gorgeous women fighting over me. To be the center of so much attractive attention. It was not. This was mortifying, and I wanted it to end.


“Enough!” I roared.


All five of them stopped and turned to look at me, like frightened puppies. I’m pretty sure a few people around us stared, as well. Everyone, even Jack, seemed startled by my shout. Their eyes wide in shock and worry. Clearly, if I was ready to be loud, then it was time to listen. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a follow-up.


“This needs to stop,” I said. I heard my father’s voice pass through my lips. Like we were naughty kids on a road trip.


“Paul’s right,” Cassie said. She reached out, but instead of taking my hand, she grabbed Allison’s. With her free hand, Cassie took Emily’s, as well. She started pulling them back down Main Street, the way we’d come. Mike, Jack, and I followed, like we were leashed to them. Though we didn’t hold hands.


“Where are we going?” Emily asked. Her voice, small.


“Home,” Cassie said, with a frightening finality.


*


We rode the monorail in silence. Every time someone tried to speak, Cassie shushed them. When we got back to the hotel, she frog-marched us to the bungalow. As soon as we were inside, the beautiful blonde gestured for us to sit on the couches in the living room. We did so, obediently.


It might be surprising that we were so pliant. But seeing Cassie — sweet, bubbly Cassie — get angry was more than enough to make us behave. Further though, to this point Cassie had always been able to solve our problems. I think we all trusted her to fix this, too. Though I couldn’t imagine how it was going to happen. We really felt broken this time.


Cassie grabbed a notepad from one of the end tables, tore off all the sheets, and ripped those into smaller pieces. Then, using a pen from her purse, she wrote on each. Finally, she separated all the shreds into three separate bowls that she took from the kitchen cabinets. She did this with a kind of efficient violence, like punishing the paper for all our misdeeds. See what you’ve made me do?!


When she was finished, Cassie stood in front of the counter and glared over us, resting her hands on her hips.


“Everybody get naked,” she said. We all looked at each other, uncomfortably. We were used to stripping down together, but this felt clinical and odd. Especially with all the tension enveloping us. “Now.”


We stood up from the couch and undressed. The room filled with the sounds of buttons being popped, belts being undone, and clothes dropping to the floor. Cassie did the same as the rest of us. This was a far cry from that morning, when we’d all been so comfortable with our bare bodies. I fought the urge to cover myself for the first time in days.


“OK,” Cassie said. She turned to demonstrate like a hot, nude Vanna White. I knew this was supposed to be serious, but I had to fight not to chuckle as her boobs jiggled along with her gestures. “Each of us will take turns taking a slip from these bowls.”


“What’s on the papers?” Allison asked. She licked her lips, predatorily. Despite the fact that the athletic woman had one arm across her little boobs and a hand over her crotch, she looked ready to take on any challenge.


“I’m getting to that,” Cassie said, peevishly. “The first bowl has all our names. The second, has a body part. The third has an action.”


“So like, Paul, hand, kiss?” Allison asked.


“Pretty much,” Cassie said, “And then you have to do that thing.”


“For how long?” Emily asked.


“Till you get a sheet that tells you to do something different,” Cassie said.


“Oh my God, it’s like dirty Twister,” Mike said, “Well, dirtier Twister. That game’s kind of raunchy already if you think about it.”


“What if Paul chooses, like, Jack?” Allison asked.


“Maybe separate them into boy and girl bowls,” Emily said.


“If you get a name of the same gender, you can draw again,” Cassie said. Her exasperation was showing through. “Are we ready to go?”


I don’t think anyone was all that excited about this. Playing a sex game seemed kind of silly right then, being honest. I didn’t see how being forced together would make us get along. This felt like taking an oversalted piece of meat and over peppering it, too, just to balance things out.


But, again, we were used to Cassie coming up with solutions. We gave her the benefit of the doubt. If this was what she thought would solve the issue, we were going to try it. No matter how dubious we were.


“It’s my game so I’ll go first,” Cassie said, “We’ll go by couples.” It said a lot that none of us even knew what ‘couples’ meant at this point. “Me and Jack, then Allison, Mike, Emily, and Paul.”


We nodded our agreement. I didn’t know why I was given the special punishment to go last, but I wasn’t going to argue it at that point.


Cassie took a deep breath. I caught a look in her eye and realized she was nervous. I gave her a little nod. To be honest, I still wasn’t sure what she was up to. But I thought it was important for her to feel like I had her back. Cassie noticed. Her anxious look shifted into a smile.


She reached into the first bowl. The dishes were an eggshell brown, almost aggressively generic. But they served the purpose of hiding their contents.


Cassie fished her fingers through the sheets and pulled up a slip. She looked at it. Her mouth quirked, but she nodded. As if resigned. She turned and showed us the paper. It had my wife’s name on it.


I waited for Cassie to redraw, but she went to the next bowl and dug in. She showed us a slip labeled ‘Foot.’ Her final draw had the word ‘Touch’ on it.


“Simple enough,” Cassie said. She knelt down on the floor, putting her right hand on Emily’s bare foot. My petite wife let out a little nervous giggle but didn’t do anything else as Cassie’s pink-nailed fingers rested on her toes.


“It’s honestly not a bad view,” Cassie said, looking upwards. This time, Emily flat out blushed.


Jack ambled over to the bowls for his draw. He got Mike and tossed it. But his next slip was my name and he sighed, as if resigned. The next two were ‘chest’ and ‘touch.’ Jack shook his head, ruefully, but went over to me. He gingerly put his hand on my torso.


“Are you sure we shouldn’t separate the bowls, hon?” Jack asked. He turned to me. “Dude, you’re really hairy.”


“I am aware,” I said.


“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” Cassie said.


“Are you sure about that?” Allison asked. She’d taken her turn and was holding up a sheet with Cassie’s name on it. The next slips had ‘rub’ and ‘chest’ on them. I think all three guys had the same thought at the same time. We all gave each other knowing looks.


“Just choose another person, honestly,” Cassie said. Her voice slightly strained.


“It’s fine,” Allison said through gritted teeth.


The tall blonde woman knelt down on the floor next to Cassie. She put her hand on the beautiful blonde’s big tit and started to rub. It was not emotional and neither woman seemed to be enjoying it. But, I will admit, it was kind of awesome. Feeling myself stiffen with Jack’s hand on my flank was strange, but there it was.


“Apparently I have to rub Allison’s hand,” Mike said. He showed us the papers. I think all of us were pleased to finally see a heterosexual pairing. These other matchups weren’t our thing.


At first, Mike’s assignment seemed rather blah. Where was the fun in that? But then, I think the whole room realized what the tall man was actually able to do.


After all, he had to rub his wife’s hand. And his wife’s hand was currently engaged in rubbing Cassie’s boob. Sure, Mike could have massaged Allison’s left instead, but where was the fun in that?


A dirty grin slipped across Mike’s face as he got on the floor next to Allison. He gently put his fingers on hers, and started moving them over Cassie’s breast. His influence made the athletic blonde’s touches more intimate. More urgent. This went from sort of sexy to kind of amazing all in one move.


Now it was Emily’s turn. My wife had grown a whole tail off her foot, with Cassie holding it and Mike and Allison holding Cassie’s breast. So, she moved carefully to allow the whole group to stay attached.


“Oh, Jeez,” Emily said, showing us the three sheets all at once. Allison, chest, rub.


“Are we sure the slips are random?” Mike asked, “Not that I’m complaining.”


“I put a few extra ‘touches’ in there to balance things,” Cassie said, “But that’s all.”


“Uh huh,” Emily said. She knelt on the ground with the rest of the group and reached around both Cassie and Mike to rest her hand on her best friend’s little breast. It was a tentative touch.


“That’s fine,” Allison said, reassuring. The look on her face — rubbing Cassie’s tit while her own breast was also being manipulated — was tough to read. Uncomfortable, pained, but not unaroused.


Finally, I had my first draw. I didn’t know what to root for, but I hoped the bowl gods would be kind. I got Mike’s name first, but I put it back. My next draw gave me Emily — I had to touch her hand.


Well, it was a boring result compared to what else had been going on, but I could live with it. Then I realized, actually, that I’d been given the same opportunity as Mike. Sort of. I dropped to the floor, dragging Jack with me, and joined the chain of everyone else.


Carefully, I reached through the knot of body parts and rested my hand on Emily’s. I felt Allison’s round breast behind my wife’s fingers. I took the instruction literally, touch not rub, so I didn’t move it. Yet there was something oddly erotic about all this. Kind of hot but in such a strange way that it was unhot which then made it unexpectedly hotter? I’m not doing a good job of explaining myself, but there it is.


“I really like this view now,” Cassie said, looking back at all of us, naked and scrambled together. Arms entwined and knotted. We all chuckled.


Cassie’s next turn was an awkward one: she had to touch her own hand (she rested it on top of the one on Emily’s foot). Then Jack had to rub Cassie’s hand. He used it as an excuse to let go of me and squatted next to his wife.


“My foot is not comfortable,” Emily said.


“At least it’s not your boob,” Allison said.


Now, the athletic blonde had to touch my lips. At first, I thought that meant putting my mouth on Mike and Allison’s hand which was on Cassie’s breast which (like everything else were doing) was both hot and weird.


Instead, Allison put her free hand on my face. It was strange, having her fingers on my mouth. So, I did what was natural and started to slowly suck on Allison’s digits.


“Whoa, Paul, nice!” Cassie said.


Allison gave me a little sultry smirk.


“This is getting tangled,” Emily said.


“Just you wait,” Cassie said.


Mike’s next draw had him putting his hand on Cassie’s chest. It was already there, through his wife, but he took the opportunity to grab Cassie’s other bare tit. He hefted it in his hand.


“That says touch, not rub,” Allison said.


Mike turned to his wife and gave her a raspberry. I had to admit, it was an effective retort.


“Shit,” Emily said. She was holding up Kiss, Lips, Allison.


“Redraw,” Cassie said, “It’s not a big deal. The boys have been doing it lots.”


That was true. I’d already passed up a couple of Mike’s and one Jack. But Emily shook her head.


“I’ll do a quick one,” my wife said. She leaned over and gave Allison a quick peck on the mouth. And yes, my dick got even harder. What can I say?


“You’re supposed to stay that way,” Mike said.


Emily responded with the same “thhhppbbb” he’d given his wife.


My next turn, however, was less obvious. I got Allison, Touch, and Frontside. What was ‘frontside’?


“It’s like backside,” Cassie said, “Only the opposite.”


We all looked at her, confused.


“I felt silly writing ‘pussy’ and ‘penis’ on a sheet of paper,” Cassie said.


“Oh,” I said, “That makes sense.”


Then I realized what that meant.


Allison and I shared a grin. I let go of Emily’s hand. Then I reached between Allison’s legs and put my fingers on her pussy. She was dripping, as much as I’d ever felt her.


The slip said ‘touch,’ but I couldn’t help myself and started slowly moving my finger through her steaming sex. Gently teasing at her. Allison closed her eyes and let out a little sigh.


“This isn’t getting any more normal,” she said.


I could understand her feeling. She was rubbing Cassie’s breast in concert with her husband while I rubbed her vagina. Both were bent over, because the beautiful blonde woman, herself, had her hand on Emily’s foot. Jack was squatting next to her, his hand on Cassie’s.


It felt like we might tip over at any second. Just getting the paper out of the bowls was becoming a life-threatening activity. To be honest, I’m not sure how we accomplished it all.


Cassie put her hand on Mike’s chest (easy enough). Jack got to touch Cassie’s pussy, which was also an easy reach. He played at her folds, lazily. Allison put her hand on my butt. Mike reached over to touch my wife’s vagina. Emily put her fingers in Mike’s mouth to suck.


Finally, I had to touch Cassie’s breast. Having my one hand in Allison’s snatch, I moved the other off her boob (and my wife’s hand), and cupped Cassie’s tit. It was a strange sensation, fondling two different women at the same time. Kind of neat. Sort of arousing. Also bizarre.


But it was all too much. We were so precariously positioned and suddenly I toppled over, breaking the chain. Everyone started laughing as we tumbled onto the ground. Piled and wrapped around each other. Like a strange, naked flesh monster.


We groaned as we lay on the floor. But I noticed, no one was arguing. Instead, we were smiling. Enjoying each other’s company again. Maybe things hadn’t gone exactly as Cassie planned. What we did wasn’t truly sexy at its core. But it helped bring us back together a bit.


“Well, that didn’t go like I thought it would,” Cassie said.


“It was a good idea,” Allison said.


“Yes, it was neat,” Emily said.


“Thank you for a lovely game, hon,” Jack said. He leaned over and gave Cassie a kiss.


“Yes, thank you,” Mike said. He also kissed Cassie.


“Well, I feel like I should thank Paul for doing a lovely job of rubbing me,” Cassie said. She sat up a bit and pressed her lips to mine.


“He did a good job on me, too,” Allison said, and kissed me as, well.


And just like that, it was on.


We were all lying on the floor naked. Tangled together in a knot. But slowly we began to reorient into a new, different shape. One both terribly familiar and amazingly new.


Cassie and Allison rested their hands on my chest and pushed me back. They took turns kissing me on the lips. Little, affectionate smacks.


Cassie let out a gasp. Allison and I looked over and saw that Mike, behind her, had dipped his finger into her pussy. His other hand was engaged in rubbing Emily’s perky breast. Meanwhile, Jack’s fingers were buried in my wife’s cunt.


I gave both girls a look. They shrugged back at me. I guess we were going for this.


Cassie, her face twisted with the pleasure of Mike’s ministrations, reached down and found my dick. I was achingly hard, of course, and she started stroking me. Allison spun around to give me access. I started to rub her pussy.


We moved hurriedly, like we were all in a desperate rush. As if, we feared, that even a pause might bring things to a halt.


“Here, you’re distracted,” Allison said. She pushed Cassie off my dick and lowered her mouth over it.


Cassie made an insulted grunt. She pulled away from Mike, putting her pussy in my face.


“If you’re not too indisposed,” Cassie said. I cackled and started licking her.


I was split between the two blondes. Allison’s mouth warm and wet on my cock. Cassie’s tangy clit on my tongue. I could barely see beyond myself, but I couldn’t help but look.


Mike had also spun around and now was licking between Emily’s legs. My wife lay back, tilted her head upside down, and swallowed Jack’s dick. The skinny brunette stretched like a pink piece of gum between the two of them.




Cassie saw that left Mike’s dick uncovered. She twisted around and lay on her back, so she was under Mike’s cock; like she was sliding under a car chassis. I bent with her so I could stay connected to her sex. Allison was the only one without someone stimulating her, but she seemed fine to stroke herself as she sucked my dick.


Now all of us were connected in one long, oral daisy chain. Humping at each other’s mouths like an alien, undulating organism. With most of our tongues engaged, there wasn’t much talking going around. Only the wet sounds of licking and sucking, punctuated by a random groan.


With all the stimulation, it’s not a surprise that none of us lasted all that long. Jack was the first to go. He arched his back and pulled his hand out of Emily. With a shout, he covered her chest in cum.


When he spattered her, Emily braced and shuddered. A sharp, shaking squeal escaped her lips as Mike tongued her over the top. When her orgasm let go of her, she pushed Mike’s head away.


Mike, seeing that his wife was unattended, spun the other way and attached his lips to her cunt. Allison grunted as her husband began licking her. She stopped sucking me — just held me in her mouth while she was stimulated.


With my pleasure on pause, I had the mental ability to focus on Cassie. I worked her clit with abandon, remembering all the tricks I’d learned from the day before. The beautiful blonde woman gasped and shuddered. Trembled on my tongue.


“Fuck that feels good,” she gasped out. She tumbled backwards onto her bottom.


At the same moment, Allison reached her peak. She let out a tight, pained howl as her husband took her over the top. She pulled off my dick, gasping for air.


But the athletic blonde didn’t forget my need. Urgently, she reached for my cock and started jerking me off. The strength and dexterity of her grip was more than enough to get me there. I groaned as the pleasure raced across my body. I burst across Allison’s chest, splattering her tits.


Mike was the last one left to go. He stood up, stroking his own dick. Allison spun around and sat on her knees in front of her husband.


“Give it to me,” Allison said, “I want it.”


Cassie crawled over next to Allison. She pressed her breasts forward like an offering. “On my tits,” she said.


My wife sat up and joined the other women. “On my face,” Emily said.


All three women, so very different, yet all equally attractive in their own way, sat supplicant in front of Mike and begged him to blow his load on them.


The tall man let out a loud groan. His first fertile shot fountained onto Cassie’s tits. The next hit Emily in the face. The third landed in Allison’s hair. The girls all giggled and groaned as Mike pumped himself empty. A cocky smile sat on his face


When he was done, the women all turned to show the room. They even took a playful bow; giggling so hard it was contagious.


Mike had gotten them good. All of them had long white streaks on them — my wife and Allison had it the worst, with two loads apiece spattering their bodies. All three were sticky with spend. Tits and chins dripping.


Before, when the game broke apart, it had felt like a cease-fire. Now that we’d all shared in each other in this unique way, it felt like we had finally formed a lasting peace.


“I need a shower,” Emily said, idly tracing Mike’s cum on her tit. A glob of Jack’s seed dripped down her stomach. I became very aware of the fact that my wife was soaked in the spend of two other men. It gave me that now familiar sensation of arousal and despair.


Emily stood up on wobbly legs and wandered back to the bathroom. We heard the gush of water turning on. Cassie went to the kitchen sink and started to splash her face. Allison grabbed a kitchen towel and wiped herself down. I noticed my own seed dripping off her and stopped feeling so sorry for myself. After all, I was as guilty as Emily.


Slowly we all put ourselves back together. I looked up at the clock and saw that, somehow, only an hour had passed. We had plenty of time to go back to the Magic Kingdom and restart our day. Out of nowhere, the idea of going on rides in the oppressive heat seemed like an amazing idea.


Once Emily got out of the shower, we all got ready and walked back to the lobby. We were, clearly, worse for the wear. Makeup smeared, hair all mussed. Clothes put on like we’d dressed in a hurricane with our eyes closed.


But we were smiling. All holding hands. Basking in the sunlight and ready to take on the day. For real this time.


*


Our morning melee meant that we’d missed out on getting a head start at the Magic Kingdom. By the time we got back, the park was bustling with people and most of the marquee rides had lines of thirty minutes or more. But our mood was buoyant enough that we were able to still enjoy ourselves.


Instead of rehashing the same argument, we all agreed to follow Allison’s plan and headed to the back of the park. We followed the path down along the river, the large steamboat tooting along beside us. I remembered this area from the night before, but it was very different in the bright summer sun.


Allison led the way like a combination of a savvy tour guide and a valiant explorer, cutting through the clumps of people aggressively while she happily pointed out her favorite spots in the park. The rest of us followed her carefully — close enough that we didn’t lose her, but far enough away that we didn’t accidentally get caught up in her enthusiastic aggression.


Cassie grasped my hand. She seemed to almost shimmer in that white dress. Yes, she was a mess, her clothes askew and her makeup washed away. That didn’t make her look any less amazing. I could feel the eyes of every patron as they took her in, like she was as exciting a sight as one of the characters.


“Feeling better?” Cassie asked. I could tell that this was a genuine concern.


“Yes,” I said. Cassie gave me an evaluating look. “This morning was hard. But you made it work. It’s impressive how you always seem to have the solution.”


Cassie clapped her hands happily, but it wasn’t about the compliment. She was counting my words, trying to draw me out. A permutation of the game that Allison liked to play. But unlike the tall blonde, Cassie wasn’t competing. She legit just wanted me to open up more.


Ahead of us, Mike and Emily were also holding hands. I couldn’t get past how strange they looked as a couple. Mike was so much taller than my wife. But they found a way to make it work. In fact, they were being surprisingly flirty, whispering and giggling to each other. Mike even stole a quick kiss at one point.


Jack, on the other hand, trailed behind all of us. He had a coffee in his hand, and he sipped and strolled. Again, I realized he was acting oddly detached. On the days before, it had seemed like his whole galaxy had revolved around Emily. He doted on her, and she devoted herself back.


Now it seemed he’d stepped into another universe where she didn’t exist. OK, he didn’t completely ignore her. But his disinterest was almost shocking, and Emily definitely noticed. I was pretty sure, in fact, that a lot of my wife’s performance with Mike was intended specifically for Jack. But the more she tried to pull the older man back to her, the harder Jack pushed her away.


We got to Pirates of the Caribbean and went inside. It was a stone building, made to look like a fort with black chains, iron bars, and stacks of cannonballs strewn about. The wait wasn’t too bad, and the area was air conditioned, so at least we were comfortable.


Now that we were standing together, we recombined slightly. Allison started talking to Emily about work stuff, and Mike asked Cassie about her plans when she got home. I noticed the beautiful blonde stayed attached to my side. I think the rest of the group was very aware of it, too.


“It’ll be nice to get back home,” Cassie said, “I’m going to need a vacation from this vacation.”


“I hear you,” Mike said, “Though I’m going to miss this, too.”


“You all should come visit us in New York,” Cassie said. She squeezed my arm as she said ‘you all.’ “We’re not that far of a drive up the Turnpike.”


“I’d like that,” Mike said, missing Cassie’s cues completely.


It was probably for the best. I wasn’t sure where Mike was at with his former crush girl. He seemed to be awfully interested in Emily after the night before. But I couldn’t imagine he was ‘done’ with Cassie, even after everything they’d already done. She was the girl, he’d told me. Was he truly already ready to move on so completely?


The line leapt forward about halfway down the room and we shuffled forward along with it. But Jack hung back. There were two women standing behind us and he was chatting them up, hard. The women were cute — a blonde and a redhead, both chunky and smiley. Both looked to be in their mid-thirties. Jack was so engrossed with them, they were so charmed by him, he didn’t notice we’d moved.


But Emily noticed. At first, I didn’t recognize the look on her face, but I quickly realized: it was jealousy. I’d seen it a few times on this trip, just for a second or two and only when she thought I wasn’t looking. But she’d made that face when I’d gotten Allison off with my tongue. And when I’d made Cassie squirt the night before.


And Emily was looking that way now, watching Jack flirt with those two women. Only this time it was overt — she didn’t care who saw. I could practically see the steam coming out of her ears.


“Jack honey, keep up,” Emily said, forcing out a giggle. She hurried over to him, grabbed his arm, and yanked him back to our group. “We can’t hold up the line.”


Emily kept Jack’s arm firmly locked in her own. She reached up and smoothed his silver hair, giving him a kiss on the cheek. It was the kind of animal behavior David Attenborough could spend a whole series studying.


Cassie, leaning against the stone wall next to me, let out a long, cool exhale. “On to the next,” she said, barely a whisper.


I turned to look at her and she shrugged. This was all expected, apparently. Part of the plot. But while Jack was clearly good with it and Cassie was resigned, I wasn’t sure how Emily was going to take this. Of course, we’d already planned to step away. But that was after the trip, not during.


“Emily will get over it,” Cassie said, quietly, “They always do.”


After riding Pirates, we walked over to Splash Mountain, but it was down — a cruel reality on an already overhot day. The line for Big Thunder Mountain, however, was manageable.


“I’m not doing that one,” Emily said as we queued up.


“I’ll wait with you,” Mike said. He grabbed her hand and pulled her to the far side of the path. They leaned against some large, brown rocks and immediately started kissing.


I don’t know why it bothered me so much to see Emily and Mike. I’d witnessed way more than what they were doing. And, rationally, I knew that Emily was mostly performing to get Jack’s attention, rather than to upset me. But it did trouble me. I couldn’t help staring back at my wife and Mike a few times while we made our way up the hillside to the ride.


“They’ll be fine,” Allison told me, after I’d glanced over for a third time. We were about to go into the main building, and I wouldn’t be able to track them from there. “Mike’s harmless.”


I looked at the athletic blonde woman and nodded, solemnly. I knew she was right. But knowing and feeling are two different things, you know. And the gut always overrules.


“I envy her, you know,” Cassie said, seeing where my attention was.


“You want to make out with Mike, too?” I asked. I couldn’t keep the bitterness off my tongue.


“No,” Cassie said, giving me a slap on the shoulder, “I mean her life. That whole thing about only being with one guy. She met her soulmate and moved forward. I wish things had been that easy for me.”


“It’s not always easy,” I said, motioning back towards where my wife was kissing her best friend’s husband.


“Despite all that, she’s still going back home tomorrow to the love of her life,” Cassie said, “Someone who cares about her so much, he can’t stop staring her way.”


“I think Emily would say she envies you,” I said.


Cassie made a sour face, like she couldn’t believe what a bad choice that was. “I guess we always want what we can’t have.”


Despite my worries, when we got back from the wildest ride in the wilderness, Emily and Mike were not naked and humping on the rocks. Though Emily was flushed, and Mike was smiling a bit too contentedly for my taste. The two of them straightened themselves as they saw us, and we all started walking back through the park.


We again followed the curve of the path around the river, till we got to the Revolutionary War section of the park. We turned in to the Haunted Mansion and did that. I think Cassie realized she’d been monopolizing my attention and she made sure that Allison and I were paired in the doom buggy. Cassie sat with Mike, putting Emily with Jack. Again, I was in awe of how clever the blonde woman could be.


Almost as soon as our safety bar closed on us, Allison had her lips on mine. I’d shared so many kisses that week. Emily’s warm, affectionate ones and Cassie’s passionate smooches. Allison’s kisses were, of course, aggressive. Almost hungry. She didn’t slip her tongue into my mouth so much as she shoved it. It wasn’t my favorite way to make out, but I can’t deny I didn’t enjoy the differences.


I let my hand drift up Allison’s flank. She traced her fingers through my leg hair. But that was as far as we got. It was probably for the best — I was very aware that there were cameras everywhere.


After that ride, we were all feeling hungry. There was a seafood place across from the mansion, and we hurried over. The restaurant was quite busy, people darting everywhere. A low roar of noise. You’d think after a week at Disney I’d be immune to that feeling of being overcrowded, but every time I felt a fresh panic.


We ordered our food at the counters, then Allison and I went to find a table while the rest of the group waited. The athletic blonde weaved us around the crowd, leading me up a flight of carpeted stairs. There was a whole dining room up there, with big wooden tables and small windows. Most importantly, it was completely quiet. Only one other couple had found this spot, and they were off in a corner.


We took a table large enough for the six of us. Allison reached over and grabbed my hands. She swung them, playful.


“It’ll be nice to get back to normal,” Allison said, “Not that I’m not looking forward to having another go-round with you, you know?”


“One last hurrah,” I said, repeating what her husband had said before.


“Exactly!” Allison said.


The others dropped our trays in front of us and the six of us settled down to eat. The calm of the area we’d found was a remarkable salve. I hadn’t realized how ruffled I’d been by the throngs till we finally found quiet. Despite all that there was still to do, the thought of whiling away the afternoon up there kind of appealed.


With food in front of us, our group also seemed to reach a comfortable equilibrium. The conversation flowed easily, no one argued or got jealous. That was the other side of our intimacy — it made closeness come easily. We all knew each other now, in some ways better than anyone else in the world. It was alluring to think we had this connection to fall back on at any time. All the ease of a marriage with none of the larger complications.


“We should do this again,” Cassie said, breaking through the hum of conversation.


“You mean…” Allison’s question didn’t need finishing.


“This,” Cassie said, “Disney. All of it.”


Emily gave me a knowing look. She took a deep breath and turned back to the table. “Paul and I decided we want to start a family. When we get back.”


“That’s awesome!” Mike said.


“I’m so happy for you both,” Allison said. She reached over and hugged Emily’s shoulders. Mike offered me a firm handshake.


I almost didn’t catch Cassie’s frown. By the time I processed what I’d seen, she was back to smiling brightly


“That doesn’t mean we can’t see each other though,” Cassie said. “Like, we’re still friends, right? That doesn’t go away.”


Yes, because friendship was what Cassie had been suggesting. Wet, hard, thrusting friendship.


“Mike and I’ve already planned our trip to Disney for next year,” Allison said, “We have reservations all set for March 2020.”


“The Star Wars land will be open,” Mike said, “But it’ll be before the big 50th anniversary celebration so the parks shouldn’t be too crowded.”


“Oh, that sounds like a lot of fun,” Emily said, immediately engaged by the idea. “And we would like to see you all again.” She looked pointedly at Jack as she said it.


“I might have job stuff in the spring,” Jack said. He caught his wife’s eye. “But I’ll see what I can do.”


“There’s so much more Disney you guys didn’t even get to do,” Allison said. I could see the wheels were already turning in her head. “We didn’t see Disney Springs. Oh, or the waterparks!”


“Plus, there’s all sorts of new stuff coming, even beyond Star Wars,” Mike said.


The table talk went quiet and I realized everyone was looking my way. When did I become the deciding vote?


“It sounds nice,” I said. I looked at my wife. The nonverbal communication was flying fast and furious. “I think we can think about it.”


In truth, the spring seemed so far away at that point, I couldn’t picture it. Would Emily be pregnant by then? What would our lives be like? But that distance also made it easier to agree. After all, there was no real commitment. A ‘yes’ now hurt no one, while a ‘no’ later would be easy to give when we weren’t all sitting together.


Allison raised her cup of soda and offered up a toast.


“To friendship,” she said. We all raised our glasses.


“To friendship with benefits,” Mike replied, and we all laughed.


*


After lunch, we went back to Fantasyland and did the iconic Disney rides: It’s a Small World, the Teacups, and Dumbo. To my mind, they’re the most child-friendly rides at Magic Kingdom, the ones you picture when you’re young. But all they did was turn our minds to more adult things for later.


I think it was the waning of the day. We all felt the evening slowly encroaching, even as the sun stayed high in the sky. Like werewolves, we sensed our approaching transformation. Every minute that passed brought us closer to when our innocent giggles would turn into lustful moans.


A few days before, I’d wondered constantly what would happen. I didn’t see how we would tumble into each other, or if we even would at all. Four days later, however, the only question I had was what form we would take. Would I be with Cassie or Allison? How would we all separate and come together?


The others were clearly feeling the same anticipation. We were all in one row on Small World, but that didn’t stop Allison and Cassie from taking turns giving me little kisses while Emily did the same with Jack and Mike. That was a big boat ride, filled with families, so we kept it mostly chaste. Little pecks that promised of so much more.


On the Teacups, I ended up sharing a vehicle with Allison and Emily. This ride was way too fast for making out. But as our teacup spun around, and Allison caught my eye, she lifted up her shirt quick as can be, showing me her small round breasts. It was less than a second but still.


I looked over at Emily, feeling oddly uncomfortable. My wife responded by lifting her own shirt and giving me a look at her little, lace encased boobs. Both girls broke into giggles. It was naughty, sure, but nothing more.


On Dumbo, though, we were able to pair off on our own elephants. Cassie leapt into the ride with me, like a hot, blonde Tigger. She wrapped her arms around my chest and rested her head on my shoulder as we rotated slowly in the sky. It was as intimate as any make out session we’d had before.




“I like this,” she said, “I like you.”


I turned and gave her a smile, knowing that it wouldn’t be enough. “I like you, too,” I said, and Cassie snickered.


“See, only a few days and already I know you so well,” Cassie said, “Give me another week or so and you’ll be wrapped around my finger.”


There was an uncomfortable silence then. Not like the usual ones I was used to, that I’d lived in my whole life. This one, I felt the terror of it clawing at my chest. Was this what other people felt when no one was talking and they were trapped with their own thoughts?


“Sorry,” Cassie said, “I didn’t mean to set you off.”


“It’s OK,” I said, “In truth, I’d be lucky. Honored.”


Cassie sighed, contentedly, and buried her head deeper into my shoulder. Our elephants slowly sank back to the ground. The ride was over.


“You’re a good man, Paul,” Cassie said as we came to a stop.


I glanced over at the elephant across the way, where Emily sat with Jack. She caught my eye and gave me a little, smiling wave. I didn’t feel like a good man.


Not even a little bit.


*


For dinner, we grabbed burgers at Cosmic Ray’s. After we ate, serenaded by the lounge-lizard alien, we agreed that we would split up. That way, we could get more done before we ran out of time. Again, everyone was almost too polite as we agreed on where we would go; how we would divide. It ended up with Allison, Cassie, and I heading off to Space Mountain while Emily, Mike, and Jack went to get pictures with characters.


I gave Emily a longing look as she skipped away from the restaurant, almost glowing in the evening gloaming, bracketed by the two boys.


“She’ll be fine,” Cassie said. She reached down to take my hand as the three of us walked past the mechanical trees towards the big, white, meringue-ish building that housed the rollercoaster.


“You always say that,” I said, perhaps a bit too whiny.


“She’s always right,” Allison said. She grabbed my free palm.


“Thank you, Allie,” Cassie said, her glee at the athletic woman’s acknowledgement sounded genuine.


“You’re welcome, Cassandra,” Allison said.


“Actually, my real name is Catherine,” Cassie said, “Do you really not like being called Allie? I swear I’ve heard Mike use it.”


Allison responded with a shrug, like she didn’t care. But it was clear that she did.


“It’s different,” Allison said, “When Mike says it, that doesn’t bother me. I’m sorry, it’s not something I can explain.”


“No, I’m the one who should be sorry, Allison,” Cassie said, “I wish you’d said something sooner.”


“It’s OK,” Allison said, “It’s my fault for not telling you. I’m not usually the type to not stand up for myself.”


“You’ve been spending too much time with Paul,” Cassie said.


“No such thing,” Allison said. She bent down slightly and kissed my cheek.


“So true,” Cassie said, dreamy.


By the time we got to Space Mountain, it became a full-on lovefest between the two women. Not that they’d been at each other’s throats the whole time, not even close. But there’d been this lingering tension, no doubt tightened by the fact that Allison’s husband had been lusting after Cassie and exacerbated by how things had gone later on with me.


Now, for the first time all trip, the two women were acting like they actually enjoyed each other’s company. I stood in the dark, air-conditioned hallway leading up to the ride and got a show of playful banter from the two attractive women.


“I don’t know, it feels weird when there’s no cheerleaders at a game,” Cassie said, “It’s like the soundtrack’s been turned off.”


“I always felt the other way,” Allison said, “I’m trying to make the game winning shot and there’s this teeny blonde in a short skirt screaming at me. It’s like, calm down, Bubbles.”


“I wanted to be out there sometimes,” Cassie said, “Winning the game instead of cheering the person doing it. But I was taught sports were for boys and, well, other girls.”


Allison cocked an eyebrow.


“My mom may have told me I’d turn into a lesbian if I played sports,” Cassie confessed.


Allison burst into laughter, so hard she hunched over. Her face was bright red with mirth.


“I knew it was ridiculous,” Cassie said, breaking up herself, “But what was I going to say?”


“Gee, all this dribbling makes me hungry for pussy,” Allison said.


“Now that I’ve been grabbing rebounds, I think I need to grab some boobs,” Cassie said.


“You’d think playing with all those balls would encourage you the other way around,” I said.


Both women froze. They turned to stare at me, faces painted with shock. Then they started laughing even harder.


There was a pause as we all caught our breath.


“Of course, ironically, I ended up making out with one of the cheerleaders, instead,” Cassie said, “Cheerleader camp my senior year. We had a little drunken indulgence.”


Allison and I turned to look at Cassie — I don’t know why we found it so shocking, but we did.


“She was cute!” Cassie protested, “Cindy Stevenson. You can ask Mike about her next time you see him. Tall girl, with reddish blonde hair, super athletic and…” Cassie stopped herself as she realized who else she might be describing. “Anyway. What about you? I’m assuming you lezzed out in plenty of locker rooms?”


“Actually, no,” Allison said, “Not even once. I mean, there were gay girls on the team, for sure. But I never, um, participated.”


“Oh wow, you’re missing out,” Cassie said.


Allison gave Cassie an evaluating look. Was the beautiful blonde judging, or offering? I honestly couldn’t be sure.


“Well, I guess that shows my mom had no idea what she was talking about,” Cassie said with a shrug. “No surprise there.”


After Space Mountain, Allison desperately tried to get us to go on Buzz Lightyear with her, but Cassie and I were smart enough to refuse. Instead, we walked across the park and made our way back to get on Jungle Cruise, which had a shorter line now that the park was near-dark.


Allison and Cassie kept me close, holding my hand on either side. Despite what Cassie had told me at the Halloween party, I still felt like the troll between two princesses. Though I can’t say I didn’t enjoy it. I got a lot of envious stares that evening, let me tell you.


“I don’t see why you guys wouldn’t do Buzz with me,” Allison said while we waited on the wooden dock in front of the ride, leaning against the heavy rope dividers. She was clearly ruminating on our refusal.


“I’ve spent five days with you, honey,” Cassie said, “I know better than to compete with you by now.”


“I’m not that bad,” Allison said.


“You’re fricking terrifying,” Cassie said.


Allison looked at me, I guess hoping I was going to rebut her. Instead, I looked away, bracing myself for the inevitable punch to my shoulder.


“It’s hard to compete with you,” Cassie said, “In anything.”


Allison spun on her. “Me? You can have any man you want,” Allison said, “You nod your head, and they trail after you like you’ve got the Pied Pussy.”


“Really?” Cassie snapped back, “Cause last I checked, Mike is going home with you. And Paul’s so enamored of me he can’t wait to get his wife pregnant.”


It was a surprisingly vulnerable reveal. The fact that it came out of nowhere, in the middle of a playful back and forth, made it cut all the deeper. We stood and sweated in the thick silence. The radio above us played generic, 1920s-style music.


“Sorry,” Allison said, “I shouldn’t have said those things. The truth is, I’ve been intimidated by you this whole time. You’re incredible.”


“And I was afraid of you,” Cassie said, “You’re so strong and powerful. But I’m sorry if I ever treated you badly, Allison. Or made you feel like you weren’t amazing.”


Allison said something under her breath that sounded a bit like, Cassie fucking Summers, but I couldn’t be sure.


“I hope we can be friends,” Cassie said, “Going forward. It would mean a lot to me.”


“It’s easy to be jealous of you, Cassie,” Allison said, “But you’re impossible to hate.”


*


When we got off Jungle Cruise, it was pitch dark. The park glowed with eldritch, electric light. I could barely see the path in front of me.


Allison wanted to take another shot at Splash Mountain, but it was almost time for fireworks, and we didn’t want to miss them. Besides, getting soaked didn’t seem like such a good idea for the last ride of the night.


“It’s fine,” Allison said as we walked back towards Cinderella Castle. “I’ll have plenty of time to ride it next time, that thing’s not going anywhere.”


We texted our other halves, who let us know they’d staked out a good viewing spot for the show. As we walked back, it suddenly occurred to me. I’d been separated from Emily for hours while she’d been surrounded by two other men. I didn’t need to worry about Mike and Jack’s intentions: I knew they weren’t wholesome. But I hadn’t thought about her once that whole time. Was that reassuring or problematic? Even I wasn’t sure.


We found the three of them waiting for us on the grass in front of the castle. We all sat down, wrapped in each other’s arms — one big happy knot. I thought back to the first night we’d been at Disney. We were in the hot tub by the pool. Emily had drunkenly kissed Jack. Allison had just flashed us a boob. And then the fireworks had started and we watched them together.


The show had seemed so strange and distant. Close enough to see clearly, yet so far away that it felt unreal. Now we were here in the park. Our long journey was coming to an end.


The sky filled with booming color. Music swelled. I felt Allison hug me tight from behind. I held Cassie tight. Emily leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.


“A new adventure, there in your eyes. It’s just beginning. Feel your heart beat faster. Reach out and find your happily ever after.”


We all shared a knowing look. None of this was over.


Not yet.


Next Up: The couples go CRAZY


Poly at the Poly Pt. 08


The fireworks show ended. The six of us slowly turned back towards the exit. But our journey wasn’t over.


Not yet.


It had started five days before, in the pool area at Disney’s Polynesian Resort Hotel. Mike, my wife’s best friend’s husband, had run into Cassie, his old crush girl from high school. At the time, it seemed like an innocuous encounter. It turned our whole trip on its head.


In the end, there were six of us: myself, my petite wife Emily, her athletic friend Allison, Allison’s tall husband Mike, Mike’s high school crush girl Cassie, and Cassie’s older husband Jack.


Together, we played stripping games, sex games, and flat out fucked each other silly. We did it in the shower, on the dining table, and in the pool. Morning, noon, and (especially) night, we engaged in wild carnal activities with everyone except the people we were actually married to.


For nearly a full week at Disney World, we three couples came together, recombined, then fused all over again in unimaginably dirty ways. We shattered our marriage vows, decimated our boundaries, snapped our taboos, and made frightening new discoveries about our relationships and ourselves.


Yet, we’d also forged better friendships, established new bonds, and, maybe, even rebuilt ourselves into better people.


And in 12 hours, we were heading home.


The six of us walked out of Magic Kingdom arm-in-arm. One big clump of adults, all strolling down Main Street. The orange-yellow glow of the streetlamps bathed us all in a cinematic, striking light. Behind us, Cinderella Castle loomed over everything, a beacon in the darkness. In that moment, we didn’t feel like couples or pairs, or arguably even individual people. We just were.


When we got to the front gate, we paused. Like we were about to step over some magical threshold, and we needed to build our courage to make the leap.


“This has been amazing,” Mike said, “A great trip.”


“We had a lovely time with you all,” Jack said, “Truly.”


We rode the Monorail back to the Poly. We had the car to ourselves. Unlike prior evenings, there was no making out. We sat comfortably, sharing secret little smiles and staring out the windows, like watching every happy memory of the last week roll past. No one said a word. No one needed to.


“We have an early flight in the morning,” Allison said, when we stepped into the hotel lobby. It was quiet, just a few ambling guests and a couple of cast members. It felt sleepy and sublime.


“Paul and I both have work first thing when we get back,” Emily said.


We walked out of the main building and onto the paths of the resort. Ambient light from nearby torches made the sky look grey and dull. The evening was quite muggy, the constant thrum of crickets filled the air. The paths and surrounding grass were wet like it had recently rained, though I knew it was from the sprinkler system.


When the paths split, Cassie and Jack turned towards the beach and their bungalow.


“I need to pack,” Cassie said, “And I’m looking forward to getting some rest. After everything.”


“I know what you mean,” Mike said, “I feel like I could sleep for days.”


We all walked down to the lake together. We passed the pool. It was empty at that hour, but brightly lit. The blue water glowed like it was made of some other, magical substance.


We went down the wooden jetty up to the front of the bungalow. Behind it on the lake, a parade of whimsical, electric sea creatures floated past. A bright, blue dragon leading an orange, drum-playing octopus, and a few others.


The creak of the front door as it opened was oddly loud against the persistent hush.


“Well, this is it,” Jack said.


“It’s been a lovely time,” Emily said.


“Definitely,” Mike said.


“We can’t wait to do it again,” Allison said, “Soon.”


“I’m already looking forward to it,” Cassie said.


We all stepped into the hallway of the bungalow. It was so familiar now, almost like coming home. Jack flipped on the lights, and we sauntered to the living room. Emily and I found our way to the couch. Allison and Mike sat down on the two, separate lounge chairs. Cassie grabbed a seat from the dining table and spun it around. Jack did the same.


After everything that had happened, we started in the strangest way of all. Emily leaned over, thin arm around my back, and kissed me, softly, on the lips. I let myself fall into her. It felt like forever since we’d melded this way. Like kissing my wife was our most novel experience yet.


I noticed differences now, in how Emily’s lips met mine. I thought I knew how my wife kissed. Now her tongue deftly danced across my mouth. She gave me little nips and nibbles. Her body even responded differently, rising sharply as the anticipation, the adrenaline, pumped through her veins.


It was intriguing and upsetting, feeling how much my innocent wife had changed. I wondered if my kisses were different, too. Was Emily feeling the influence of Cassie and Allison on my affections in the same way that I could tell Jack and Mike had reshaped her?


Across the coffee table, I saw that Allison and Mike had leaned forward in their seats and started making out, as well. Her hand rested lovingly on his cheek. Cassie and Jack slid down to the rug and did the same. The older man bit tenderly at Cassie’s earlobe, and she let out a low moan.


Emily undid her bun, letting her brown hair hang free. She reached for the hem of my t-shirt and lifted it over my head. She gave me a lustful grin as she ran her fingers through my thick, dark chest hair. She raised her arms, making it clear what she wanted. I took her top off for her. Her perky breasts looked so perfect in her black bra.


Jack pulled up Cassie’s diaphanous, white dress in one smooth motion, leaving her in only a matching ivory bra and panties. Her golden blonde hair haloed around her head. She undid the buttons of Jack’s shirt, exposing his tan, muscular pecs and silvery chest hair.


Allison and Mike stripped their own shirts off, hurriedly. Like they were racing to get themselves naked. Allison lovingly traced her fingers over Mike’s long arms and thin, almost-hairless, chest. Mike, meanwhile, played with his wife’s small, round breasts — bouncing them, playfully. Allison took her strawberry-blonde, poker straight hair out of its ponytail, letting her locks spill down over her shoulders.


There was something strangely forbidden about this, watching each other with our mates. A marriage has an inherent intimacy, beyond whatever we’d already physically shared with our non-spouses. Displaying this part of our partnership was another layer stripped back and exposed. Ever closer to our fragile, fundamental cores.


Emily unsnapped her bottoms and slipped them out from under her little butt. She had on matching, black bikini panties. My petite wife in her underwear was almost sexier than when she was naked. Once she’d taken care of herself, Emily reached for my shorts and shoved them down, as well. My dick popped up in my boxers, epically hard.


With Emily nearly naked in front of me, I lost track of the rest of the room. I kissed my way down her neck and chest, exploring her body. Her floral scent filled my nose. Again, the heady mix of familiar and new spun in my mind.


I was with Emily, the love of my life. I was with some other strange woman who’d shared herself with two different men. Innocent Emily who enjoyed quiet, missionary sex in the dark, under the covers. Wild, lascivious Em, who cried out in orgasmic pleasure, cursing and pleading, while a stranger came inside her.


Both women existing in the same space. Inexorably different yet undeniably the same. It made me sick inside, how far we’d managed to escape from ourselves. How easily we came back together. Everything we’d gained was marred by all that it seemed we’d lost.


Emily clasped my cheeks with an almost overwhelming affection. She kissed me with an ardor I couldn’t honestly remember ever experiencing, even when we were first together. She gripped me tight, like trying to hold onto the last wisps of a wonderful dream. Like I might drift away if she didn’t hold me in place.


Was this it? Would Emily and I make love in front of our friends, there in the living room, and head home? Some part of me feared it, honestly. This was too intimate, too close. Strange how sex with my wife could make me feel so much more vulnerable than watching her with another man. Than being with a different woman, myself.


I knew that everything we’d done to this point had an element of the performative. Even when we’d separated the day before — Emily’s loud screams from the bathroom were still a way of announcing what she was doing. Of sharing her experience. But making love with my wife, truly encapsulating those words, with two other couples around us was different. Dangerous.


I felt another weight settle on the couch. Emily’s hands on my neck loosened. I heard her giggle. I looked up and saw Mike, sitting behind her. Like me, the tall, thin man was down to his underwear. His long, rapier dick straining to burst free. He didn’t even acknowledge me as I kept kissing my wife. As if Emily were making out with an invisible man.


Mike reached for Emily’s bra and, displaying a deftness he’d lacked before, unsnapped it with ease. Her little breasts dropped free with a happy jiggle. Her upturned nipples looked like overripe strawberries. Mike slipped his hands up my wife’s bare chest and cupped her tits, covering them completely. Pulling her from me so she was leaning back against him.


“God damn, Em,” Mike said, “You’re so fucking sexy.”


My wife responded with a cute cackle, lying prone so Mike could grip her eager little titties harder. I swallowed my objections and, instead, focused on the opportunity that the tall man had provided for me. Because Emily was laying back, it had pushed her panty-covered pussy closer to me.


I reached for my wife’s black, lacy briefs and drew them down to her ankles. Emily kicked her legs, a mix of eager and embarrassed as her full, brown bush was exposed.


“Yeah, Paul, go get her,” Mike said.


I heard a low, feminine groan coming from the other side of the living room. I glanced over and saw Allison and Cassie both kneeling next to Jack. The two blonde women, their bodies so different it was striking, were kissing their way up his naked form. Allison tall and lithe. Cassie tan and curvy. They trailed their mouths up and down Jack’s leathery chest, each on one side, like sharing an ice cream sandwich. All three had managed to keep their bottoms for now, but I knew that was fleeting.


The sounds of wet kissing drew me back to the couch. Emily and Mike were making out, passionately. Mike held my wife’s breasts, possessively. Emily’s verdant eyes flashed over and saw me watching. A guilty little grin played at the corner of her lips. She returned her focus to Mike, but she lifted her knees, spreading them wide.


My wife’s cute pussy was revealed to me. I could see the products of her desire. Her puffy, swollen vaginal lips. A bit of clear liquid shining on her thighs. Even her winking brown anus. It occurred to me that I’d never seen my once-innocent wife so easily exposed. Displayed. Like a butterfly pinned behind glass.


Emily bucked her hips slightly, as if I needed the hint. I lowered my head between her pin-stick thighs and slowly kissed the soft, pink flesh of her legs. The heady scent of my wife’s arousal was overpowering. Like stepping into a room with too much incense; it practically slapped me.


I teased at my wife’s legs, intentionally missing her overt cues for where she wanted me. For some reason, it made me feel like I had a semblance of control. As if I was actually in charge. Finally, though, I relented and let my tongue lap at Emily’s open sex. A long, lazy lick, like I was a big dog. Emily sighed. Her body stilled. Like my saliva on her pussy could quench her inner fire.


Emily stiffened once again. She made a wet choking noise, and I couldn’t stop myself from glancing up. Past her tight tummy and the tiny hills of her chest.


Emily’s jaw hung open, lewdly, as Mike pushed his long, thin dick past her lips. Emily’s cheeks flushed. Eyes wide, almost frantic. Her face contorted further and further as Mike fed her his cock. It didn’t look comfortable for her, at all. But she didn’t push him away.


“Fuck you suck it so good,” Mike said, “You love that dick, don’t you, Em?”


“Mmhm,” Emily said, so easily submissive. She made loud, wet shlucking sounds as he started rocking back and forth.


I didn’t see much to contribute up there, but I had plenty to do down below. I buried my head between Emily’s thighs. She seemed even wetter now. Like biting into the world’s best nectarine, I opened my mouth and engulfed her pussy. Emily let out a long, throttled groan. She arched her back, shoving her sex further into me.


I lapped at my wife’s cunt, glorifying at the reactions I was forcing out of her. The uncontrollable grunts and jolts of her body that I could bring forth. She rolled on the couch as Mike plumbed her mouth. Choked and sputtered. The two of us really might rip her in half, I realized.


I was so lost in all of it, I’d lost track of everything around us once again. So, I nearly hit the ceiling as I felt a warm mouth wrap itself around my achingly stiff dick.


I’d been lying on my stomach to get better access to Emily, leaving my bottom half hanging off the couch. At some point my cock must have fought its way out of the fly of my boxers. I’d been so engaged in everything else, I hadn’t noticed.


Then, out of nowhere, like being wrapped in a salve, my dick was surrounded by wonderful wetness. My surprise must have been obvious, because even Emily paused choking on Mike’s penis to glance my way, her face filled with genuine affection.


I looked back and saw Allison. Her lips were wrapped lovingly over my erection. She gave me an enthusiastic thumbs up. A cocky, cock-sucking grin. The athletic blonde wasn’t giving it her usual, aggressive effort, however. Instead, she took her time — her deep, brown eyes shining with adulation and lust — and slowly licked her way up and down my member.


I raised an eyebrow and Allison responded by pulling at my legs, bringing my dick closer to her on the far side of the couch. At first, I was confused, unsure what she was up to. Then I turned back to look at Emily and I understood what was going on.


My wife had turned her crotch to the side, so now I could only see her cute little buns. Kneeling there, eagerly waiting for her, was Jack’s silver head. Emily groaned as the older man applied his expert tongue to her sex, but the sound was muffled almost immediately as Mike reinserted his cock in her mouth. I swear, it looked like he was trying to stuff his dipstick down her throat.


Then my vision was blocked. All I got was a flash of wavy blonde hair, so close that everything was out of focus. Suddenly, I was being kissed. Hard. I didn’t need to see to know who it was. The familiar peach and vanilla scent, the affection of her lips on mine, told me everything I needed to know. Cassie hummed into my mouth, letting her long thin fingers wrap around the back of my head.


“I gotcha,” she said, almost musical.


The two women had successfully separated me from my wife. Jack and Mike had managed to extricate my Emily. I had to believe this had all been planned out, somehow. Yet, I couldn’t imagine how it could have happened in any way except by accident.


I lost the ability to think on it longer as Allison tugged on my legs and I dropped, hard, onto the floor. My head bounced on the thin carpet. I’d missed the glass coffee table — and an all-inclusive trip to Mickey’s Magical Emergency Services — by inches. I was too engulfed in the girls to even care.


The women around me didn’t even pause. Cassie’s lips never left mine. Allison used the opportunity to rid me of my underwear. With me fully in her grasp, she began determinedly sucking at my cock. Her fist closed tight around the shaft. Stroking up and back. It felt like she was trying to pump my dick right off my body, and considering how good it felt, I was happy to let her. This was the competitive, controlling woman I’d come to expect.


Cassie, meanwhile, finally pulled back a bit to let me breathe. The look in her bright blue eyes was unreadable. She eyed me with a need I couldn’t quantify. An affection I didn’t recognize. Her smile so playful and adoring.


“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I said. I hadn’t even intended to say the words, but there they were. You’d think I’d said the most romantic sonnet, for how Cassie’s face flushed at my words.


In my position — on my back, in the thrall of Allison’s lips and tongue — there wasn’t much else I could do to engage with Cassie. I tried to lean up and start kissing her again, but Allison grunted angrily and pulled at my penis. My only option was to stay quiescent.


Cassie saw my predicament. But instead of bending her head my way, she scooched forward and fed me one of her breasts. I’m definitely a tit man, though size has never been something that stood out to me. I’d say I was an equal-opportunity lover of all boobs in their many shapes and sizes.


Yet, once again, I could appreciate how nice it was, for the first time in my life, to feel and suck at a more substantial pair. Something about how they hung off Cassie’s body, the healthy fullness of her breasts, amplified the experience.


I suckled on her lovely pink nipples like a starving man. Cassie closed her hands around the back of my head, cradling me to her chest, and cooed.


“Oh, fuck I love that tight, twisting pussy,” Mike said.


My attention shot to the couch. In my time on the ground, pulled between Allison and Cassie, the two men had switched places on Emily. My wife was still lying on the couch, but now she was slurping up and back on Jack’s dick.


Meanwhile, Mike had knelt between my wife’s spread legs. He’d taken her ankles and rested them on his shoulders. Exposing her, owning her, in a way that went beyond possessive. Like she was his plaything.


He speared my wife with this long, thin cock. Emily’s eyes widened as she was filled. Mike kept pushing in, deeper and deeper. Emily’s face clenched in a mix of pleasure and pain as the tall man hit bottom.


“Squeeze on my cock, Em,” Mike said, “Fuck yeah. Sweet fucking cunt.”


Jack, his dick buried in my wife’s mouth, reached down and pinched Emily’s swollen nipples. Emily arched her back and let out a pained yelp.


“She loves that shit,” Jack said. “Such a good little girl. Take that cock.”


“Yeah, Em, that’s my girl,” Mike said.


“A little distracted, I see,” Cassie said.


I looked over and realized that I had two attractive women staring down at me, bemused. Allison had even stopped sucking my dick and I hadn’t noticed. Clearly, I was the worst orgy-member ever.


“Two hot blondes and he can’t stop staring at the skinny brunette chick,” Allison said. The two women shared a grin.


“Don’t you like my big titties, Paul?” Cassie asked, shoving her boobs in my face.


“Don’t you want my tight little pussy?” Allison asked, wiggling her pert behind.


“Yeah, Paul, tell us.”


Both girls broke into giggles. My eyes flitted from one woman to the other. Cassie, the classically beautiful blonde with a heart-shaped face, bright blue eyes and sensuous lips. Allison, trim and tall, pale, with a sculpted tummy and a wicked smirk. The two of them equally perfect in such disparate ways.


“It’s sweet, the way he dotes on his little wife,” Cassie said, “Almost romantic.”


“More romantic if she wasn’t currently getting plowed by two dudes,” Allison said. The fact that those guys was supposed to be the women’s respective husbands wasn’t mentioned.


“Well, if he can’t give us his attention,” Cassie said, “We’ll just have to block it out.”




The gorgeous blonde spun around to face my feet. She spread her legs around my head, then lowered her sweet snatch down over my mouth. My world, my universe, became Cassie’s wonderful pussy. The heady scent of her arousal and her unique, fruity perfume. Her dripping labia and soft thighs.


“It’s so nice of you to give me the first ride, Catherine,” Allison said. I could barely hear her through the soft squeeze of Cassie’s sexy legs.


“My concierge set me up with a FastPass for later,” Cassie replied. She snickered as my tongue made contact with her dripping cunt.


I felt Allison’s pussy slowly sink down on my dick. I was so in the world of Cassie’s sex, yet Allison’s snatch was equally immediate as it clenched on my cock. The split sensations kept me captivated, yet I couldn’t truly focus on either of them.


“It really is one of the best — uhn, sothick — experiences in the park,” Allison said.


Cassie ground her sex down over my mouth. I alternated between licking at her center and strobing at her clit. I didn’t matter what I did, I could have sung Be Our Guest down there, Cassie writhed and groaned throughout.


Allison’s athletic thighs slapped against me as she bounced up and down on my dick. Her pussy gripping tighter with every thrust. Slow and sensuous had never been Allison’s thing, and now she was practically pile-driving me through the floors as she bucked and thrashed.


This was fantastic, being surrounded by such amazing, beautiful women. My body shared between them. A circuit of ecstasy running from Allison to me to Cassie. An overload of illicit smells and ecstatic sounds. The rapturous sensations overwhelming. My only wish was that I could see it happening. My eyes keenly felt the FOMO as the rest of my senses exploded with the sensuous stimuli of being pulled taut between two incredible pussies.


“Oh. God. So. Fucking. Good.” Allison punctuated every push.


“Lick me, Paul. Eat my sweet little pussy,” Cassie said, riding my face almost painfully. “Oh, I’m creaming. Gonna cream…”


Cassie wasn’t kidding, as a little flood of her juices squirted onto my face, warm and pungent. I’ll be honest, Cassie had been responding to me so easily, I thought for sure that she was faking it again. But her little ejaculation made it clear that that was very much not the case. I wondered if, now that her body expected an orgasm from me, she was primed to cum on my tongue. Even if I wasn’t doing all that much for her.


“Did you go already?” Allison asked. She seemed equally incredulous at Cassie’s pleasure.


“Just a… little one…” Cassie gasped out in a way that made it clear there were many more ‘little ones’ (and probably a few ‘biguns’, too) yet to come.


“Jeez girl,” Allison said, “You get off like a virgin, eighteen-year-old boy.”


“That’s not. A bad thing,” Cassie said, “When you’re a girl.”


“You go too soon, you might — uurrrrrrrr fuck. Fuck me. Fuck that’s fucking nice.”


“What was that, Allison?” Cassie asked, her voice teasing, “About cumming too quickly?”


“Shut up,” Allison said, “That was nothing. Barely even an orgasm. You. You watch. Gonna blow. Blow my top off. In a sec.”


“Actually, I’d very much like to see that.” Something about how Cassie said it, I could tell the wheels were turning.


The beautiful blonde lifted off me slightly. At first, I wasn’t sure what she was up to. But then I realized, Cassie was trying to give me a surreptitious show. Something was about to happen that I would very much want to see. I looked through the curtains of Cassie’s legs. The sound of the room came back to me a bit clearer.


I could hear Emily’s gasps and mewls, the grunts of the two guys taking their pleasure from her, but I couldn’t turn my head to look her way. Instead, I had to focus forwards on Allison. The athletic blonde was hunched over me. Her small, round tits did their best to flop along as she bounced up and down. Her muscular tummy rolled as she rode me. It was a nice sight, for sure, but nothing I wasn’t already picturing in my mind.


“You want that, Allison?” Cassie asked, “You want to blow your top off?”


“Uhn… Uh huh,” Allison said. She was so lost in pumping on me, she didn’t notice that her partner had paused on the other side.


Cassie shot out with her right hand, burying her fingers where Allison’s pussy met my cock.


“What are you…? Oh FUCK!” Allison cried out as Cassie made contact with her clitoris.


Cassie didn’t wait for permission, she didn’t pause for the reality to reach Allison, she started strumming on the athletic blonde’s sex with a deft, dexterousness that left no doubt she’d done this before.


Allison’s eyes went wide with shock. Her mouth, already drooping, dropped open. But her body immediately burst past any misgivings she might have had about being touched, sexually, by another woman.


I was used to Allison having to work herself over. Her build and drive to orgasm was a thing to behold, almost because of how hard she clearly had to work for it. Allison definitely came, but when she did, it was something truly earned.


Not this time.


It was like a magic trick. Cassie rubbed on Allison’s pussy — a flick of the wrist, a twist of the thumb — and, in moments, the athletic woman’s ecstasy overwhelmed her. Allison let out a high-pitched gasp that was more like a scream. She tremored on my dick, breasts trembling. The look of shock on her face shifted to one of incomprehension as the intensity overtook her.


Allison shuddered and sobbed. She let out a sharp, anguished cry as her brown eyes rolled back in her head. Cassie, though, was unrelenting. She kept her fingers pressed at Allison’s pussy, rubbing her right through her orgasm and rocketing her right into another. This next cum seemed almost more powerful than the first. Allison’s pussy, just starting to relax, clamped back down on my cock with an intensity I didn’t think was possible. The pitch of her scream went higher, louder.


Allison tumbled to the side. Cassie wrapped the woman in her free arm. Their sweaty bodies enveloped each other. Blonde hair tangling. Cassie worked Allison’s cunt. Another orgasm burst through Allison, and she mewled. Shuddered. The peaks coming so fast it was clear they were almost painful.


Finally, Allison sucked in a great, heaving breath. Then relaxed. Cassie carefully extricated her fingers. The two friends held each other in a messy, affectionate way.


Allison started to fall to the ground and Cassie carefully let her. The athletic blonde woman crumpled, reduced to mumbling nonsense.


“Oh fuck. So good. Fuck me,” she said, almost inaudibly as she curled in on herself.


Cassie bent down and gave Allison a light kiss on the lips. Allison kissed her back. They shared a little smile.


“That was nice,” Allison said. She lay prone, stunned. I swore I could see cartoon birds and stars floating around her head.


Meanwhile, the movements of the two women had finally freed my vision to go elsewhere. I looked over at the couch, eager to see what was happening. I was astonished to see that Emily was just sitting there, naked, between both men. She had a cock in each hand and was slowly stroking them. All three had a shared, stunned look on their faces.


“Wow,” Mike said.


“You go, girls!” Emily cheered.


Jack gave his wife a knowing wink. Cassie, I think a little surprised by the attention, herself, made a little bow. To be fair, the group had given her the sexual equivalent of a standing ovation. If you could get two guys to stop fucking another woman in order to watch you, you truly deserved the accolades.


“Maybe you two want to try the same thing?” Cassie suggested to the two men appreciating her from the couch. Jack and Mike gave each other a glance, then vehemently shook their heads.


“Darn,” Cassie said, “That would have been hot.”


“Oh yeah,” Allison said, distantly. She was back on her elbows, her hair a knotted mess. Eyes unfocused and empty.


“Oh good, you’re awake,” Cassie said, “Time to return the favor.”


Before Allison could respond, Cassie tipped her back and mounted her face. Allison grunted in protest, squirming to escape. Slowly, her body relaxed as she submitted to the beautiful blonde woman’s demands.


But, being Allison, she insisted on a twist.


“Turn around, cheerleader,” Allison growled from between Cassie’s thighs.


Cassie looked down at her new lover confused. Thoughts churning. Her eyes brightened. The lightbulb literally went off.


“Oooo, that’s what I’m talking about!” Cassie said.


She spun around, then leaned down. With her own pussy already on Allison’s tongue, Cassie wrapped her mouth around Allison’s sex, completing the classic sixty-nine. It was an incredible sight. Both blonde women pleasuring each other with abandon.


The instant his wife and his crush girl began to orally pleasure each other, Mike leapt up from the couch.


“Oh FUCK!” he cried out.


He wasn’t even touching his dick, but it didn’t matter. A stream of cum shot out of him. It arced out, splashing on the two women below. Most of it landed on Cassie’s back, but a few spurts hit Allison as well. “Fucking hell,” Mike said, spurting wildly. He slowly slid to the floor, like he’d been KO’d by what he’d witnessed.


The two women barely seemed to notice what had happened. Wrapped in sapphic attraction, they writhed around each other on the floor like two twisting, golden snakes. Hungrily humping at each other. Soft moans and sharp giggles.


It didn’t look like either of them were going to get off. Like I said before, most of what we did was about putting on a show. Cassie and Allison were playing around, exploring what things could be..


I heard a loud shriek from behind me, one that could have easily been mistaken for pleasure or pain. Reflexively, I glanced back to the couch. As if I didn’t already know what I was about to see. Sure enough, when I swiveled my head around, I saw Jack was fucking my wife. Slamming into her with abandon. It was weirdly reassuring. Emily’s wild behavior was at least consistent.


She was on all fours, leaning on her elbows. Her perky breasts hung down like they were reaching for the cushions. Jack was behind her on his knees. The silver-haired man rested both his hands on my Emily’s tight, tiny ass. His face curled into a confident smirk.


With the rest of us, our couplings could clearly be described as a shared experience. Two people engaging in something together. We took turns pleasuring each other, collaborating in a way that either person could be described as an active participant.


That was not the case with my wife and her older lover. Jack fucked Emily. There was no back and forth. It was a one-way exchange. Jack took her. Plundered her. He broke through her defenses and grabbed at whatever he wanted, leaving the dregs behind. And Emily loved it.


Emily’s cheeks and chest were flushed as Jack ravished her. Her eyes stared forward, inexpressive. Cute face distended obscenely with pleasure. She gasped out a long stream of oohs and ohs.


But at this point, it was nothing I hadn’t seen before. I knew the pattern of their coupling, could sketch the shape of it. I didn’t even need to look anymore — I could draw it all out based on the sounds my wife made. The slaps and pinches Jack put on her.


The thing that I’d been most interested in, to this point — watching my wife get fucked — wasn’t exciting anymore. I’d seen this performance and, honestly, I was ready to move on. I probably would have gone back to focusing on the two women.


But Jack seemed to catch my eye and he slowed. For a moment, I thought he’d cum. But no, clearly, he was just taking a break. My wife whined like a needful puppy as Jack’s ardor slackened.


I realized it was my attention that had caused the change in his behavior. Jack realized he had an audience. And he was going to enjoy that to its fullest.


“I want you to show me,” Jack said. He withdrew completely from Emily. His dick, sticky with my wife’s essence, bobbed up and down behind her. “Show me how bad you need that dick. Prove to me you’ve earned it.”


Emily stayed up on all fours, frozen. Like she didn’t dare move, lest she disappoint her lover. She kept her cute little butt up in the air. Her eyes were small.


Finally, Emily risked looked back through her legs at Jack. He gave her a hard stare. Repeated his request.


“Show me,” he said, like it was self-evident. “Get yourself off and I’ll know how bad you want it. Cum like a good girl and I’ll give you more.”


“I don’t…” Emily faltered.


I knew my wife masturbated, mostly because every human being does. But in all the time we’d been together, I’d never seen her do it. It felt too overtly sexual for her, too exposed, to be something she’d be comfortable sharing.


Emily stared back at Jack, eyes pleading. When his expression didn’t change, she turned to look at the room. At the four of us. As if reminding herself of all the reasons that she didn’t want to rub. Whatever she saw was clearly not reassuring.


But right when I thought my wife would push back, she dutifully dipped her petite fingers into her waiting snatch. Fortunately, she was already so worked up, it hardly mattered. As soon as she made contact with her clit, Emily gasped.


Jack stared down at my wife with a proud, almost parental look as she jilled off. Emily jammed on her pussy, sloshing it back and forth. The whole time, she kept her eyes shut, like trying to trick herself that she wasn’t on display. She looked so humbled. So desperate. Afraid of what she’d been asked to do, yet too needful not to do it.


I felt a hand on my shoulder. Allison was kneeling next to me. She gave me a little knowing nod. I’d been so engrossed, I’d lost track of her and Cassie. Turning behind me, I saw that the beautiful blonde had switched partners and was now slurping on Mike’s dick.


The tall, thin man was sitting on the ground, leaned back against the wall. The grin on his face was beatific as Cassie licked lazily at his long shaft. He was mumbling to himself. “Oh, Cassie. Wanted you so bad. None of the guys’d believe me if I told them. You look so good sucking my cock.”


“Mmmhm,” Cassie said.


To me, she sounded detached, but Mike hardly seemed to notice. He drifted his hand to Cassie’s cheek. Cassie raised a hand to cup his balls. Both of them switched between enjoying the blowjob and glancing up at the action on the couch.


Allison leaned against me. Lovingly, she wrapped her long fingers around my erection. She stroked me up and down. Not in a way that would ever bring me off. More like keeping my engine warm.


I reached down for the heat of Allison’s snatch and attended to it with the same, deliberate affection. Just tracing her lips and teasing at her warm wetness. Neither of us noticed what was going on with our own bodies. Instead, we stayed focused on my wife as she worked herself over.


“OH!” Emily cried out. Her fingers pressed hard into her pussy. Her neck muscles went tight, and cute a little flush filled her chest. She shuddered, slightly, like a little shiver. She looked over her shoulder at Jack. Her chest rose and fell with fervor.


Jack smiled back at her. For the first time that night, he looked down at her warmly. He stroked her butt cheek with affection. Again, like my wife was his pet. “That’s a good girl,” he said.


But Emily didn’t want warmth. She craved heat. Fire. She wanted to be burned. She arched her back and bucked up with her hips. Like trying to fish at Jack’s cock with her horny, hairy pussy.


Jack chuckled to himself. He aimed his dick at Emily and slid it in. My wife groaned, appreciative, as she was filled with her favorite toy.


The two of them started thrusting against each other. Emily’s self-induced orgasm only whetted her appetite for more. Jack’s pause had only given him time to recover his stamina. The two of them slapped against each other in a way that seemed more like murder than sex. Jack stabbing into the depths of my wife. Her crying out in joyful agony.


“You’re going to cum on my cock,” Jack said.


“Guh… Uh God. Yes.”


“You need that dick. Don’t you?”


I’d seen little glimpses of this with Jack before. He didn’t want to just do my wife, he demanded to dominate her. He’d managed to keep it under control before, I think sensing that the rest of the group wasn’t comfortable with that behavior. But it was our last night together, and it became clear that Jack was beyond caring. Now that he was able to let loose, there was an edge of anger to him. Almost cruel.


“Puh… please,” Emily mewled, “Don’t stop. Don’t stop fucking…”


“You like to look all proper,” Jack said, “Your tight bun and those dark-rimmed glasses. So smart and serious.”


“Yuh… yeah.”


“But secretly your married little pussy’s begging for cock,” Jack said.


Emily squeaked. “Uhn… Uh. Uh huh.”


“Say it.”


“I… OH!” Emily said, “I love cock. Your cock.”


“That’s a girl,” Jack said, “Don’t hold back. Come on… Stop hiding behind those glasses. That serious face. Admit what you are. What you’ve become. Embrace it.”


“I’m a…” The word caught in Emily’s throat.


“Tell me,” Jack said, “Tell them. You’re not a scientist. Not a good little wifey. What are you?”


“I love cock!” Emily cried out. “I love cum. I cuh… can’t stop. Feels so good.”


Jack redoubled his efforts. The loud slaps of his legs hitting Emily’s ass filled the room like thunderclaps. He stopped taunting my wife. He didn’t need to. Emily was spurting out sounds all her own now.


“Oh… aaaaauugh.’ My wife’s responses became increasingly incoherent. Her mind breaking down as Jack drove her to the brink. Beyond what I could remember ever bringing her to, myself. What I’d seen on the trip so far. “Oh fuck me. Fuck. Yes. Feels so oh! Make me cum. Make me CUM! Pleeease!”


Emily’s innocent face formed increasingly obscene shapes. Her mouth hung open; drool slipping down her chin. The muscles in her neck strained. Her green eyes squeezed so tight, I half expected them to squish like grapes. She was completely submissive to Jack’s enjoyment; desperately searching to give him more.


“Look at you,” Jack sneered, “Getting fucked in front of your husband. While your friends all watch. Begging for another man’s cum.”


Emily could only whimper.


“Tell us, Em. How does it feel?”


“SO good,” Emily gasped, “So fucking good.”


“Tell them,” Jack said, “Your husband. Your best friend.”


“P-Paul. Allison,” Emily said, “Jack is… He’s gonna. Jack’s gonna make me cuuuummmm.”


“Whose pussy is this?” Jack asked.


Emily only groaned.


“Who. Owns. This. Pussy?” he repeated his words, the growl growing with each.


It was clear what Jack wanted Emily to say. But my wife held firm. Sure, she masked her defiance with orgasmic moans. She wouldn’t say ‘no.’ But she wouldn’t answer Jack’s question, either.


Instead, Emily glanced my way and let her verdant eyes catch mine. A flash of intuitive understanding passed between us. What would have taken us hours to say, was communicated in less than a blink. I gave my wife a nod of acknowledgement. A little relief leaked onto Emily’s face.


There was a line that even Emily wouldn’t cross. She might give herself away to Jack, but she would never give him that. Even in the throes of passion, some part of Emily would always be mine.


Finally, Jack realized Emily wasn’t going to surrender. But he didn’t stop plowing my wife with abandon. Instead, he attacked from a different direction.


“This will never end,” Jack said, his voice dripping with disdain. “You can never go back. There’s no escaping it now. This is what you are.”


Emily surrendered herself to the pleasure once again. Her eyes tightened. Her jaw dropped. She did her best to hump at Jack’s thrusts, but he held her firmly in place. Like she was nothing but a sex toy designed to get him off. Her pleasure an unintended consequence of his own.




“You’ll be at work, pretending to be all professional,” Jack said, “But you’ll be fantasizing about how you got fucked.”


“Oh God,” Emily said, like she was picturing it all. Knowing it was true.


“You’ll be out at dinner with your friends, all laughing over drinks. But all you’ll be thinking about is cock.”


“Oh. Oh fuck.”


“It never stops,” Jack said, “You’ll be making your husband dinner. Having Christmas with his family. Raising his kids. The whole time — the only thing you’ll be able to think about is how you begged another man to nut in your married pussy. And how good it felt when he did it.”


Emily let out a soft woeful sob. A blissfully regretful admission of everything she’d surrendered to.


“Show me how much you need it” Jack said, “Cum Emily. Don’t hold back. Be a good little girl and cum!”


Emily’s orgasm smacked her like a fist. It knocked her back with concussive force. She dropped her head into her elbows, like trying to bury her skull under the ground. Gripped at her chest like the ecstasy was something she could barely endure.


“Oh fuh… fuck. I love it! I love your cock. It makes me feel so GOOOOOOD!”


Emily started to shake. A keening screech escaped her lips. It sounded almost sad, like she was mourning how amazing everything made her feel. A remorseful cry of illicit enjoyment as her body broke down. All rational thought ripped out of her mind.


“Ohhhhhhh. Oh fuck. Auuuuuuhhhh…”


Emily’s head stayed buried in her arms. She was trembling something awful, like she was naked in a snowstorm.


The position must have been painful for Jack, because he let his cock pop free. Like the woman beneath it, his dick was shaking wildly. He grabbed hold of himself and pumped. Short, furtive strokes. Jack let out a loud grunt, as an arc of white plumed out.


When his seed hit my wife’s back, she shuddered. A second, slighter orgasm piling onto the first. A quick kick after an uppercut. Just from being hit by Jack’s cum. Emily let out another feral grunt as she was bathed in another man’s spend.


Jack’s spurts slowed to drips. He carefully extricated himself from the couch, climbing onto the ground. His legs were shaky as he limped back to the bathroom. Emily lay on the couch, discarded, slowly curling in on herself.


“Need a shower…” Jack grumbled as he stumbled off.


Seeing the show was over, Allison stopped jerking me off. I turned to look at her, wondering what was next. Both of us seemed blown back by what we’d witnessed. The athletic blonde gave herself a little shake and focused. She looked down at my dick, like just noticing something for the first time.


“You haven’t cum yet,” Allison said. She was clearly thinking back over the course of the evening, counting off the moments.


“No,” I said, confirming her suspicion.


“We need to fix that problem,” she said.


Allison pushed me onto my back. She climbed over my legs, aiming my dick at her center. The athletic blonde grunted as she lowered herself on my staff.


“Not… getting used… to that. Ever,” she said, smiling at me.


My expression must have been apologetic, because Allison shook her head it me.


“It’s a good thing,” she said, “Trust me.”


Allison began to work herself on my dick. Rolling back and forth. That fantastic, muscular stomach undulated alluringly. She slid her fingers to her pussy and started rubbing her clit.


“Oh fuck yeah,” Allison said, “Feels so good.”


“Give it to her, Paul. Fuck her till she begs.”


I looked to the side and saw Cassie sitting next to us, her legs tucked under her bottom. She was smiling at us both, her face a mix of encouraging and aroused. But if Cassie was with us then…


I glanced to the other side. Emily was hunched over on the couch. Mike was kneeling in front of her, trying to catch her attention.


“Hi,” Emily said, finally noticing him.


“Hey,” Mike said.


The shared a little smile. Emily slid over, making room for Mike on the cushions. Without another word, the two of them started making out. Mike dragged his fingers over my wife’s body. She reached down for his dick. I assumed there was no way. That Emily was too sore from Jack’s assault, too broken from her massive orgasm, to continue.


But Mike lay back and Emily ascended over him. Again, I was startled by how small my wife looked on top of the taller man. Like they were two different species. Emily took Mike’s long, thin dick and slowly fed it to her pussy. She could only get about halfway down. Both of them groaned as they connected.


“Fuck. Em,” Mike gasped, “Feel so good.”


“Uh huh,” Emily whined.


Emily slide further down Mike’s long shaft. Finally, fully burying him to the root. She grunted, pained, but stayed in place.


“I love sharing this,” Mike said, “Sharing you.”


“Me too,” Emily said.


The two of them slowly rolled against each other. Luxuriated in their peaceful pace. Both of them fondly exploring what their partner could do for them. In how they could please the other in return. If Emily and Jack had been a roller coaster, Emily and Mike were more like the lazy river. A slow, rolling journey that was more about savoring the small things than generating thrills.


“I didn’t think it could feel this way,” Mike said, “It’s so much more than I expected.”


Emily leaned forward and caught Mike’s eyes. They nuzzled noses. Gripped each other tight. It was almost adorable. They let their lips connect.


Again, the closeness of their simple intimacy overwhelmed me. How was kissing so much more transgressive than sex? Why was seeing Mike’s tongue in my wife’s mouth so much more painful than his cock in her pussy?


“Damn guys, your spouses are really going at it,” Cassie said.


I looked up at Allison and we shared a sour grin. A reluctant acceptance of how things had played out. We’d stopped humping long ago. Seeing our partners this way had pulled the plug on our own electric connection. Half-heartedly, Allison slid off my dick and climbed next to Cassie. The three of us sat there, arm-in-arm, and watched.


The other couple had broken their embrace. Emily started riding Mike harder. Her face twisted with the concentration of making herself cum. Mike stared up at her in wonder, slowly stroking her flank.


“I mean it, Em,” Mike said, “It’s not just physical for me. I care about you.”


“I know,” Emily said.


The way the two of them were talking, I wondered if they even remembered there were other people in the room. Worse, I thought, maybe they knew exactly who was listening.


“It’s like, I feel connected to you,” Mike said, “On some deeper level. More than, you know, this.”


“Not like with Cassie?” Emily asked, “Or Allison?”


“Allison is my wife,” Mike said, like that answered everything. “Cassie’s just a crush.”


I looked over at the two women sitting next to me. Neither even flinched. They both stared forward. Their lack of reaction was almost worse. Mike, meanwhile, kept talking himself deeper.


“Remember that first day? At Hollywood Studios?” he asked. “You told us you had to pee, then flashed me your tits when no one was looking? Fuck, I wanted you so bad right then.”


I thought back. What Mike was talking about was so early in the trip. We were barely at the kissing stage of our adventure, let alone getting naked. His admission was so far from my understanding of how things had progressed, I could barely process it. When had that even happened?


“Or in Animal Kingdom,” Mike said, “When you sucked my cock behind the rocks near Everest. Fuck, Em, it felt so good. Your hungry little mouth. The way you begged for my cum. Just, uhn, gulped it all down.”


It started sinking into me, how little I actually knew about what Emily had been up to the last four days. Not just with Mike, but all those times with Jack, too…


I thought I had the shape of the story, the transition of one act to the next. I was wrong. Everything I’d told myself about our trip was a fiction. A lie. A whole other story had been going on while I was distracted with my own.


What else was Emily not telling me? What more did I not know? My mind riffled through the pages, trying to find the right passages. But the scenes I was looking for had been ripped out. Or worse, never written.


Emily responded to Mike’s revelations by leaning forward to kiss him. Clearly hinting that he should quiet. Instead, he kept rambling.


“All those times together,” Mike said, “You and me. It felt so different, you know? Like, we have this link between us. I can’t stop thinking about you. Your eyes. Your cute little smile. That hot, rocking body.” Mike playfully slapped at Emily’s backside. “Do you know what I mean?”


Emily nodded. She seemed less enthused about sharing her feelings. But I could tell by the way she was looking at Mike, there was true affection there. He wasn’t just babbling. They both felt it.


Finally, Emily spoke. “You’re special to me,” she said to Mike, warmly stroking his cheek, “You always will be. What we shared. It’ll never go away. No matter what.”


Emily had clearly given her body to Jack. But when she loved on Mike like that, it made me wonder if she’d surrendered something far more precious to him. And that itched at me. Ached. Like there was a hollow spot in my stomach. In my chest.


“You feel so fucking good, Em,” Mike said. The speed of his thrusts increased. The urgency of his movement. He started rearing upward with his hips. Like driving his long dick an extra inch.


“I know,” she whispered, kissing him.


Emily steadied herself in the saddle. Their affection degraded into something more primal. She gasped after every pump. “Oh! Ooh! AH!”


“Keep fucking me,” she said, “Like that. Grab my tits.”


Mike responded by squeezing my wife’s perky boobs. Emily threw her head back and squealed as he twisted her sensitive nipples.


“I don’t want to stop,” Mike said, “Fucking you. That tight, twisting pussy. Tell me you can quit, Em.”


“I can’t.”


The couple’s movement got wilder. The heat of their passion grew. The loving pace of their lovemaking cracked and they, truly, began to slam each other on the couch. Both of them needful. Unable to kiss because they needed that air to breathe. Unable to caress because they needed those hands to grope, grasp.


Emily bounced up and down on Mike’s dick. Her tits flopped wildly, in a way that looked painful


Mike arched his back and thrust with vigor. There was no missed stroke or unexpected slip. The two of them engaged in a singular, shared purpose of pleasure. Yet also still completely out of control.


“Tell me,” Mike said, his words coming in ragged chokes. “Tell me you can stop this.”


“I cuh-can’t,” Emily groaned, “You’re so deep inside me. Like you’re stabbing my guts. Feels so, uhn, good.”


Allison caught my attention. “It’s just dirty talk,” she said. Clearly, she got how Mike’s words might be concerning. “He doesn’t mean it.”


We shared a look, and I couldn’t tell if either of us truly believed that or if we were only accepting the lie because it was easier than the alternative. In truth, I don’t think I trusted Mike. But I felt fairly certain I could rely on Emily. Mostly.


“Oh — Oh yes. Keep. Fucking.” Emily was lost in ecstasy. Her eyes rolling back. Her backside writhed in a come-hither motion. I could tell she was milking Mike’s cock.


“You want it, Em?” Mike’s eyes grew wide. Pleading. “You want my cum inside you? Is that married pussy going squeeze my cock as I fill you with my seed?”


“I promise,” Emily said, “Please. I’ll be good. So good for you. Fill me up. Put it in deep.”


“Getting close,” Mike said.


“Pleeeeeeease,” Emily cried out, “Cum in meeeeeeeee! I want to feel it insssiiiiiiiide.”


“Aaaaauuuuuuggghhh!” Mike shouted out in triumph. He arched upwards, lifting Emily right off the couch.


My wife let out a high-pitched yelp as he burst inside her. “Oh fuck! That feels… So hot. So good.”


“Ahhhh, I’m cumming in you, Em. Take it. Take all my cum.”


“Oh God,” Emily gasped, “Ohhhhh! I feel it. So deep!”


Mike wasn’t even finished filing her before a long, thin trail of semen slipped out and spattered on the couch. The couple slowly lowered. They gripped each other, tight. Emily kissed Mike with ardor. He responded with similar passion. Both of them celebrating their shared bliss.


They stayed that way, panting. A little smirk played on Mike’s face. Emily’s hair was everywhere. She let out a little giggling sob.


Carefully, she got off Mike. Immediately, a gout of cum dripped out of her pussy and splattered on Mike’s stomach. The tall man didn’t even notice. He lay there on the couch, staring up at the ceiling. His cock shriveled and sticky on his thigh.


Emily tried to stand, but when she put weight on her one leg, it collapsed and she dropped to the ground.


“Whoops!” she said, then started laughing. She was orgasm drunk. Cum high. Emily tried to pick herself up again, but she fell to the carpet. Finally, she gave up and stayed there.


Allison grabbed my shoulder, like holding on for purchase. But when I turned to look at the athletic blonde, expecting her to be upset, I saw she was giving me a wicked grin.


“It’s time for you to cum,” Allison told me. “Right Cassie?”


The beautiful blonde popped up from behind me. “No more excuses, Paul,” she said, kissing me lightly on the neck. “No more watching wild fucks on the couch.”


“No lesbian orgies or messed up confessions,” Allison said.


“We’re just going to fuck,” Cassie said, “Until you explode.”


“Yeah Paul,” Allison said, “Time to give it up.”


The two women gently pushed me onto my back. I felt like a mouse captured by two cats. The both of them keen to completely consume me. I’ll admit it was a little frightening, seeing the hungry look in both their eyes. Also, of course, completely awesome.


“This is going to be all about you, baby,” Allison said. She lifted her leg to climb onto me again. But Cassie stopped her.


“Allison, wait.”


The athletic blonde froze, mid-mount. She would have looked completely ridiculous — totally naked, leg arched over me — if she wasn’t also so damn hot.


“What now, cheerleader?” Allison asked. She was playing at being playful, but I had the sense she was actually frustrated.


“We can still win this thing,” Cassie said.


Allison gave her a dubious look. So did I.


“You told me there’s no winning at sex,” Allison said. She hung tantalizingly above my cock.


“Listen to me,” Cassie said, “What if we made Paul cum more than anyone else?”


“So, what, like, three times?” Allison asked


I ached just thinking about that. I doubted I was going to be good for a second, let alone a third.


“No, not a bunch of dumb regular cums,” Cassie said, “One big one. Think about it. Paul’s already been holding out for so long. Building again and again. And if we can edge him even further…”


“Oh my God,” Allison said, her face lighting up.


“He’ll blow so hard it’ll leave a hole in the wall,” Cassie said.


“There’ll be enough cum to completely bathe us both,” Allison said.


“Exactly,” Cassie said.


“Holy fuck,” Allison said.


I groaned, loudly. This did not sound very enjoyable for me.


“Shut up, you’re doing it,” Allison said.


Cassie’s lip twisted. She gave Allison a hold signal, then crawled over to me with a warm, adoring smile.


Cassie leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “It’s going to be amazing, babe,” she said. Don’t think I missed the affectionate appellation. “I promise. It’ll suck when we’re doing it, I know. Even when we’re sucking.”


Cassie giggled at her own little joke. I knew I was supposed to laugh, too. But I found it hard to find much humor in the moment.


“But I promise, it’ll be worth it,” Cassie continued, “You know Allison and I will take care of you. You’ll have two hotties completely worshipping your awesome thick cock. And when you finally let go? It’ll to be the best thing you’ve ever experienced. The orgasm after — it’s intense. Incredible. You’ll shoot like a cannon and spurt like a fire hose. You’ll go so hard it’ll feel like you died.”


“That’s what I’m afraid of,” I grumbled. But I knew I was already agreeing. The idea of those two gorgeous women working together to get me off, even if it wasn’t right away, was too good to let go of. Mythical super-orgasm at the end or not.


“We’ll start slow,” Cassie said. She kissed my cheek. Then she reached and helped me stand. “Easier this way,” she explained. She crawled back over to Allison.


The two women shared a knowing look.


“Let’s do this thing,” Allison said. She gave me that competitive smirk I loved so much.


Allison reached up and grabbed hold of my shaft. Cassie added her fist above that. My cock wasn’t really long enough for double-clutching, but the women made it work. The two blondes looked so sexy, jacking me up and down, giggling the whole time.


“Does that feel good, baby?” Cassie asked.


“You like having two sexy babes working you?” Allison asked.


I looked around the room, feeling oddly self-aware as I stood in the middle of the floor. Mike and Emily were both unconscious on the floor. Jack was completely MIA. I figured he’d finished his shower and headed off for bed. I was on my own, at the mercy of these two gorgeous women.


“I bet this would be even better with a little lubrication,” Allison said.


“Good call,” Cassie said.


The fact that the two of them had been so competitive before, it only added to the synergy of their alliance now. Allison and Cassie complimented each other completely. They’d never be best friends, but together they could take down anything. I was just lucky enough to be their latest project.


The two women released my dick. They each gave their own palms a long lick, cute pink tongues sticking out. Then they returned to pumping my spout


“Ohhhhh.” The sound came out of me unbidden. Two gorgeous women were working me. Knelt at my feel, I could stare right into their beautiful eyes. Their healthy cleavage. Their slick hands felt so wonderful. You better believe this was already more than I could take. On top of everything else that had already happened.


“Oooh, I feel him swelling up,” Allison said.


“Come on, Paul,” Cassie said, “You can do it. Get there. We’ve got you.”


My cock twitched. My scrotum leapt. The spark of pleasure started racing up my shaft until… Cassie squeezed my dick, twisting it. My impending orgasm sputtered out and died. My penis pulsed, then flagged. Both women sat back on their haunches, watching it.


“God, I love dick,” Cassie said, “Cocks are so incredible. How they start off all tiny, barely there. Then swell up and get so huge. Flushed and pulsing. Feeling how hard a penis is, like steel, but so soft and warm at the same time. And when it spurts? It’s like the best thing ever.”


Allison raised her eyebrow at Cassie.


“Whatever,” Cassie said, “I think he’s recovered.”


“Time for Round 2!” Allison announced.


This time, the girls didn’t need to discuss it. Allison tucked her hair behind her ear, leaned forward and licked up one side of my shaft. From the other side, Cassie did the same. It was less like a blowjob, and more like the two of them were French kissing around my dick.


Cassie and Allison both made loud, wet slurping noises as they tongued around my cock. They took turns sucking me into their mouths. Their beautiful faces twisted with hollowed cheeks and hungry sucks. It’s a miracle I didn’t cum. Frankly, I could have peaked just from watching a video of this.


But something strange was happening. All this building pressure, instead of putting me closer to the end, only seemed to build my stamina. Oh sure, my balls ached so bad I thought they might explode. And I was getting a low-grade headache from all the back and forth. But at the same time, I had this sense that I could go on forever. I can’t really explain it.




The two gorgeous women lapped hungrily at my member like it was the greatest thing they’d ever seen. Like I had some kind of deity between my legs. They took turns bobbing onto my cock. Nose to the root, then right back off again.


“This is so hot,” Allison said.


“Tell me you’re not loving this, Paul,” Cassie said.


I responded with another pained moan. Holding back was getting difficult again. The vision of the blonde girls sucking on me alone was almost too much to bear. Let alone what they were doing with their warm mouths and tongues.


“You women. Are killing. Me,” I said. Each word was almost too painful force out.


“That’s the plan!” Allison cried out, clapping excitedly.


Cassie, meanwhile, responded to my cry for help by taking me down to her throat. One huge dive and, gulp, bye-bye penis! She slobbered all over my knob, bobbed up and down choking, licked and savored and slurped.


The pleasure started rising in me. Creeping up my cock. The urge to release overtook me. I didn’t want to stop. Needed it so bad.


“He’s swelling up again!” Cassie said, her words muffled by my dick.


The beautiful blonde ripped her head off my cock. Allison’s hand shot out and squeezed my sack. My impending orgasm expanded outwards then POP. Went down to nothing.


“ffffFUCK!” I cried out. My balls knotted. My dick burned. The sudden stop was so bad I felt it in my gut. That light headache ramped up to something throbbing.


“Ooooh, that was a close one,” Allison said.


“Hang in there, Paul,” Cassie said, “You’re almost all the way through.”


“Need. A break,” I gasped out.


“Halftime show?” Allison asked. She leaned forward and kissed Cassie. The two hot blondes started making out on the floor. Kissing and running their hands through each other’s hair. They let out loud, overwrought groans as their lips smacked. It should have been silly, but I didn’t care. Watching them was only making me want to cum worse.


I let out another pained groan and the girls stopped to look at me.


“I guess that’s not helping,” Cassie said.


“Too bad,” Allison said, “I enjoyed it.”


Cassie gave me a look of concern. She stood up and put her arm around my waist, kissing my cheek.


“You’re doing so great,” Cassie told me, quietly. Gently patted my shoulder with genuine affection. “You know I’ve, well, I’ve been with a few guys. More than my share, being honest. Most of them couldn’t last this long. You’re a fucking rock star. Hang with me, OK?”


I nodded. Cassie kissed me again.


“OK, it’s pussy time,” Allison said. She rubbed her hands together with delight. “Who gets first go?”


“All you, Allison,” Cassie said.


“You sure?” Allison asked, “I’ve already gotten a couple of goes.”


“Don’t worry,” Cassie said, “I’ve got it all planned out. Just enjoy yourself.”


“Oh you bet I will,” Allison said. She gave her a friend a fist bump. “This is going to be awesome.”


“Be careful,” Cassie said, “Don’t let him go off too soon.”


“I’ve got this,” Allison said, “Warn me if you’re getting close, Paul.”


I gave her my agreement, despite my better instincts.


Allison motioned for me to lie down on the floor. But as I started to lower myself, Cassie stopped me.


“You always ride him, Allison,” Cassie said, “Try something different.”


Allison let out a long sigh. She looked at me, then over at Cassie. I could tell she was ready to argue it. But finally, she surrendered.


“Fine we can do doggie,” Allison said.


“There you go!” Cassie said, clapping. Always the cheerleader, that one.


Allison got onto all fours. She wiggled her shapely butt back at me. I knelt behind her. Aimed my dick at Allison’s shaved pussy. I took a deep breath. This was going to be tough. But I knew I needed to hang on. Cassie was counting on me (God that was a weird thought).


I slid my dick into Allison. She was more than ready for it. Just as I’d been building this whole time, I realized, the two women were getting equally amped. Allison let out a happy little ‘eep!’ as I filled her.


“Oh fuck yeah,” she said, “I needed that.”


“Told you,” Cassie said, “Cocks are awesome.”


“I did not need convincing of that,” Allison said.


I began slowly stroking my dick into Allison. Rocking back and forth. Getting used again to the stimulation that came from being surrounded by her wonderful pussy. Allison blew the hair out of her face. Her breaths started coming faster.


“You want me to suck your tits?” Cassie asked the athletic blonde.


“I want you to sit back and learn, cheerleader,” Allison said, “Watch the master.”


Cassie crawled next to me. “OK, Paul you heard her. Give it your all.”


I thrust into Allison faster. Harder. Our bodies made rude noises as we thrust against each other. Slick and slapping. My hands gripped Allison’s muscular butt. It was like holding warm, pliant iron.


“Look at how perfect Allison’s body is, Paul,” Cassie said, “Those sculpted abs. Holy fuck, isn’t she hot? I wish I could look this good.”


Allison flushed. She wasn’t used to having her body praised this way.


“Look at how beautiful her shaved pussy looks,” Cassie continued, “Oh! You can see how wet she is. Dripping over your thick cock.”


Allison squirmed. I wished I could see her face. The way the athletic blonde’s expression would start to twist. How her eyes grew wide.


“Paul, look at her,” Cassie commanded, “Look at how hot Allison is. She’s your wife’s best friend and you’re stuffing your dick inside her. You’re fucking her so good. Making her cum. Tell him Allison.”


“Uhn… uh. Uh huh.” The pale blonde started to shake, shudder. Like she was slowly coming apart. “Oh yeah. Paul. Fucking me. You’re not supposed to — uhn — fuck your wife’s friend. I’m not supposed to know how that — oh! — big, thick dick feels in my tight pussy.”


“That’s a girl,” Cassie said. She started tracing Allison’s nipple while she manipulated her clit. Smiling my way the whole time. “Tell him.”


“You like fucking my hot, wet cunt?” Allison asked me. “Look.” Allison raised her left hand from the ground, showing me her wedding band. The physical representation of her promise to her husband twinkled at me. “I’m taken. You can’t take me. I belong to someone else. But you… you got me. Stuffing my married pussy up so full. I can’t stop.”


I could see how Allison was trying to mirror all the things we’d heard from my wife, but it wasn’t the same. And, honestly, I didn’t want it to be. I didn’t need to possess Allison. Sharing that time together, it was good enough for me. But I appreciated the effort to try and bring me balance. In that way, the gesture meant so much more.


Don’t get me wrong, Allison’s words did get me going. But her movements had the opposite effect. I was so entranced by what she was doing, her ecstatic reactions, I couldn’t concentrate on my own pleasure. It felt amazing, for sure. But it was way more fun to see Allison seek her peak than it was to work towards my own.


Allison’s pace increased. I could tell she was getting close. She dipped her hand into her pussy, starting to rub herself with abandon.


“Come on,” Allison said to herself, “Come on, Allison. Quit being such a bitch and… Fuck. Fuck you. Get there. Come on.”


“Yeah Allison!” Cassie said. She was standing in front of both of us, the look on her face one of greedy enchantment. She bounced up and down, her lovely large tits jiggling with her. I could almost see the pom-poms in her hand. “Take that thick cock! Fuck him good.”


Allison didn’t seem to notice the encouragement. Instead, it seemed she was lost in the fantasy that she’d created.


“I’m your wife’s best friend,” Allison said, a bit of a whine to her voice. “You’re not supposed to know what I. hhhhrrrrrrr. What I look like naked. What my pussy fuh-feels like. What it looks like when I… ohh God. I’m gonna. Oh fuck I got there I’m gonna. OH! I’m gonna…!”


I felt my body try to join her in ecstasy. My cock throbbed. Cassie raced around the side, shot her hand down and squeezed my cock hard. Every urge I had was stuffed back. Like a thump to the groin. And not exactly in a painful way.


“Not yet,” Cassie whispered in my ear.


But the blonde’s touch had an unintended effect: her hand brushed Allison’s pussy as she grabbed me. And whatever little obstacles to pleasure were left for the athletic blonde, she immediately exploded past them.


Allison’s body went stiff. Her back straightened. Head thrown back. She held there, frozen in place. A strangled aa-aa-aa-aa-aahhhhhhhhh escaped her lips. It rose into an ecstatic scream. “AHHH! Fuck! Fucking… YES!”


Allison took in a ragged, desperate breath. Sucking in oxygen as if she’d been underwater for hours. She bent over at the waist, like a suitcase snapping shut. Her mouth, her eyes, all cinched close. Her face was practically purple. Another stuttered, strained sound escaped her lips.


I had yet another of those ‘do we need to call the hospital?’ moments. Allison’s orgasm was squeezing down on her like a car crusher. The ecstasy so intense it really did look like pain.


Finally, Allison went limp. She tumbled forwards onto the floor. Her breaths came in fast, hard gulps. Almost like sobs.


“Fuh-fuh-f… ohfuck,” Allison said. Her face slowly cooled back to its normal pinkish. Her eyes stayed red like she’d been crying. “Fuck me. You fuckin… Came so hard. Dammit that was a lot.”


“That was fantastic!” Cassie said. She whooped.


“OK,” Allison said, panting on the ground, “Cassie it’s your go.”


The beautiful blonde gave me an evaluating eye. My dick was pulsing in front of me. I know I looked like a sweaty, needy mess. I knew Cassie was going to want this to be special. I steeled myself, ready to do whatever it took to give her one last great time.


“Actually, I think I’m good,” Cassie said.


I startled. She gave me a pretty smile, then nodded.


“Are you sure?” Allison asked, “You’ve earned this.”


“Yeah, I’m OK,” Cassie said, “I think we’ve tortured Paul enough. It’s fine.”


Again, I tried to search Cassie’s thoughts. But all I got was a 404 page and a read/write error. Whatever she’d decided, I wasn’t going to understand it. I’d probably never comprehend it.


For a moment, I worried I’d done something wrong. But Cassie didn’t look upset or disappointed. Instead, she seemed kind of wistful. If that makes any sense.


Cassie took a deep breath. She painted her enthusiastic grin back on.


“Here, Paul,” Cassie said, “Lie down and let’s get you that super-huge orgasm I promised you.”


I lay down on my back. Cassie and Allison crawled over me. They started by kissing my cheeks. Taking turns on my lips. Impossibly, that strange emotional pause with Cassie had caused me to flag a bit. The two blondes slowly working their way down my body solved that problem.


I was sticking up like the Eiffel Tower by the time Cassie and Allison were at my dick. Appropriately, then, they both started frenching my cock once again.


“Remember, we have to make him shoot it out,” Cassie said, “We want to see it all.”


“I kinda wish I could take it inside me,” Allison said, strangely pouty.


“Where would you put it?” Cassie asked, flirtily, “Your hot, sexy mouth? Your sweet little pussy?”


“Anywhere,” Allison said, “All of the above. I bet it would feel fantastic.”


“I know,” Cassie said, and I could tell she was picturing it, too, “But half the fun is seeing how much comes out. And where it goes.”


“I know,” Allison sighed


The two women went back to working me over. Taking turns stroking and sucking. The build-up was almost painful, and I wasn’t reaching the end. It’s like when you’re about to sneeze but it mysteriously slips away. Strangely, strongly frustrating.


I focused on how hot both women looked. The eager enthusiasm of Cassie pumping my cock. The determination of Allison swallowing me whole. I’d fucked both of them, these married women. Conquered them, really. And this was my earned reward.


“Come on, Paul, cum for us,” Cassie said.


“You can do it, Paul,” Allison said, “Get there.”


“Cover me in your seed,” Cassie said.


“I need it so bad,” Allison said.


“You are such a stud.” I heard the voice in my ear. I turned to look at the source.


Emily, my wife. She was naked, bent over and kneeling next to me. Her brown hair was sticking out everywhere. Her wonderfully naked body was covered in red marks, bruises, and swaths of crusty cum. The most curiously hungry, horny smirk danced across her innocent face. I’d never seen anything it like it.


I know it sounds nuts, but in everything that was going on, I’d kind of forgotten about my wife. The fact that Emily was even in the room had left my conscious thought. Emily’s sudden return, therefore, was quite the shock.


“My husband is a fucking fuck-god,” Emily said, almost to herself.


If you say so,” I said, coldly. I was still reeling from Emily’s earlier revelations. If I was such a hunk, why did my wife keep acting this way?


“Seriously, look at you,” Emily said. I couldn’t tell if she’d missed my contempt or was ignoring it. “That’s Allison and Cassie. Two blonde babes most guys would kill to get more than a minute with. And they’re working your dick like it’s fucking magic. Like you’ve got the best cock in the world.”


I looked up at my wife, questioning. She tucked her hair behind her ear and smiled at me, shyly.


“Cum on them, Paul,” she said, “Do it. Mark them. Make them yours.”


The girls must have heard her because they joined in.


“Yes Paul, do it,” Allison said.


“Cum on me,” Cassie said, “Cover me.”


Emily leaned forward. Upside down, she kissed me. It was a weird sensation, her tongue and teeth all in the wrong place. But it was magic.


Abruptly, the last few hours of glorious torture overcame me. My dick didn’t just tingle. There was no spark. An absolutely ecstatic burst of orgasmic energy built up at my balls, rocketed up my shaft, and exploded outwards.


“Oh GOD!” I shouted out.


It felt like a quart. It looked like a gallon. So big and full that it actually hurt to push it out. Burning, aching, glorious bliss.


My cum arced out of my dick, leapt over the two blonde women, and spattered halfway across the room on the carpet.


“Holy fuck,” Allison gasped out.


I wanted to watch, to see what I was doing. But the pleasure grabbed hold of me so hard, it shattered my sight. A roar filled my ears. My mind blanked. All I could focus on was each detonation of pleasure. Racing out of my dick. Bolting down my legs, my arms, my spine.


I’d never cum like this. Either I’d never, truly, had an orgasm before, or this was a completely different biological function entirely. My ecstasy felt endless. Immortal.


When I opened my eyes, my dick was still twitching. Leaking huge gobbets of cum down my leg. Allison and Cassie were both knelt in front of me, their faces locked in shock.


The two of them were absolutely covered. They looked like they’d been slathered by the sperm hose. Their faces were spattered in lakes of white. Eyes, mouths, and hair. Their necks and breasts were equally glazed. Had semen dumped down on them from the ceiling, as well?


Cassie, her one eye shut with spooge, scraped some off her cheek and started laughing. Allison, tentatively tasted at the cum on her chin.


“Wow,” she said, “That was…”


“Awesome!” Cassie cried out, “Was I right? It was totally worth it, right?”


“It was quite good,” I said. I smiled her way. “Amazing.”


“Damn straight!” Cassie cheered.


Emily was hanging over me. She gave me a little lascivious wink. It was over. We were finished.


We’d finally all reached our limit. It truly felt like we’d all accomplished something together. Wonderful and odd and unrepeatable. All the more fantastic for all that it had been.


“Fucking Fuck God,” my wife repeated. She leaned down and kissed me again.


But as our lips touched, I felt her stiffen. Freeze.


Emily’s jaw fell open. Her eyes went wide.


Next part, last part.


Poly at the Poly Pt. 09


I’d just had the most incredible orgasm of my life.


Two incredibly attractive blonde women — the athletic and amazing Allison as well as the sexy and superlative Cassie — had edged me over the course of an evening until I’d exploded with near-concussive force. All while my wife Emily, petite and peerless, had whispered in my ear about how hot it made her to see me spatter the two other women with my seed.


And that was it. Our epic five-day trip, our incredible six-person orgy, our over-the-top last hurrah, had finished. Everyone had cum hard and come down. We were all lying on the ground panting or even passed out.


My wife, naked and perched above my head, leaned over and gave me a loving upside-down kiss. But as our lips touched, I felt Emily stiffen. Freeze. Her jaw fell open. Her eyes went wide.


With everything that had just happened, I hadn’t noticed the position that was Emily in. Leaned over me, her butt pointing straight up in the air, eminently accessible. And when Emily had moved to kiss me, it had positioned her pussy in the perfect spot.


Now that I was looking, I saw what had happened. Unbeknownst to the rest of us, Jack had slipped back into the room. The older man had stepped behind my wife. When Emily’s butt lifted, Jack stepped forward and drove his hard dick right into her dripping hole.


Emily hadn’t been expecting the penetration. But based on the look on her face, she welcomed the intrusion. A little grin began to break across her lips as Jack slowly plunged into her. But that wasn’t the only place the older man was pushing in.


At the same time that Jack plumbed my wife’s pussy with his cock, he drove his thumb into her anus. He’d done this a few times before and Emily had submitted to his intrusion. But the look in her eyes — that mix of pain, pleasure, and fear — spoke of something both more and less than willing acceptance.


Emily stared down at me, all those confusing emotions passing across her face. She rocked back and forth as Jack began to fuck her. She reached down and gripped my shoulder, more for balance than affection, as the older man, once again, began to have his way with her.


By now, I was used to seeing my wife getting fucked by other guys. I didn’t particularly appreciate this more intimate view of it happening, but otherwise this was nothing new. A rerun. I would have already rolled out from under Emily except for her hand on my shoulder. Whether it was intentional or not, she was holding me in place.


I stayed focused on my wife’s face. I can’t lie, there was something intensely arousing about seeing her surrender herself to pleasure. I’d often wished I could have seen her face while doing her from behind, sharing in her expressions. Well, here I was getting the other half of the picture. It was kind of awesome, actually.


“Oh God,” Emily said, “Feels so good.”


I couldn’t tell if she was talking to me, telling Jack, announcing it to the room, or even just rambling, lost in the world of illicit pleasure.


I looked past my wife at Allison and Cassie. Both of them were sitting back against the far wall, watching all this happen. The look on their faces was remarkably similar to that on my wife’s. Uncontrolled arousal with only a little hint of worry. There was this sense in the room that something was about to happen. Only none of us could figure out what it was.


Jack, however, clearly knew the plan. He slapped against my wife, but without the usual urgency. If anything, he seemed to be taking his time. Waiting for something.


Finally, he took his thumb out of Emily’s butt. She wriggled and sighed, I think a bit relieved. He slid his cock out of her pussy. Now, Emily groaned in clear disappointment.


There was another pause. From where I was sitting, I couldn’t really see what Jack was up to. He seemed to be fumbling with something. A bottle, maybe? I couldn’t exactly tell.


A moment later, Emily giggled, ticklish. A moment after that, she straight out screamed.


My innocent wife’s face went bright red. Her bright green eyes threatened to pop right out of her head. Her mouth dropped open and her tongue lolled out. Like her whole face was trying to leap off her body.


My gaze flashed to what was going on behind my wife. From what I could tell, Jack was in the same position as before. But no, something was different. His dick was pushing in at a different angle. Higher.


And suddenly I understood exactly what Jack had been fumbling with. I looked to the floor and saw a still-open container of coconut oil. He’d gotten Emily going with his thumb, then lubricated his dick, and had started to take my wife’s tight, virgin asshole.


“Oh…my… God,” Emily gasped out. Her eyes really looked like they were halfway to exploding as Jack slowly slid his now-slippery dick into her rectum.


I looked over at Allison and Cassie again. Both women stared back at me in shock. They seemed stuck to the wall. All of us unable to process what we were watching. Whatever little language we had left was stuffed into our stomachs.


Emily’s hand closed down tighter on my shoulder. Her nails dug in — five painful stabs.


“I… ohfuck,” Emily tried to speak but her body shut her down.


It was clear that she was in terrible pain. Whatever little enjoyment her nerves were giving her was overwhelmed by the agony of the rest. I wasn’t going to let this happen. I couldn’t. I had to protect my wife.


But when I started to get up, Emily dug her nails even deeper into my flesh.


“Stay with me, Paul,” Emily gasped out, “Please. Stay with me.”


I met her eyes, and she gave me a little nod. Maybe I’d misread things after all. Perhaps the mask of anguish on her face meant something else.


“Feels so… Ugh. Can’t,” Emily said, “Can’t hold on.” She was breathing in short, sharp gasps. Like someone was stabbing her. Which, I suppose, wasn’t far from the truth.


I didn’t want to watch this, but I couldn’t stop myself from looking. Jack was slowly sinking into Emily’s rear. His face unreadable. If he was enjoying this, it didn’t show. If I had to describe his expression, I’d say it was determined.


“OH! Oh FUCK!” Emily cried out as Jack’s balls finally rested on her pussy. He’d managed to fill her ass completely. He began to withdraw but Emily groaned. “Wa… wait. Please.”


“I’m going to stop,” Jack said, “I don’t want to hurt you.”


“No, it’s. It’s OK,” Emily said. She looked almost nervous, afraid. Like she couldn’t bear the thought of disappointing her lover. “Just give me a second. To get used.”


Jack stayed in place. I realized that he, too, was panting from the exertion. The energy of it all. He caught my eye. To my relief, though, he didn’t give me his usual cocky grin. Only a little acknowledgement. In some ways, that was worse.


Jack knew what he was doing. His point was clear as anything. Before, with Emily, he’d tried to make her admit that he owned her. My wife wouldn’t budge. And I’d reveled in her defiance. Now, though, I saw Jack wasn’t going to take ‘no’ for an answer.


“Oh… Ok,” Emily said, clearly gathering up her confidence. “Do it. Start moving in me.”


Now Jack’s face filled with a smile. He drew back a little bit, then slid forward. Emily’s eyes popped, but she didn’t cry out.


“Oo,” she said. A little gasp. “Oo. Ah.”


Jack started increasing his speed. Pulling out further. Slapping harder. Emily bit her lip, hard. Her eyes snapped shut. Again, it sure looked like she was in pain.


“You like that?” Jack asked.


“My head… feels like it’s gonna. Roll off,” Emily said. Her breath was ragged. Strained.


Was head-rolling-off a good thing or a bad thing? I wasn’t sure. I’m not positive Emily knew either. She stayed in place, enduring what Jack was doing. But there were tiny signs she was starting to enjoy it.


“Oh. Oo. Oh yes. Yeah,” Emily said, “Like that. Fuck yes. Ah. AH!”


Jack’s movements got faster. Harder. Emily’s voice grew louder.


“Aha! Oh! Oo! Oh Fuck!”


“You like that, Emily?” Jack asked, “You like that hard dick in your ass?”


“Oh God! Fuh-Fuck me!”


Emily finally released my shoulder, leaving five identical, marks. She reached back and started to diddle her clit. Her face was beyond red, it was purple. Her nipples were nearly the same color and looked painfully swollen.


I didn’t know how to feel, lying there. Seeing Emily like this, so supplicant to her need, was incredible in all the best and the worst ways. I didn’t want to watch this. I couldn’t look away. Envy and desire. Jealousy and arousal. All of it mixed together in my chest.


Emily’s cries only escalated. “AH! AH! Ohhhhhh! OHHHHHH! Oh God! I’m… Oh! I’m gonna… Oh FUCK!”


Emily stiffened. She let out a long, pained wail. An incomparable cry of ecstasy. Followed by a short, pained sob.


“Oh goddamn that’s it,” Jack faltered. He seized. “Cumming. Cumming in your sweet little ass. Oh fuck yeah.”


Jack’s eruption hit Emily with hurricane force. Her scream shot up another octave. Her eyes slammed shut and rolled back. The sound she let out was indescribable. Something deep and primal from before human beings could even be called human. A long, guttural explosion of sound.


Emily tipped forward, landing on top of me. Her body writhed and trembled as her orgasm trampled her from top to bottom. Every part of her clenched — fingers, toes, even her hair seemed to tighten.


Finally, she stilled. Rolled over on to the floor. Emily gasped for air like she’d been strangled. I saw her cheeks were wet with tears. Another little orgasm took hold of her, and she groaned. A long, slow, mournful thing. A woeful howl of satisfaction and sorrow.


Emily lay smoldering and shaking on the ground. Seed already dripping out of her asshole and down her skinny thighs. Her pussy still leaking from before.


Jack stared down at her. He shook his head and let out a deep sigh. Of contentment, of disdain, I couldn’t say. Finally, Jack turned away. He walked back down the hallway. Closed the bedroom door behind him.


Emily turned onto her side and curled into me.


“Oh God,” she said, “Oh fuck.” They seemed to be the only words she knew. She repeated them over and over in a strange, monotone mantra.


“Emily, are you OK?” I asked.


My wife didn’t respond. She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed me tight. Like grasping onto the one rock in a tsunami. She buried her head into my chest.


“Emily,” I repeated, “Em. What do you need? What can I do?”


“Hold me,” Emily said. Choked. “Just hold me.”


I enveloped my wife’s little body with my own. A soft, warm cocoon. She made a light grunt and I realized she was snoring. I held her there, squeezing her tight, till the real world slipped away.


*


I woke up cold. My body aching. Someone was touching my shoulder.


“Hey,” the voice said. It sounded feminine, but in the haze, I couldn’t place it.


I slowly blinked awake. I had no sense of time. The room I was in was dark. I realized I was lying on the hardwood floor alone. Back in the bungalow. Of course. It felt like I’d whiled away lifetimes lying there.


Reality rushed through me. I’d been holding Emily but now… I tried to roll and realized I was alone on the floor. My wife had slipped away. Yet another familiar feeling.


I sat up fast. My forehead hit something hard. I swear it made that cartoon coconut sound.


“Oof!” the female voice said. I felt her collapse next to me on the floor.


“Crap are you OK?” I asked.


“I’m fine, just… Fuck.”


My eyes adjusted. Beautiful blonde Cassie was sitting on the ground next to me, holding her head. I noticed that she was completely naked. I know I shouldn’t still be having these thoughts, but that didn’t stop my mind from remarking, damn, she looks good.


“I’m OK,” Cassie repeated. “You’ve got a hard head.”


“Sorry,” I said.


“It’s my own fault. All these hardcore sports we’ve been doing, I should’ve brought a helmet.”


Cassie got up on her feet, holding her head with one hand. She reached down and offered to help me up.


“Emily?” I asked. Despite the gorgeous blonde looming over me, all I could think about was my wife and where she’d escaped to. It was like having a dangerous animal on the loose — I was worried that she was likely to hurt herself as much as others.


Cassie gave me a practiced, uncaring shrug. I had a feeling she knew the answer but wasn’t going to give it away.


“Come with me,” she said.


The beautiful blonde woman gave me her prettiest ‘please’ smile. I let her lift me off the ground. Even breathing felt like an incredible effort. People had warned me it was easy to put on weight while at Disney. After everything that had happened, I was pretty sure I was going to come home in the best shape of my life.


The room around us was dark. I had no sense of whether it was deep night or early morning. I tried to see if other people were in the room, but I couldn’t tell.


Cassie took me down the hallway, past the first bedroom. I was immediately serenaded by the sickeningly familiar squeaks of a women getting epically railed. It sounded a bit like Emily, but I couldn’t be sure. The door was shut tight, and I didn’t dare open it. Ignorance isn’t bliss, but it can be a mercy.


Cassie didn’t remark on it. She pulled me forward to the next bedroom. The door was open. The bed was freshly made. It looked remarkably inviting.


I went into the bedroom and flopped on the mattress. Cassie climbed in next to me. I know it seems odd in connection with everything else, but this felt strangely personal. Yes, we’d done it a bunch of places, a ton of different ways. But this was Cassie welcoming me into her bedroom. The place she’d slept with her husband all week. It should have been mundane, but somehow it felt momentous.


Cassie curled her feet under her. She kissed me on the lips, running her hands over my chest with adoration.


“You have enough for one more?” Cassie asked. She looked pointedly down at my crotch. My dick had already answered for both of us — erect and eager. She took one look and giggled.


“Cassie, I…”


“Paul, do me a favor and let me speak for once,” Cassie said. She put her hand flat on my chest, pushing me back into the pillows. “I know what you’re going to say and it’s OK. Tomorrow you’re flying home, and everything is going back to normal. I know that.”


I started to speak again but Cassie’s eyes flashed.


“But I need this,” Cassie said, “What you did to me. I don’t think you get it. You didn’t just make me cum, Paul. It wasn’t just the best sex of my life. That’s… I don’t choose my partners that way. I don’t know any woman who does.”


I nodded. I wasn’t sure where this was going.


“But you changed something in me. Showed me something about myself,” Cassie said, “Remember I’ve done this sharing stuff a lot. I know the rules. Maybe better than anyone. But I can’t stop it.”


Cassie paused. Her breath hitched. She gave me a nervous little smile. More like the kind of look that Emily would give me.


“It’s OK,” I said, mostly because I didn’t know what else to say.


“I’m falling for you, Paul,” Cassie said, “I know. You’re married. Going to start a family. I shouldn’t fall for you but I am. I know I can’t, but I did. I know you’re not going to say ‘yes.’ But, for the rest of the time we have left together, please don’t tell me ‘no.’”


“OK,” I said. What did we say the day before? God, it seemed like weeks ago. One more day. One last hurrah. Well, the sun wasn’t up yet. So, we might as well make the most of it.


Cassie leaned down and we kissed. Not like before. This was different. Slower and yet more passionate. Cassie wasn’t showing off for the room anymore. Now she was performing only for me. Gradually, we graduated to tongue. Gentle caresses and light touches. Cassie’s fingers tangled in my thick chest hair. My digits danced on her supple breasts.


Cassie lay back and raised her hips. She spread her legs, supplicant. I moved to kiss her pussy, but Cassie pushed me away.


“Let me show you,” she said. She spread her legs further and leaned back. Drifted her finger to her snatch. I reached to stroke my cock, but she shook her head. “Just watch.”


“Oh,” Cassie said as she made contact with her sex.


The room was dark, but I saw more than enough in the shadows. The way Cassie moved her fingers, those perfectly painted scarlet nails, dancing eagerly from clit to cunt. How she slowly teased at herself.


As her need grew, Cassie lost all sense of delicacy. She jammed a finger inside herself. Two. Middle and ring buried deep. She strummed at her clitoris with her free hand. Raised her butt, humping upwards. Chest flushed. Eyes rolled back.


For any woman, that would have been amazing. With Cassie, it meant so much more. She was always so guarded, so protective of her true self. Like a paranoid turtle, any time she saw even a shadow of a threat, she’d snap back into her shell.


But that same, beautiful woman was lying back in her own bed. Body splayed. Legs flopped open. Her thighs shiny with her liquid. The scent of her sex overwhelming. She let the look of pleasure on her face, of debauched need, shine through.


This was pure, unadulterated Cassie. Flaws and all. OK, maybe she wasn’t the only person tumbling that evening.


Cassie gasped. Her hands froze. She let out a long, low moan. “Ohhhhhhhhh.” She flopped back into the bed. Eyes closed. She trembled. Her vagina made a long slow hiss, like air being let out of a balloon. Slowly, the beautiful blonde fluttered back to consciousness.


“How was that?” she asked, “Did I do good?”


I nodded. She hadn’t even touched me and already I was beyond the capacity to speak.


“Did I do OK for you, Paul?” Cassie asked, “Did I earn your awesome, thick cock?”


“Not yet,” I said, with a smirk. OK, maybe a I had few words left in me.


I dove forward, latching my mouth onto Cassie’s pussy. As soon as my tongue made contact, she let out a scream.


“Oh ffffFUCK!”


I slurped at Cassie’s blonde sex. I’d learned her preferences by then. Understood the ways she liked to be stimulated. Still, I took my time. Trying to permanently imprint that memory of her peaches and cream perfume. Her heady, womanly essence.


“Ohhhh,” Cassie said. She tilted her head back. Slid her butt forward. Submitted herself to whatever stimulation I deigned to give her.


Emily was too afraid to ever let go like this. Allison, too controlling. But Cassie, in a few short days (hours, almost) was able to give me her unconditional trust. I was going to take care of her body. I would safeguard her orgasm, carry it forward, deliver it with the grandeur and attention it deserved.


Cassie’s backside bucked. Her hands gripped my skull.


“AhhhhhhhhAH!” the gasp shot out of her like steam. Her whole body snapped around me. A hot burst of pungent liquid spattered my cheeks. Cassie fell back to the bed. A goofy grin played on her lips.


I lifted my head, giving her a cunt-juice-sticky wink. Cassie looked at my eager, puppy dog face and laughed.


“You should grow a beard,” she told me, “It’d be super sexy.”


“OK?” I said, cocking my eyebrow. It was a strange non sequitur, even for sex talk.


“Trust me,” Cassie said, “You’ll see what I mean.”


I shrugged and lay down next to her. I cupped her breast. The soft, warm flesh overflowed in my hand. I was not going to ever get used to that. I noticed Cassie’s pink nipple was screwed up tight. I leaned over and started to suck on it.


“No,” Cassie said, gently pushing me back. “I want your dick. I need cock. Please. Stick it in me Paul. I want to feel you stretch my little pussy.”


I smiled and lay back, gesturing to my dick like, ‘help yourself.’ Cassie spun on unsteady legs and climbed over me. She sat, poised at the point of penetration. Her eyes ran over my body like she was trying to encode my every cell.




She took a deep, cleansing breath.


“This one’s for me,” Cassie said, almost to herself.


She slowly lowered herself down on my dick. Cassie let out a long, slow hiss as it slid inside her. Inching its way as deep as it could go. I groaned as I felt her wonderful warmth surround me.


Before now, I hadn’t spent a lot of time ruminating on the different vaginas I’d experienced in my lifetime. Pussy was pussy, amazing enough on its own. But having sunk into three very different ones in such short succession over the last five days had given me a lot of evidence to evaluate.


My wife was so compact, it felt like my cock had to be twisted into her. Like it was a lightbulb. Meanwhile, Allison’s pussy, like herself, was powerful. It wasn’t the tightest, but she could squeeze and ripple in a way that was entrancing. Cassie, on the other hand, was simply soaked. She got so slick and slippery; it was like screwing a water slide filled with Vasoline. We’d just connected and already I could feel her wetness dripping over my balls.


“God Paul. Feel so good,” Cassie said, “So thick. I swear it’s like, I can feel my little pussy molding itself to fit you. Like it’ll never be the same.”


“I don’t think that’s how it works,” I said.


“I know that,” Cassie said, “It’s just fun to picture.”


The beautiful blonde began sliding back and forth on my cock. Humping, yes, but not thrusting. Sort of slipping around as she ground her clit into my pubic bone.


“Think about it Paul,” Cassie said, “Your awesome cock thrusting into me. Shaping me. Ruining me for other men. I’ll never be able to get away from this. How perfect you stretch me out.”


She rocked faster. I could tell she was building. The little hitch in her smile was coming out again. The sign that she was close to cumming.


“I’ll be back home. After you leave. Going to work. Meeting friends for drinks. And all I’ll be able to do is fantasize about you being with me. I’ll be with Jack. With my husband. Thinking about your cock. Wishing for it. Begging. Thrusting in me. Filling me so good. Oh guh… Oh GOD!”


Cassie shivered and fell forward. I don’t think she anticipated cumming right then. But there she was. Right over the top. Cassie stayed in that position. Hands on the mattress. Tits dragging over my chest. She started humping harder. Having my cock bent that way, it didn’t feel good, exactly. But I was going to let her get off however she wanted.


“I love your cock, Paul,” Cassie said, “I need it. Luh-love you fucking me. How good it feels. You made me cum, Paul. You made me CUM. Harder and better than any man I’ve ever been with.”


Cassie blew her blonde hair out of her eyes. Her face was bright red. Her chest slick with sweat. She thrust herself on my dick with a wild abandon.


“Look at me, Paul,” Cassie continued, “Getting fucked in my own bed by another man. Begging for his cum. It feels so good.


Cassie shivered, and I thought she was going over the top again. But she shook it off and kept pounding onto me. Wet slaps and rude squeaks.


“I never squirted before,” she said, “You made it look easy. You fucked me. Owned me. Oh. AHHHHH! Oh fuck. Fuck me. Make me cuh… Make me CUM!”


Cassie ripped herself off my cock. A huge gush of girl cum spurted out of her, onto my chest. “Oh fuck! You fucking… Fucking broke me.” She looked at the wet mess she’d made on my chest and snickered. “Fucking hell.”


My cock flopped around, neglected. After all the orgasms I’d had, you’d think I would be done. But no, my dick was already demanding that Cassie get back on there and ride him out.


“Phew,” Cassie said, “Getting tired. Your turn.”


She rolled onto her back and raised her legs, like before. I took my cock and aimed it, then thrust forward. Cassie squeezed her arms and legs around me. Surrendering herself to me in every way.


I drove into Cassie, hard. It no longer took any skill or effort to make Cassie cum. She was so amped, it was overflowing unbidden. Her pussy squeezed down with almost every thrust. Her eyes permanently rolled back in her head.


Cassie raised her head for a sloppy kiss, and I let her. I slowed my motions, dragging my dick in and out. Savoring every centimeter. She felt so tight on me now, I knew she was feeling the ridge of my cockhead teasing at her nerve endings. Every bump and vein on my dick.


Cassie fell back. Her eyes got small. Scared.


“I don’t want to stop, Paul,” Cassie said, “I’m sorry. I don’t think I can. Tell me. Tell me you can stop?”


I didn’t answer her. I didn’t know how. But I didn’t stop fucking her, either.


“I can make babies, too, Paul,” Cassie said, “Beautiful children with golden hair and intense black eyes so deep you could drown in them. I’d do that for you. If you let me.”


I sped up my stroked. Added a little kick to the end of each thrust. Popping Cassie hard. She gasped as I stabbed forward. Eyes squeezed shut.


I grabbed Cassie’s shoulders for purchase. Shifted my angle. Started rutting into her crazed. Out of control.


“Cum with me,” Cassie said, “I’m getting close. I need you to… Fill me up. Cum in my married pussy. Deep as you can go. Mark me. Please. Please cum in meeeeeheeeheeee!”


My pace only increased. Cassie’s mewling cries, her pleading sobs. They shoved me forward. The beautiful blonde grabbed my face. Forced me to look in her eyes.


I watched, enthralled, as the azure of them intensified. Pupil shrinking to a pinprick. A focused beam of endless desire, boundless hope, and utter devotion. I swear I could see Cassie’s orgasm creep up her breasts, twisting her nipples tight, pulling her neck taut, stretching her smile, and then, finally, squeezing her eyes shut.


Cassie’s pussy clamped down. Her butt arched upwards. Like she was milking my dick for all it was worth. And finally, the essence she so deeply craved spilled forth.


I buried my dick as deep as it would go. Let out a loud, pained shout. And exploded into Cassie’s wanting depths.


“Ohhhhhhh FUCK!” Cassie yelped. “Oh God. So GOOD! Cumming. ohfuck. Cumming in me. Fuck. I can feel it. Filling me. So hot. Oh yes.”


As Cassie’s cunt cinched tight on my dick, her body wrapped around me in the same way. She held me tight, shaking. Screaming.


My stream of sperm felt impossibly strong. Like it could burst down a wall, let alone Cassie’s poor battered cervix. It wasn’t like before; that edged out orgasm had been another animal entirely. But in so many ways this was so much better.


Feeling Cassie wrapped around me. The warmth of her pussy squeezing me dry. Her own orgasm surrounding and amplifying mine.


“Got you, Cassie. I got you,” I said. Just nonsense as I drifted back to Earth.


“I know,” she said. Whined. “Oh God. It’s yours. My pussy. My heart. Only for you.”


I kissed her forehead. Held her tight.


Cassie. Fucking. Summers.


*


At 7am on a Tuesday morning, we six adults filed into the terminal at Orlando International Airport, disheveled and limping exhausted. Blissed out and ragged like we’d just finished a five-day opium binge.


Despite the early hour, the terminal was bustling — filled with the echoes of footsteps, the squeaks of suitcase wheels, and the low roar of conversation. We passed multiple families headed in the opposite direction, their faces glowing as they got ready to start their epic Disney adventures. I’ll admit, I watched them pass with a mix of apprehension and envy.


Emily clung to me like she was a koala, and I was the world’s best eucalyptus. She’d been hanging on tight since that morning. It made walking difficult (honestly, it was already hard — I felt like I’d run a marathon while boxing both Klitschko brothers for five successive days), but Emily refused to let go.


Jack and Cassie, on the other hand, strode along with the casual professionalism of seasoned travelers. Mike and Allison, on their far side, held hands. But it looked more like a court-ordered affection than anything truly felt.


We went to the McDonalds in the food court to get breakfast. Apparently, that was as much a part of the tradition for Mike and Allison as riding Pirates or eating Mickey-shaped ice cream.


As we crowded around our table, Mike rested his hand on Emily’s thigh. My wife gave him an angry glare. Allison straight up hissed at her husband. Mike pulled his hand back like he’d been singed. Well, if I had any doubt that our trip was truly over, that answered things for sure.


“Sorry,” he said, all parts the petulant teenager.


After we ate, we went through security. Then we all got on the tram, grabbing for separate poles. Me with Emily. Mike with Allison. Jack with Cassie. Other people stepping on would have thought we were all strangers.


Emily stared up at me, her green eyes bright and searching. She looked so innocent in her dark-rimmed glasses, wearing a purple Minnie shirt and denim shorts. Brown hair up in a bun. I noticed a bit of cum was crusted on her cheek. I reached over, gently, and rubbed it off.


My mind flashed back, unbidden, to that morning. I’d stumbled out of Cassie’s bedroom to find Emily sitting on the couch, fully dressed in her outfit from the day before. Beams of dusty sunlight streamed over her. She’d seen where I’d come from and, for some strange reason, I felt guilty. Emily gave me a tight grin. I sat down next to her, covering my crotch with a pillow.


“You OK?” I asked. Emily gave me a confused look. “After last night,” I said. She blushed.


“Fine,” Emily said, “Better than fine. You?”


“I’m OK,” I said.


“It’s amazing, Paul,” Emily said, “Everything we’ve been through. Yet I feel closer to you now than I ever have.”


“You do,” I said.


Emily latched onto me, hard. I almost jumped. She’d pounced on me like the unholy mix of a cat and a boa constrictor.


“Definitely,” Emily said, her lips tickling my ear. “What happened with Jack yesterday…”


I braced for it.


“… It was like a cleanse. Or, I don’t know, penicillin. This whole trip, I’ve felt like I was being consumed by this all-encompassing need. Like a disease that had taken hold of me. But after last night. After the, um, the stuff we did. We were lying together on the floor, and I realized that urge had disappeared. Like I’d finally sweated out the fever, and it was… Gone. The urges, all of it. Even looking back now, none of it really makes sense to me. Like that was a different person. I’m not saying I didn’t make those choices. I know I did. But, at the same time, I can honestly say that it wasn’t me. And I have no intention of ever doing that again.”


I raised my eyebrow.


“I mean it, Paul,” Emily said, “I’m over him. Over all of this. I couldn’t be more over it, honestly. Whatever happened last night snapped me out of it. Lying in your arms, that’s all I want.”


“So why did you go away?” I asked. I couldn’t stop myself. “I heard you in the bedroom.”


Emily gave me a confused look. “I slept by myself last night. I woke up in the middle of the night, hurting like hell. I tried to get you up, but it was like rousing a bear. So, I slipped away and passed out.”


I thought back to what I’d heard behind the closed door. To be fair, Cassie had never explicitly told me where Emily had gone. I’d made assumptions, but I didn’t know anything for sure. Those sounds could have been Allison, I supposed. It didn’t add up, but I couldn’t completely disprove what Emily had told me, either.


“What about with Mike?” I asked, “The things you said. Flashing him in the parks. The, um, oral.”


Emily’s face grew very serious. “Are you honestly going to tell me I saw everything that went on with you this whole trip?” She looked pointedly over my shoulder; at the bedroom I’d slipped out of that morning.


I thought back. Had there been moments that Emily missed? Yes, there’d been sex with Cassie the night before. And a few makeout sessions with Allison. I guess I felt like I’d shared every secret with my wife. But, of course, that couldn’t be true. I could only narrate my own story, after all. Her perspective had to be different. But I couldn’t stop the sense of something more from irking at me.


“None of that stuff matters,” Emily said, squeezing me firmly. “I don’t care what you did. Whatever happened, it’s forgiven. Forgotten. We both lost control this weekend. But it’s us going forward. You and me. And soon, baby, too.”


I nodded. A little smile forced its way onto my face.


“Trust me, I’m done,” Emily said, “So, so done. Extra super over it. Over Jack, over the sharing… The whole thing. I just want to go home, be with my husband, and have a family. For real. I promise. It’s done done.”


*


When we got off the tram, Mike, Allison, Emily and I turned left, but Jack started to go right.


“Our flight’s later,” Cassie said, grabbing Jack’s arm. “We’ll come wait with you guys.”


Jack looked at her, incredulous. Like his wife had announced she wanted to take a cactus bath. He extricated his arm from Cassie. In a mirror of the first time we met him, Jack gave us all quick, curt handshakes. He didn’t say anything. Even the cold fire of his ice blue eyes seemed quenched.


As Jack shook my hand, I noticed something about him. The look on his face, the slight twist to his mouth. He didn’t seem assured anymore. Or, if he did, he looked like he was trying too hard to convince me of it. Instead, his expression told me something different.


At first, I couldn’t figure out what it was. But then I realized: he was sad.


I thought about everything I knew about Jack. Had I ever, truly, seen him look happy? Meeting us for the first time, he’d done everything he could to project a feeling of confidence. Whenever feelings showed up, he brushed them away. Even when his family had melted down before our eyes — his kids storming off to who-knows-where, maybe to never speak to him again — Jack had made it clear that it couldn’t touch him. Instead, he’d only thrown himself back into the fray.


At the time, I’d assumed that Jack was just a cool customer. Too ‘over it all’ to ever be hurt by things. Now, looking into those grey-blue eyes, I recognized that he was just numb. He was an addict, looking for that next hit to keep him going. Only his body had stopped responding to the highs.


I guess I was supposed to concede that Jack had ‘won.’ He’d conquered my wife, reconfigured my marriage, done everything he could to rip the veil of innocence from our eyes and expose us to the ugly truths of our animal desires. But like the contestant on Let’s Make A Deal who opens door number two and finds nothing but a goat chewing on a piece of grass, I couldn’t exactly see how Jack was the winner here.


He was going home to be alone again. His only comfort anger and regret. His hot wife, his successful business, his next conquest — Jack had all the trophies. But he’d yet to figure out how to sate the monster of misery that was inexorably consuming his soul. He never would. Not even with a cadre of genies carrying fistfuls of wishes along the way.


I could acknowledge that I resented Jack. As much as I’d been a willing participant, even an instigator at times, I’d never forgive him for how he’d taken advantage of our innocence. But I also knew, with perfect clarity, that I didn’t envy him. Not even a little bit.


Jack let go of my hand, then clapped Emily on the shoulder. After all that they’d shared, he gave her nothing more than a nod.


“It’s been lovely,” Jack said.


He turned the other way and limped down the hall. Looking more and more like a tiny, decrepit man as he faded into the crowd. Lost amongst the infinite number.


I turned to look at Emily, expecting that devoted, pining look as her eyes chased after her lover. Instead, my wife’s attention was already elsewhere. What she’d told me that morning about her and Jack, I guessed she’d meant it.


The five of us strolled over to our gate, then found seats. Allison and Mike sat across from us while Cassie and Emily flanked me on either side. My wife gripped my arm so hard, my fingers were starting to go numb.


“I’m going to get something from the Starbucks,” Allison said, “You want anything?”


I realized the question had been directed at me. I nodded, carefully extricating myself from Emily. Allison strode off with purpose, a lioness heading to the hunt. I felt like it took me two steps to match her one. We got in line for coffee, a wait longer than security, and settled there.


I glanced back at our group. After five days of this, I was unable to control my continuous suspicion that illicit activities would occur on as soon as I stopped paying attention. But my well-honed paranoia was now misplaced.


Mike buried his nose in his phone. Emily rooted through our carry-on and pulled out a sweater. Cassie chatted idly with them both. You know, like normal human beings rather than the sex-crazed maniacs we’d all devolved into.


I looked back at Allison. She was glaring somewhere distant. The muscles around her jaw were tight, like tripwire.


“You OK?” I asked, genuinely concerned.


“Fine,” Allison said, “Sorry. I’ve got some things to think about. This weekend was a lot.”


“It was,” I said, “But I don’t regret what we shared. I hope you know how much it meant to me. How much it continues to mean to me.”


I waited for Allison to count my words off on her fingers. I thought for sure she’d be celebrating a new record. Instead, she worked her teeth like she was rolling a jawbreaker between them.


“It was important to me too,” Allison said. She glanced meaningfully over at her husband. I got the sense she was trying to tell me something, but I couldn’t read it. “To everyone, clearly. I guess I’m still trying to work it all out.”


I nodded. I wasn’t sure what else there was to say.


“You and Emily are alright?” Allison asked, finally turning my way.


“We’re figuring it out,” I said, surprised at how easily the honesty came to my lips. “She says she’s over it all. Wants to move forward, but… I guess we’ll see. You and Mike?”


“Like I said,” Allison said, looking gloomy, “This weekend was a lot. I thought I had it all handled. Now I’m not so sure.”


“I know what you mean,” I said.


“You and I will still be friends though, right? Regardless?”


“I don’t know how we could be anything else,” I said.


It was meant to be reassuring, but I saw that what I said set Allison off again. Was it possible to be too connected? Maybe there’s a point where there are so many wires plugged in, you can’t untangle them. Or worse, you blow the whole line.


“I know Emily feels the same way,” I said, trying to recover. “Your friendship means the world to us both.”


“Yes,” Allison said, clearly distracted by her own train of thought. “Emily and you. Me and Mike. Friends.”


“Speaking of which,” I said, unable to quell my curiosity, “I don’t suppose you noticed our spouses together last night?”


“Um, yeah, Paul?” Allison’s attention snapped right to me. “We all saw them on the couch, remember?”


“No, I mean. After.”


Allison took in a deep breath. Her eyes wandered around the terminal. “Honestly, after that last big blowout, I kinda wandered off,” she said, “I collapsed somewhere, I don’t even know. I’m not sure I remember much of anything clearly.”


I nodded, like that was an answer. But before I could push her further, Allison was at the counter and ordering. The moment was gone.


We walked back to our group, laden with steaming hot cups. The rest of the group had distracted themselves well. Even Cassie had gone quiet. It seemed as if we weren’t using our mouths to make out, we had little use for them.


As soon as we sat down again, however, Mike leaned forward. He looked like a little boy, so excited to share something that he was about to burst.


“I’ve gotta tell you guys,” Mike said, “The more I think about it, the more this trip in March seems like a great idea. Coming back to Disney. Seeing all of you. It would be awesome.”




“Oh, I agree,” Cassie said, shining her smile on all of us. “There’s so much we didn’t get a chance to do.”


“I guess it could be fun,” Allison said, “We’d have to agree on some things.”


“Oh definitely,” Cassie said.


“For sure,” Mike said. Though I doubted either was thinking of the same things Allison was.


“We’ll have to see where we’re at,” Emily said, cautiously. She’d grabbed my hand again. “You know, with stuff.”


“Of course,” Cassie said, “Whatever you need.”


“Paul?” Allison asked, “What do you think?”


What did I think? The last five days flew past me.


Allison’s boob in the hot tub. Mike kissing Cassie on Slinky Dog. Stripping each other down in the bungalow. Jack with Emily on the couch. Allison and me in bed. Coupling in our Halloween costumes. Mike and Emily on the lounge chair. Me and Cassie in the pool. Arguing in front of Cinderella Castle. Allison making out with Cassie. Jack, then Mike, then Jack again — eagerly ripping my wife to pieces. Then Cassie and I, one last time.


All of us, together. And apart.


I caught Emily’s eyes, and I couldn’t read her expression — searching and supplicant. Our friends all watched me, too. Eagerly waiting for my response. The next step, our future, it seemed clear.


Mike and Allison would make amends. Cassie would go back home with Jack and get back to their lives. Emily and I would form a family. This weekend would be a one-time thing. This weird, wonderful storm. It had changed us in so many ways, but it was over.


Yet something about that picture made my skin prickle. I couldn’t shake the sense of something. On the edge of the horizon. Past the fluffy clouds and the bright beams of sunlight. Like seeing the peak of Cinderella Castle poking through the treeline. A different place that promised of a far less certain future. Where everything kept going.


And everything stopped.


*


They called our flight and we started to board. The four of us got out of our seats and walked over to get in line at the gate. Cassie stayed to the side. I caught the beautiful blonde’s eye. She gave me an odd, sad smile. A short, little nod.


It was early morning again and we were back in the bungalow. I was naked in Cassie’s bed. We’d both just woken up. Cassie’s golden blonde hair ran rivulets down her shoulders. Her full breasts hung wonderfully. Her blonde little pussy so casually exposed.


“Last night,” Cassie said, “I said some things.”


“I know,” I replied immediately, “Just dirty talk. Not to worry.”


“I meant every word of it,” Cassie said, “I’m yours, Paul. If you’ll have me.”


I couldn’t hold back my surprise. Of all the unexpected things this trip, Cassie catching feelings was maybe the most shocking of all. The calm, perfectly coiffed woman letting herself be so vulnerable. It might have been the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. And the scariest.


“Hear me out,” Cassie said, “Please. I know you and Emily are… I see how much you care for her. Hell, it’s one of the reasons I — I feel the way I do for you. But I’ve been in this place before. I’ve seen other couples go through this. Emily’s going to tell you she’s over it. She’s going to sit you down as soon as she sees you and tell you that she’s done with Jack. That it was all some weird fever dream and now she’s yours forever.”


I nodded. But honestly, in that moment, I thought Cassie didn’t know what she was talking about. It just seemed like such an unlikely thing.


“Maybe Emily will even mean it,” Cassie continued, “But I’ve seen this so many times. Now that she’s tasted it, she won’t stop. She can’t. It’ll never go away. She’s going to keep doing this. And maybe that’s the life for her. But I know that isn’t what you want.”


Cassie grabbed my shoulders. She made sure she had my eyes locked on hers.


“You deserve someone who sees you for the wonderful man that you are,” Cassie said, “Who knows how lucky she is to have you in her life and will do anything she can for you. Because you’ll do the same for her.”


“Cassie I…”


“I can be that for you, Paul,” Cassie said, “I’ll be whoever you want me to be.”


“I would want you to be you,” I said.


Cassie’s eyes filled with tears.


“But I can’t,” I said.


I looked down at the comforter. Something about the pattern of it, purple and orange sewn slightly askew. Even now, years later, I can see it exactly in my mind.


Despite everything that had happened on that trip, I was still promised to Emily. I knew that Cassie wasn’t wrong, but I wasn’t ready for her to be right, either. Sometimes, even when we know we have to drop things, we hold on. Not because of feelings or logic or anything like that. Just because we’ve gotten so used to gripping that we can’t let go.


“I’m sorry Cassie, I can’t.”


“I know,” Cassie said, with a sniffle. She straightened, then grabbed my attention again. “I wouldn’t feel this way if you could. But you owe me a favor. You know, from Buzz Lightyear. When I beat you.”


A guilty little tweak formed on her lips. My stomach twisted. I don’t know why I thought Cassie was going to ask for the impossible. It was a silly response, but I had it.


“Cassie…”


“I want you to call me,” Cassie said, shushing me with her finger. “Not all the time. Just every once in a while. And talk. Talk to me. About anything you want. Your job, your life. Whatever. Let me hear that deep, sexy voice. Every now and then. OK?”


“I’d like that,” I said, meaning it.


And Cassie smiled. Her real smile. One I’d swear I’d never seen before. Kind of crooked with too many teeth. Her cheeks crinkled, lopsided. Her eyes shone. It was maybe the least perfect I’d ever seen her.


And it was beautiful.


“Paul?”


There was a rush in my ears. Reality rolled over me. We were standing in line to get on our flight. Allison gave my shoulder a little shove.


“Paul,” she repeated it.


“Sorry,” I said, “What’s up?”


Mike, Allison, and Emily all pointed to the gate, where the attendant was waiting to scan my ticket. I looked over to Cassie, standing to the side. She was staring straight at me. Like she knew exactly where my mind had been.


“I guess I was off in my own world,” I said


I walked forward. They scanned our tickets and we stepped onto the jetway. Emily clung to my arm. Mike and Allison stood right behind us.


“It’s sad, all of this ending,” Emily said, “But I’m also so happy to be moving on.”


“Agreed,” Allison said.


“But we have so much to look forward to,” Mike said, “Disney in March 2020. It’s going to be amazing.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I just nodded. I supposed that, by then, all my questions would be answered.


The End. For now…
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